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Welcome to the twentieth edition of Rambling Magazine, a publication 

that has never pretended to know exactly where it’s going. And that’s the 

charm, isn’t it? Each issue is a gentle meander through thoughts, places, 

and recollections—sometimes profound, sometimes humorous, always 

human. Reaching twenty feels less like an achievement and more like a 

pleasant surprise, the kind you get when you realize you’ve been 

enjoying the journey so much you forgot to count the miles. Settle in, 

fellow rambler. There’s plenty more road ahead, and we’re delighted to 

have you along for the walk.

WILD LIFE IS NEVER FAR AWAY
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What is the legacy you want to leave behind?
I want to be remembered as an honest person, someone who exemplified integrity in every 

action and interaction, consistently choosing to uphold my values even when faced with 

challenges. I strive to be the kind of individual who inspires trust in others, fostering 

relationships built on transparency and sincerity. By demonstrating honesty in both my 

personal and professional life, I hope to leave a legacy that encourages others to act with 

the same moral conviction, ultimately contributing to a more ethical and compassionate 

world.

As a good parent, I strive to instill values of kindness and respect in my children, guiding 

them with patience and support through life's challenges. I believe that teaching them to be 

empathetic and considerate towards others lays the foundation for healthy relationships and 

a positive impact on the world around them. Every day presents new opportunities for 

learning, whether it's navigating friendships at school or dealing with the complexities of 

emotions at home. By encouraging open communication, I aim to create a safe space where 

they can express their feelings and thoughts freely. This not only strengthens our bond but 

also fosters their emotional intelligence, allowing them to grow into compassionate 

individuals who can face the world with confidence and resilience.

I aim to be a friendly, loving husband, nurturing a strong bond with my best friend, filled with 

affection and understanding. My goal is to create an environment where both of us feel safe 

to express our thoughts and emotions, allowing us to grow together as a couple. I believe 

that through open communication and shared experiences, we can deepen our relationship, 

fostering trust and intimacy that will last a lifetime. Every day, I strive to show appreciation 

for her, whether through small gestures or supportive words, ensuring that she feels 

cherished and valued in every moment we share.

Additionally, I hope to be seen as someone you can always trust—a steady, dependable 

presence in your life and a reliable friend who is there in times of need, not only to offer a 

listening ear but to truly understand, encourage, and stand beside you. I want to be the 

person you can call when things feel overwhelming, when you need honest advice, quiet 

company, or simply a space to be yourself without judgment. By showing up consistently, 

keeping my word, and celebrating both your everyday moments and your milestones, I hope 

to offer unwavering support that brings comfort, strength, and a sense of belonging that 

enriches the lives of those around me.
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Secrets of Jim's Pawnshop
In the cluttered heart of Sterling, Jim’s Pawnshop hummed with the weight of forgotten 

treasures, each item steeped in its own story, waiting for the right moment to be discovered. 

Jim, a wiry man with eyes sharp as flint, had seen it all—cursed rings that drew whispers 

from the unsuspecting, haunted mirrors that reflected more than just one’s image, and even 

a fiddle that played itself, filling the air with haunting melodies that seemed to echo through 

time. But the brass orb that rolled across his counter one rainy evening was different; it 

gleamed with an otherworldly light, rebellious against the gloom outside, as though it carried 

within it the echoes of a thousand untold adventures. The orb seemed to beckon him closer, 

promising secrets and mysteries that transcended the mundane artifacts that surrounded it.

It came from a trembling wrinkled woman, cloaked in gray, who whispered with a sense of 

urgency, “Keep it safe. It’s not what it seems.” Her voice trembled like the winds around 

them, filled with a warning that echoed in Jim's mind long after she had disappeared. She 

dropped the orb, no bigger than an apple, with hands that shook as if she were part of the 

tempest, and fled into the storm, her silhouette swallowed by the swirling darkness. Jim 

frowned thoughtfully, nudging it gently with a pencil, curiosity gnawing at him. It gleamed, 

unremarkable at first glance, but held an allure that beckoned him closer. When he finally 

grasped it, expecting it to feel just as ordinary, it shimmered intensely in his grip and 

stretched into a silver dagger, cold and wickedly sharp, reflecting the fleeting flashes of 

lightning around him. The transformation startled him; he yelped, instinctively dropping it, 

and with a dull thud, it reverted back to its original form—a small, innocent orb lying silently 

on the floor. Jim stared at it in disbelief, trying to reconcile the terrifying reality of what he 

had just experienced with the simplicity of its appearance.

Curiosity gnawed at him like a persistent itch that refused to be scratched. Unable to contain 

his intrigue any longer, he called in Marge, his assistant, a girl with a remarkable knack for 

spotting fakes amidst the genuine. “Touch this,” he instructed, gesturing towards the 

shimmering orb that rested on his desk, its surface gleaming under the soft light. With a mix 

of skepticism and excitement, she reached out, her fingers brushing against the cool 

surface, and to their amazement, it twisted and morphed into a delicate locket, intricately 

etched with flourishing roses. Her eyes widened in disbelief as she gazed at the transformed 

object, recognition dawning upon her. “It’s… mine?” she stammered, clutching it tightly as if 

it might vanish at any moment. Jim, filled with a sudden surge of possessiveness, swiftly 

snatched it back, watching in fascination as it morphed back into the orb, leaving Marge 

momentarily speechless.
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Word spread rapidly through the small town, a whisper that carried on the wind and 

tantalized the hearts of the curious. Customers trickled in, each interaction subtly reshaping 

the item nestled in Jim's shop. A gruff blacksmith entered, his calloused hands gripping a 

hammer, heavy and warm, as if infused with the strength of a hundred forges, while he 

envisioned the great deeds it would accomplish. Next came a widow, her eyes glistening 

with memories, as she picked up a tarnished ring that sparkled like her late husband’s eyes, 

stirring a deep yearning for love lost but never forgotten. Then, a thief slipped in, his sly 

demeanor masking the ambition that drove him; he clutched a skeleton key that pulsed with 

possibility, as if it held the secrets to untold treasures. Each one swore the item was 

destined for them, offering fortunes and promises to keep it, seeing only their own desires. 

Yet Jim refused each offer with a heavy heart, not out of greed, but from a deep-seated 

unease that coursed through him, for the orb at the center of his shop felt alive, watching 

him with unseen eyes, as if it understood the weight of their wishes and the consequences 

that might follow.

Late one night, a stranger arrived—a man with a voice like gravel and no shadow. His 

presence seemed to suck the warmth from the room, casting an eerie chill that set Jim’s 

heart racing. “Give it to me,” he demanded, his tone low and menacing, resonating with an 

unsettling authority. Jim hesitated, feeling the weight of the orb in his hand, its surface 

pulsating with a life of its own. The moment hung in the air, thick with uncertainty. The man 

lunged, grabbing the orb fiercely, and as their fingers brushed, a jolt of electricity surged 

between them. In an instant, the orb writhed into a black chain, coiling around his wrist like 

a snake, as if it were a creature awakening from a long slumber. He screamed, eyes blazing 

with a mix of terror and rage, before his form blurred and vanished in a gust of ash, leaving 

behind nothing but the faint echo of his despair. The orb clattered to the floor, dimmer now, 

its once vibrant glow reduced to a mere flicker, as if mourning the loss of its master.

Jim locked it in a safe, but sleep evaded him as he tossed and turned in his restless bed, 

haunted by the orb's whispers. It beckoned through the thick iron walls, weaving promises 

of untold secrets, unimaginable power, and stark truth that tugged at the deepest corners of 

his mind. Against his better judgment and the warnings echoing in his conscience, he finally 

resolved to open the safe at dawn, compelled by an insatiable curiosity that overpowered 

his fear. As he slowly lifted the lid, it revealed not just the orb, but a mirror now, small and 

cracked, reflecting a distorted image of his essence. His reflection wasn’t his own—it was a 

younger version of Jim, brimming with unscarred optimism and hope, eyes alight with 

dreams yet to be shattered. “Take me,” it mouthed in a voice that resonated within him, 

stirring an unsettling longing to reclaim what was lost. Panic surged through him, and with 

heart racing, he slammed the safe shut, desperate to escape the haunting visage that 

echoed his past and the dark allure of what could have been.
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Marge found him hours later, staring intently at the safe, his brow furrowed in thought. “It’s 

not ours to keep,” she said softly, hoping to break the spell of temptation that had ensnared 

him. She was right; the orb’s allure was powerful, but they both knew the weight of its 

mystery was too heavy for their shoulders. That evening, under the dim light of the setting 

sun, they ventured deep into the woods, guided by a path only they seemed to know. They 

dug a hole deep under roots that twisted and turned, older than the town itself, whispering 

secrets of the past. No one would ever touch it again, they promised each other, sealing the 

ancient artifact away from prying eyes. As they covered it, the ground seemed to sigh, a soft 

acknowledgment of the burden they released, a final farewell to the secrets it held, and they 

felt an odd mix of relief and melancholy wash over them.

Back at the shop, life ticked on like a clock that really, really needed a tune-up. Dust bunnies 

had a party, while Jim had an unexpected front-row seat to Marge’s latest art project—

sketching lockets that looked suspiciously like potato chips. Meanwhile, he found himself 

doodling a dagger that might’ve come straight from a pirate’s daydream. The orb was long 

gone, but its shenanigans hung around like that one friend who always crashes at your place 

and never leaves!

And sometimes, on stormy nights, when the thunder rolled and the wind howled like a 

restless spirit, Jim swore he heard it hum beneath the earth, a low and eerie melody that 

sent shivers down his spine, as if it were waiting for someone new to claim its form, yearning 

for a soul brave enough to unlock the secrets buried deep within the ground, hidden from the 

light of day and guarded by ancient whispers of the past.
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 A Digital Facebook Ghost Story
 In the quiet town of Meeker, Dee, a lonely librarian, spent her nights scrolling 

through Facebook, seeking connection in a world that often felt isolating. The platform, once 

a vibrant hub for friends and community, had grown eerie by 2025, its feeds cluttered with 

cryptic ads and posts from long-abandoned accounts that felt like forgotten echoes of past 

lives. One night, amid the stillness of her dimly lit apartment, a friend request popped up 

from “Angie Gray,” a name Dee didn’t recognize, sending a shiver of curiosity down her 

spine. The profile was sparse: no photos, no posts, just a single status from 2013: “I’m still 

here.” Intrigued by the haunting simplicity of the message and sensing a strange connection, 

Dee accepted the request, wondering who Angie could be and why she had resurfaced after 

so many years, even as a chill of apprehension settled in the back of her mind.

 Messages from Angie began immediately. “You’re awake. Good. I’ve been 

watching.” Dee’s skin prickled as a cold rush of unease spread through her. She checked 

Angie’s profile again, but it was gone, vanished from her friends list as if it had never 

existed. Yet the messages kept coming, relentless and penetrating, fueling her anxiety. 

“Look behind you.” Dee spun around, her heart pounding in her chest, but her room was 

empty, the familiar shadows appearing almost menacing. The silence felt heavy, as if the 

very air was holding its breath. She typed back, “Who are you?” hoping for some clue, some 

semblance of understanding, but there was no reply. Instead, just a photo appeared: Dee, 

asleep in bed, taken from above, a snapshot that sent chills down her spine. Her phone 

hadn’t been touched, lying innocently beside her, the implications of the messages hanging 

in the air like a dark cloud.

 Panicked, Dee deleted her account, but the app wouldn’t uninstall, stubbornly 

clinging to her device like a malevolent shadow. It reopened on its own, displaying a live 

video of her living room—empty, except for a faint, translucent figure in the corner, a 

haunting silhouette that sent chills down her spine. Angie. Her face was blurred, distorted as 

if seen through a foggy window, but her eyes burned with unnatural light, glowing like 

embers in the darkness. Dee's heart raced as she tried to make sense of what was 

happening. Images of their friendship flooded her mind—happy memories tainted by the 

weight of loss. In that moment of sheer horror, Dee screamed, hurling her phone across the 

room. It landed face-up on the floor, the video still playing, capturing her terror as if it were 

the climax of a nightmare from which she could not wake.

 Desperate, Dee drove to the library, digging through old records as the weight 

of her curiosity pressed heavily on her chest. After hours of sifting through dusty files and 

fading newspapers, she finally uncovered a 2013 news article buried deep within the 

archives: Angie Gray, a local woman, had tragically died in a car accident shortly after 

posting on Facebook about feeling “trapped” in her life, a post that had struck a hauntingly 

familiar chord with Dee. Though Angie's account had long since been deleted, the chilling 

stories that circulated in the community suggested that her spirit lingered online, haunting 

those who dared to stay up too late, their screens glowing in the darkness like beacons 

inviting the restless to reach out. Dee felt an unsettling chill as she read, both intrigued and 

unnerved, as she began to wonder if there was more to Angie's story that remained hidden, 

waiting for someone to discover the truth behind her ghostly presence.
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Back home, Dee’s laptop flickered on, Facebook loading despite her deleted account, a 

haunting reminder of what she had tried to escape. A new message appeared on the 

screen: “You can’t leave me.” The words shimmered ominously, sending a chill down her 

spine. The screen glitched violently, and suddenly, Angie’s face filled it, her mouth moving 

silently as if trapped in a frame of time. Dee’s heart raced; she unplugged the laptop in a 

panic, hoping to sever the connection, but to her dismay, the screen stayed lit, its glow 

casting an unsettling light across the room. A voice, hollow and distorted, echoed from the 

speakers as fear enveloped her: “I’m in the code now.” The realization sank in—Angie was 

no longer just a part of her digital history; she had become something more, something that 

she could not easily escape.

 Dee contacted a hacker friend, Leo, who had earned quite a reputation in the 

underground tech community for his skills. As he worked diligently to trace the messages, 

the tension in the room thickened. “It’s not a person,” he finally whispered, his voice barely 

above a murmur. “It’s… something embedded in Facebook’s algorithm, using old data to 

mimic a user, almost like a ghost haunting the platform.” He attempted various methods to 

purge the anomaly from his system, but as he navigated through layers of code, his 

computer suddenly crashed. In that fleeting moment of chaos, it displayed a single ominous 

word: “Angie.” Panic surged through Dee as she processed the implications of what Leo had 

just uncovered.

 That night, Dee’s phone buzzed relentlessly with notifications, each one pulling 

her deeper into a whirlpool of emotions. Posts appeared on her wall, tagged by Angie: an 

array of photos of Dee’s childhood, moments frozen in time, secrets she’d never dared to 

share online, memories that felt both nostalgic and haunting. The final post, however, was 

far from innocent; it was a chilling video of Angie’s accident, looping endlessly, her screams 

cutting through static like a knife, reverberating in Dee’s mind long after the first watch. 

Dee’s heart raced as the images played out before her, her breath hitching in her throat. 

Suddenly, her lights flickered ominously, casting eerie shadows across the room, and a cold 

hand grazed her shoulder, sending shivers down her spine and making her question if the 

world around her was truly as real as it seemed.

 Dee fled to a motel, vowing never to touch Facebook again. But at midnight, 

her new phone lit up with a notification: a friend request from Angie Gray. Dee stared, 

trembling, as the accept button pulsed like a heartbeat, its glow beckoning her like a siren’s 

song. Memories flooded her mind—Angie’s laughter ringing through times long past, their 

shared secrets echoing in the corridors of their friendship. Somewhere in the digital void, 

Angie was still watching, her ghost woven into the platform’s forgotten code, forever seeking 

connection in the endless scroll, haunting Dee's thoughts like a whisper that refused to fade 

away. Each pulse of that button seemed to taunt her resolve, reminding her of their history, 

and the promise she made to start anew, away from the ties of the past that still echoed in 

the vastness of the internet. Would clicking accept mean opening a door she intended to 

keep firmly shut, or could it be a chance for reconciliation that her heart secretly longed for?
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Navigating Aging: The Wisdom of Seniors
 Ever wonder what seniors talk about when they gather? They share stories 

from their past, recalling good times and challenges. Conversations often include family 

gatherings, travel experiences, and changes over the years. Many talks about lifestyle tips, 

health updates, and new hobbies, building a sense of community and support. These 

interactions help foster friendships and allow them to share wisdom and advice from their 

experiences.

 Every event appears to have time discussing your medical events and listening 

to others' medical events. Managing chronic conditions, medications, diet, exercise, and 

staying active takes up a lot of conversations for seniors. This often leads to sharing 

personal experiences, which can provide valuable insights and support among peers. 

Networking in this manner helps to build a sense of community, as seniors exchange tips on 

managing medications, recommend doctors, discuss dietary changes that have worked for 

them, and motivate each other to adhere to exercise regimens. Beyond mere discussion, 

these interactions can foster friendships, making it easier to tackle the challenges that come 

with aging, all while reinforcing the importance of maintaining health and well-being in their 

daily lives.

 The older you become, the more you see your friends, neighbors, and public 

seniors dying quite often around you, each loss resonating deeply within your heart and 

mind. You are starting to realize that someday it will be your turn to experience this event, 

leaving you to reflect on the transient nature of life and the memories you have shared with 

those who have passed. As you witness the fragility of existence, thoughts about your own 

mortality intrude upon your daily routines, prompting you to cherish each moment and the 

relationships that define your journey. The inevitability of loss becomes a part of your 

consciousness, encouraging you to connect more deeply with loved ones while also 

pondering the legacy you wish to leave behind as the wheel of time continues to turn.

 However, the most discussed topics often revolve around health and the 

emotional challenges that arise with the passing of family and friends, as these experiences 

deeply affect our lives and perspectives. Amidst these conversations, we find ourselves 

reflecting on the importance of maintaining our well-being and cherishing the relationships 

that shape our existence. As we navigate through the stages of grief and the inevitable 

changes that come with loss, it becomes evident that our health, both mental and physical, 

plays a critical role in how we cope and heal from such profound experiences. The 

acknowledgment of mortality serves as a harsh reminder of our shared human experience, 

leading to deeper relationships and a greater appreciation for the time spent with loved 

ones. Everyone starts to admit that all are mortal and someday will be the day for you; this 

realization can prompt meaningful conversations about life, love, and the legacy we leave 

behind. It encourages us to prioritize those bonds, invest in our emotional resilience, and 

seek support when needed, ultimately fostering a sense of community that can help us 

navigate the often-challenging path of grief together.
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Remembering Life Before Digital 

Connectivity
I remember life before the internet, roughly pre-1990s. It was 

slower-paced and more localized. I relied on physical media like 

newspapers, radio, and TV for news and entertainment. Landline 

phones, (I grew up with the rotary phone), letters, or face-to-face 

meetings was for communications. library visits were common. 

Socializing was mostly in-person, and communities were tighter 

but limited by geography. Online work was not even thought of. 

Privacy was easier to maintain.

I love to pull a mental time machine and visit the past, but let’s be 

real—I can't complain about my life now without a good Wi-Fi 

connection! How else would I unleash my inner drama for the 

world to see? Thank you, Internet, for making my venting as easy 

as clicking “post”!

Jane was a whirlwind of chaos, 

her laugh loud enough to drown out thunder, 

her curly hair always escaping its braid like 

wild vines reaching for freedom. She thrived 

on spontaneity, her life a chaotic collage of 

half-finished art projects and impulsive road 

trips that often took her to places she had 

never intended to visit. Her friends often 

described her as a comet streaking through 

the sky—brilliant and unpredictable. Steve, 

on the other hand, was a fortress of order, 

embodying the calm in the eye of the storm. 

His days were ruled by meticulously crafted 

schedules, his apartment a study in 

minimalism, where every book was 

alphabetized, and each item had a 

designated place. He found solace in routine 

and stability, a stark contrast to Jane's 

vibrant turbulence. They lived in the same 

apartment building, their lives parallel, but 

had never exchanged more than polite 

nods—until the storm hit, changing 

everything and swirling their worlds into an 

unexpected collision.

 

Opposites Attract: A Tale of Love and Resilience
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The hurricane warning came late, catching the coastal town off guard. Power lines fell, 

streets flooded, and the building’s residents huddled in the damp basement shelter, their 

faces illuminated by the flickering light of a single flashlight. Jane arrived with a backpack 

stuffed with snacks, a ukulele, and a flashlight she’d painted with glow-in-the-dark stars, her 

vibrant personality a welcome contrast to the distress around them. She offered peanut 

butter sandwiches and granola bars while strumming a few chords, hoping to lift spirits with 

her cheerful melodies. Steve carried a first-aid kit, a notebook for logging supplies, and a 

scowl at the disorder around him, his mind racing with thoughts of what they might need in 

case things took a turn for the worse. When the lights flickered out, Jane strummed her 

ukulele, coaxing nervous laughter from the group as they clung to the music like a lifeline. 

Steve muttered about “unnecessary noise,” yet his eyes kept drifting to her, captivated by 

her ability to bring a sense of calm amidst the chaos, secretly wishing he could join in and 

forget the storm outside.

 The crisis deepened when the basement door jammed, trapping them inside. 

Panic rippled through the group as the dim light flickered, casting shadows that danced 

ominously on the concrete walls. Steve took charge, organizing a plan to pry the door open, 

his calm voice cutting through the chaos like a lifeline. He shouted instructions, his authority 

rallying everyone around him as they grabbed makeshift tools—a crowbar, a sturdy chair, 

anything they could find. Jane, restless and ever observant, noticed a crack in the wall 

letting in water, a small trickle that quickly began to grow. While Steve barked orders, she 

grabbed a bucket and started bailing, her energy infectious, igniting a fire of determination 

among the others. “You’re gonna give yourself a heart attack, Captain Clipboard,” she 

teased, tossing him a rag to dab his brow, laughter hanging in the air even amidst the 

tension. He caught it, surprised by the warmth in her grin, which brought unexpected 

comfort. It was this small moment of levity that reminded them all to keep fighting, to hold 

onto hope, as the sound of water felling echoed around them, each wave a chilling reminder 

of their urgent plight.

 They worked side by side, Steve’s precision balancing Jane’s improvisation. He 

calculated how long their supplies would last, meticulously jotting down figures in a 

weathered notebook; she rallied the group with vibrant stories and enchanting songs that 

ignited their spirits. Hours passed, and in a quiet moment, they sat against the wall, sharing 

a granola bar from Jane’s stash, savoring its sweetness amidst the uncertainty. “You’re not 

as boring as you look,” she said with a playful nudge that broke the tension. He smirked, 

raising an eyebrow. “And you’re not as reckless as you seem,” he replied, which only made 

her chuckle more. Their laughter felt like a small rebellion against the storm, a defiance 

woven into the fabric of their camaraderie and hope, echoing through the desolate 

surroundings as they forged an unbreakable bond in the midst of adversity.

 When the door finally gave way, revealing dawn’s light spilling into the dimly lit 

room, the group cheered with a renewed energy, their excitement palpable as the fresh air 

brushed against their skin. Steve and Jane lingered, suddenly shy amid the jubilant 

atmosphere, their faces flushed with both anticipation and uncertainty. “Coffee, maybe?” she 

asked, her bravado faltering as she fidgeted with the hem of her sweater, revealing a hint of 

her nerves. He nodded, a smile breaking across his face as he pulled out a pen, scribbling 

his number in her sketchbook with a flourish. “Only if you promise not to bring that ukulele,” 

he teased lightly, remembering how she had strummed it earlier, its jovial notes echoing off 

the walls, filling the space with an almost magical essence that seemed to linger in the air 

between them.
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Days later, they sat in a cozy café, Jane doodling whimsically on a napkin while Steve 

meticulously folded his into a perfect square, each crease sharp and precise. Their 

differences sparked animated debates—her love for chaos and spontaneity clashed 

remarkably with his inherent need for order and control—but despite these contrasts, the 

pull between them only grew stronger. She playfully dragged him to a vibrant street fair, 

where the air was filled with the laughter of children and the enticing aroma of various foods; 

he patiently taught her to organize her paints, showing her how to create color palettes that 

reflected both their personalities. Each little compromise felt not just like a victory, but a new 

layer added to their deepening connection, as they learned to appreciate each other's 

worlds, with Jane discovering the beauty in structure, while Steve slowly embraced a bit of 

delightful chaos.

 The storm had faded, but it left something behind: a spark neither could ignore, 

a tangible reminder of the tempest that had once been. Jane’s mess, the whirlwind of 

emotions and clutter that surrounded her, softened Steve’s usually sharp edges, turning him 

into a gentle force of nature, while his steadiness, like a sturdy oak, grounded her, making 

her feel secure in the midst of chaos. They were opposites, yes, contrasting in temperament 

and strategy, but in the crisis they’d experienced together, they’d found an unexpected 

rhythm—a melody of resilience that promised to outlast the rain. Each drop that fell felt like 

a heartbeat in their newfound connection, echoing the unspoken promise that they would 

navigate whatever storms lay ahead, together, in perfect harmony.

 The moral of this tale is that you never know where a spark of romance and the 

deep-seated need for each other may arise; it can come unexpectedly in the most ordinary 

of situations, surprising you when you least expect it. This serendipitous encounter can set 

the stage for something beautiful to blossom, ultimately evolving into a long-lasting loving 

relationship that adds richness and meaning to your life. Each moment shared, from 

laughter and joy to trials and tribulations, helps to weave a tapestry of shared experiences, 

strengthening the bond between individuals as they navigate the journey of love together.



13

A Bridesmaid's Wedding Blunder
Debbie was juggling bridesmaid duties for her best friend Pat’s wedding, a whirlwind of tulle 

and timelines that seemed to swirl around her like confetti in the wind. Late one night, after a 

long day of finalizing seating charts and meticulously arranging floral centerpieces, Debbie 

typed a heartfelt message to Pat’s fiancé, Tom, about a surprise she had been planning for 

weeks: “Tom, Pat’s dream is to dance to ‘At Last’ under string lights at the reception. I’ve 

arranged it with the band—don’t tell her, it’s a secret!” Exhausted yet exhilarated by the 

thought of making her best friend’s wedding unforgettable, she hit send and collapsed into 

bed, her mind racing with visions of the magical moment. But in her haze of sleepiness and 

excitement, Debbie hadn’t sent it to Tom. Instead, she’d accidentally texted Pat’s ex, Steve, 

who had been lurking on the fringes of their lives since their breakup. The realization of her 

mistake hit her like a cold splash of water, and panic surged through her veins as she 

imagined the chaos that could ensue.

 Morning brought chaos. Debbie woke to a string of confused texts from Steve: 

“Debbie, what’s this about a dance? I’m not in the wedding… or Pat’s life anymore.” Her 

heart stopped, a cold wave of dread washing over her as the implications struck her with full 

force. Steve, still nursing a broken heart, had replied at 6 a.m., clearly thrown by the 

message, still grappling with the emotional fallout of their recent breakup. Worse, he’d 

forwarded it to Pat, thinking it was a mistake that needed clearing up, only adding fuel to an 

already volatile situation. The thought of Steve, vulnerable and hurt, somehow still tethered 

to the life they once shared, sent a ripple of guilt through her. In that moment, Debbie felt 

trapped in a web of miscommunication that threatened to ensnare everyone involved, 

turning what should have been a light-hearted wedding gesture into a source of confusion 

and discomfort for all.

 Debbie’s phone buzzed again—Pat. “Debbie, why is Jake texting me about our 

reception? What’s going on?” Panic surged through Debbie like a tidal wave, overwhelming 

her with regret. The surprise she had meticulously planned for Pat was now completely 

ruined, and she could feel the tension rising as she realized that Pat was upset, thinking 

Debbie was stirring old drama. It was meant to be a joyous occasion, a celebration of love, 

and instead, she had inadvertently put a damper on it. Heart racing, Debbie quickly dialed 

Pat, her mind racing as she stumbled over apologies. “I meant to text Tom! It was about a 

special moment for you, not Steve. I’m an idiot.” She felt her cheeks flush with 

embarrassment, wishing she could take back the message that had sparked the confusion. 

This wasn’t just a simple mix-up; it was about Pat’s happiness, and the last thing she wanted 

was to create misunderstandings during such an important time in her friend’s life.

 Pat, though frazzled and caught off guard, softened at Debbie’s detailed 

explanation. “Okay, but fix this. And what’s this about ‘At Last’?” she pressed, her curiosity 

piqued. Debbie, feeling cornered yet excited, quickly spilled the elaborate plan: it involved 

the band playing under twinkling lights, a carefully curated playlist, and the romantic first 

dance Pat had always dreamed of since childhood, a moment that would finally come to 

fruition. Pat’s voice warmed, a smile creeping onto her face despite her earlier frustration. 

“That’s… perfect, just what I wanted all along. But please, deal with Jake first, because I 

can’t imagine this day going smoothly if he’s not on board.”
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Debbie called Steve, mortified. “I’m so sorry. Wrong number, total accident.” Steve was 

gracious but hurt, admitting the message had reopened old wounds he thought he had 

buried long ago. The air felt heavy with unspoken words, and a profound silence stretched 

between them for a moment. Debbie felt awful for unintentionally stirring up his past pain, 

but she quickly steered the conversation toward a sense of closure, urging him to let Pat 

move forward with her life. It was time to let go of lingering bitterness, she insisted, 

emphasizing how often life demanded us to forgive and adapt. Steve listened, nodding 

slowly; he agreed, promising to stay out of it, aware that holding onto the past would only 

continue to weigh him down. He appreciated her concern and felt a flicker of hope rekindled 

by her encouragement, as they both silently acknowledged the importance of healing.

 With hours until the rehearsal dinner, Debbie scrambled to salvage the 

surprise’s magic, feeling the weight of the moment pressing down on her. She confirmed 

with the band, ensuring they knew the special song that would bring tears to Pat’s eyes, and 

double-checked the intricate lighting setup that she had meticulously planned to create an 

enchanting atmosphere, believing that every detail mattered and that Pat’s moment would 

still dazzle everyone present. At the venue, which buzzed with excitement and laughter, she 

pulled Tom aside, her voice slightly trembling as she confessed the mix-up that had thrown 

her into a state of panic. To her relief, Tom laughed, unfazed by the unexpected hurdle. “As 

long as Pat’s happy, we’re good. Let’s make it unforgettable,” he said with a twinkle in his 

eye, instilling Debbie with a renewed sense of determination to ensure that the evening 

would be nothing short of magical, filled with joy and cherished memories.

 The wedding night arrived, and under a canopy of twinkling lights, the band 

struck up “At Last,” filling the atmosphere with a sense of magic and romance that 

enveloped everyone present. Pat’s eyes sparkled with joy as Tom, her devoted partner, 

gently led her to the dance floor, their hearts racing in unison, the secret intact in spirit yet 

heavy with anticipation. Debbie watched from the sidelines, her heart swelling with 

happiness, relieved to see Pat glowing with blissful contentment, completely oblivious to the 

backstage scramble where last-minute adjustments were being made to ensure everything 

went perfectly. The soft murmur of laughter and clinking glasses melded into the enchanting 

melody, creating a moment that would be etched in their memories forever.

 Later, Pat wrapped her arms around Debbie in a bear hug, practically 

squeezing the breath out of her. “You pulled it off! I don’t know how, but thank you. Seriously, 

if you ever need a career in miracle-working, I’m your biggest fan!” Debbie couldn’t help but 

grin, feeling like a superhero who just saved the day—cape and all. She mentally made a 

note to triple-check every recipient forever, vowing not to let her fingers get a wild 

imagination again. The misfired message had nearly turned their day into a sitcom episode 

complete with dramatic music, but it also reminded Debbie just how far she would go to 

keep her friend’s joy intact—even if it meant playing the role of the world's most paranoid 

email sender. Sometimes, a slip-up could spark a laugh-worthy story worth telling—if you 

just danced through the chaos like nobody was watching. This became a memory they’d 

tease each other about for years, a shining example of how even the most bewildering 

mishaps could turn into hilarious anecdotes filled with laughter, friendship, and the shared 

realization that, yes, chaos was just another word for unexpected fun
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From High School to Retirement: My Diverse Career 

Journey

Library page, my first job in high school.

teletype operator, first job in the private sector. 

U S Army, drone control system technician. one of the first generations of drones you hear 

so much about now. 

Department manager, run a department of thirteen employees. Responsible for profit and 

loss, daily operations and hiring and firing. 

newspaper distric manager, make sure morning newspapers are delivered and recruit 

carriers for the routes. 

Laser technician, Repair and maintain 13 industrial size lasers that ran 24 hours a day. 

Retired after 50 years. 

WHERE I LIVE



Political blogging often requires choosing sides, but I don’t want to support one 

camp over another. We don’t need more voices adding to the conflict of red versus blue or 

left versus right. My goal is to promote connection, curiosity, and reflection—qualities that 

political discussions often lack. In today's world, where debates can be intense, there's a lot 

of anger coming from politicians and powerful individuals. This creates an environment that 

hampers real conversation, leaving many feeling disconnected. I believe it’s important to 

encourage discussions that go beyond simple oppositions, helping us understand the issues 

better. Through my writing, I want to provide spaces where different viewpoints can be 

thoughtfully considered, fostering understanding instead of hostility. By encouraging my 

readers to engage with various perspectives, I hope to inspire deeper thought and a kinder 

approach to complex issues. It’s about building empathy and seeing the humanity in others, 

even when we disagree. In moments of reflection and open dialogue, we can start to bridge 

divides and create a more inclusive conversation, ultimately leading to solutions that respect 

the diverse experiences and beliefs that shape our society.

 Rather than diving into the divisive waters of politics, I choose to write about 

topics that bring people together and foster a sense of community. Whether it’s exploring 

personal growth, sharing practical advice, or diving into universal human experiences, my 

blog aims to resonate with readers regardless of their political leanings. I believe in creating 

content that sparks inspiration or offers value, whether someone votes differently, lives in 

another country, or holds opposing worldviews. Through storytelling, I hope to illustrate 

common threads in our lives, highlighting the shared joys and struggles that unite us all. By

In a world full of loud and divisive opinions, I choose 

not to blog about politics. This decision doesn’t mean 

I lack opinions or care about global issues; rather, it 

reflects my intention to create content that adds real 

value. I will explain why I avoid political topics and 

share what subjects I focus on instead.

 Politics serves as a catalyst for intense 

debates, fostering echo chambers and perpetuating 

cycles of outrage. Digital platforms, including blogs, 

frequently transform into arenas where nuance is 

disregarded, and discussions regress into divisive 

confrontations. I have observed how political 

discourse can segregate audiences, marginalize 

thoughtful perspectives, and suppress substantive 

dialogue. My blog represents a dedicated space for 

the exchange of ideas, insights, and experiences—

not an addition to the overwhelming din of 

partisanship.

Why I Avoid Political Blogging
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focusing on themes such as empathy, resilience, and collaboration, I strive to cultivate a 

space where diverse perspectives can coexist harmoniously, inviting dialogue and 

understanding rather than conflict. Ultimately, my goal is to uplift and empower readers from 

all walks of life to connect on deeper levels, conveying that our differences should be 

celebrated rather than used as barriers.

 For example, a post about overcoming self-doubt or navigating actual 

challenges can speak to anyone, anywhere. These are the stories and ideas that transcend 

borders and ideologies. By focusing on shared human experiences, I hope to build a space 

where readers feel seen and understood, not judged or divided.

 Political blogging can often feel like a performance, driven by the need to show 

virtue, fit in with a group, or produce trendy takes to remain relevant. I prefer not to engage 

in that. Writing about the latest political scandal or policy often becomes outdated quickly 

and can oversimplify complex issues into catchy phrases, missing the important details that 

matter. This approach weakens the quality of discussion and lessens the audience's ability 

to think deeply about these topics. In an age where information is abundant yet often 

shallow, I aim to produce content that promotes a better understanding and meaningful 

conversations. My goal is for my content to provide lasting value, rather than chasing short-

lived trends or views, emphasizing informed opinions and insights that help readers engage 

with important issues in a deeper way.

 Moreover, political opinions online are often less about genuine dialogue and 

more about signaling loyalty to a group or ideology. I’d rather write from a place of 

authenticity, sharing what I know deeply or have experienced firsthand, than weigh in on 

issues where I’m just another voice in the crowd, lost in a sea of noise and partisan rhetoric. 

In a digital age brimming with misinformation, the challenge of fostering true discourse 

becomes even more daunting. News media can no longer be trusted as bastions of 

impartiality. They no longer report the news; instead, they select and curate the news to fit a 

specific narrative. If the news aligns with their agenda, they trumpet it from the rooftops; if 

not, the story is conveniently buried, hidden from the public eye, leaving us to question what 

truly lies beneath the surface of the headlines. This situation further complicates our 

understanding of the issues at hand, as discerning fact from opinion becomes an 

overwhelming task.

 My readers come from diverse backgrounds, and I respect that they don’t all 

share the same views. If I started blogging about politics, I’d risk alienating some while 

preaching to others—a surefire way to erode trust. My goal is to create a space where 

everyone feels welcome, not just those who align with a particular stance. By steering clear 

of politics, I keep my blog inclusive and focused on ideas that invite rather than exclude.

 So, what do I blog about? I focus on topics that inspire, inform, or uplift—things 

like personal development, creativity, productivity, or the small joys of everyday life. I might 

share a story about a lesson learned, a practical tip for solving a common problem, or a 

reflection on what it means to live well. These are the subjects that light me up and, I hope, 

resonate with my readers. Also, recently I have delved into fiction tales and stories, allowing 

my imagination to roam free and explore new worlds. They are just thoughts and ideas 

floating around in my brain, waiting to be transformed into something tangible. This 

newfound venture into fiction not only sparks my creativity but also provides a refreshing
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escape from reality. I find joy in crafting characters and settings that come alive on the page, 

and it’s becoming an enjoyable and interesting pursuit for me, as it deepens my 

understanding of storytelling and character development. Through these narratives, I can 

express emotions and explore human experiences in ways that are both relatable and 

enlightening.

 Choosing not to blog about politics doesn’t mean I’m disengaged or apathetic. I 

vote, I stay informed, and I care deeply about the world. But my blog is not the place for 

those discussions. It’s a space for ideas that endure, that spark connection, and that leave 

readers feeling a little more empowered or inspired. In a world that’s often fractured, I want 

my words to be a small force for good—not another wedge driving people apart.

 So, I’ll keep politics off my blog. Because I believe in creating something 

different: a space where we can meet as humans, not as opponents. If you’re looking for a 

break from the political noise, I hope you’ll find something here that speaks to you instead.

Simple Daily Ritual That Brings Joy and Hope
One simple thing that has happened every morning so far is waking up to a new day, filled 

with endless possibilities and the promise of fresh beginnings. As the first light filters through 

the window and the world slowly stirs awake, I’m reminded that I’ve been given another 

chance to start again, to grow a little more, and to show up more fully as myself. Each new 

dawn invites me to embrace the day ahead, whether it brings challenges to overcome, goals 

to achieve, quiet moments of peace, or unexpected bursts of joy to cherish. Even on the 

mornings when I feel tired or unsure, there is a quiet comfort in knowing that time is still 

moving forward, gently nudging me toward new experiences, lessons, and connections I 

haven’t yet imagined. I am grateful for the chance to experience another day full of potential 

and hope, to notice small beauties I may have overlooked before, and to keep becoming the 

person I’m meant to be, one sunrise at a time.
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“ Understanding Declining Birth Rates
Time and time again you see and hear that the birth rate is declining. In my small world I 

see an alarming trend with the women who are in childbearing age. Many say they do not 

want to be a mother. They do not want to be tied down to a husband and family. I see many 

young women on local broadcasts and notice no wedding rings and search their bio and find 

most are thirty or older, no children, and not married. It appears that they have chosen a 

career over raising a family. Many births that have happened around me were not planned. I 

wonder, what happened to the internal desire to pro create. Researching has shown some 

reasons for this decision made by childbearing women.

1.Economic Pressures: High living costs and low wages make raising children difficult. In 

developed countries, expensive housing and childcare often discourage people from having 

more children.

2.Changing Social Norms: More people, especially women, now value education and 

careers over getting married and having children early. This leads to later marriages and 

childbirth, shortening the time available for having kids.

3.Access to Contraception: Availability of birth control helps people choose smaller 

families or delay having children.

4.Urbanization: City living, with little space and high expenses, discourages large families 

unlike rural areas where children used to help with work.

5.Cultural Shifts: Individualism and lifestyle choices, such as travel and personal freedom, 

are often prioritized over traditional family structures. Some people decide not to have 

children (childfree movement).

6.Environmental and Health Concerns: Worries about climate change, political issues, or 

health risks (like pandemics) make some people hesitant to have children due to an 

uncertain future.

7.Declining Marriage Rates: Fewer people are getting married, often delaying for reasons 

like education or career goals. This trend correlates with fewer births, as marriage is 

typically seen as the context for starting families, and societal norms often encourage 

having children within marriage.

8.Aging Populations: In countries like Japan and South Korea, low birth rates result in 

fewer young people, leading to fewer potential parents.

 Data backs this up: The global fertility rate dropped from 2.5 children per 

woman in 2000 to about 2.3 in 2020, per UN estimates. In countries like South Korea, it's as 

low as 0.78 (2022). 
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History doesn't show a clear, universal pattern where declining birth rates alone lead to the 

demise of a civilization. However, they often contribute to vulnerabilities when combined 

with other factors. Here’s a quick look:

•Examples of decline with low birth rates: The Roman Empire faced population 

stagnation from the 1st to 4th centuries CE due to economic issues, political instability, and 

invasions. Low birth rates among the elite and in cities decreased military and labor forces. 

Similarly, after the Black Death in the 14th century, late medieval Europe experienced 

population decline, which worsened economic and social issues, though recovery occurred 

later.

•Counterexamples: Countries like Japan and parts of modern Europe have low birth rates 

(e.g., Japan’s fertility rate is about 1.3 children per woman). They sustain their population 

through immigration and technology. Ancient Athens also experienced declining birth rates 

in the 4th century BCE, but its decline was mainly due to military defeats.

•Key factors: Declining birth rates can harm economies and military strength, but 

civilizations often collapse due to various problems like corruption, outside threats, or lack 

of resources, not just low birth rates. For instance, the Mayan collapse in the 8th-9th 

centuries CE was caused by environmental stress and warfare, not only by a decrease in 

population.

•Data point: Studies indicate that global fertility rates are decreasing (2.4 in 2020, projected 

to be 2.2 by 2050). Societies with strong institutions and adaptability, like those in 

Scandinavia, perform better than those with rigid systems.

 In conclusion, low birth rates can weaken a civilization’s resilience, but they’re 

not a death sentence on their own—adaptability and external pressures matter more. 

However, it is important to keep an eye on this trend before this trend cannot be corrected.

It’s That Time of the Year 
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The Impact of Viking Heritage
This may sound unusual, but I am most interested in the smallest percentage of my 

ancestry heritage, which has sparked a sense of curiosity and fascination within me. I didn't 

think much about my heritage until The History Channel broadcasted their Viking series, a 

captivating exploration that aired over a six-year span. The intricate stories of exploration, 

conquest, and the rich culture of the Vikings illuminated a distant past that I had barely 

considered before. As I delved deeper into the narrative, I found myself drawn to the 

nuances of lineage and how even the smallest percentage of Viking heritage could connect 

me to such a storied history. This revelation has inspired me to research further, uncovering 

the threads of ancestry that weave together the tapestry of my identity and prompting a 

richer understanding of my family's origins and their journey through time.

 Doing a DNA test, I find that I am around 40 percent from English heritage near 

Cornwall, England, a region known for its stunning coastline and unique cultural identity. 

This area has a rich history steeped in maritime tradition and folklore. I discover that I hold 

over 50 percent of German Bavarian descent, a lineage that connects me to a region 

celebrated for its beautiful alpine scenery, traditional festivals like Oktoberfest, and its 

vibrant history in the arts and sciences. With most of the remaining heritage tracing back to 

Viking territories of Norway and Sweden, I am reminded of the seafaring spirit and 

adventurous nature of those ancestors who explored and settled across vast areas of 

Europe, intertwining their stories with mine.

 Watching the Viking series has stirred something deep within me. As I observe 

how these Norse warriors expanded their reach—sailing across treacherous waters, raiding 

coastal villages, and establishing footholds throughout Europe—I can't help but reflect on 

the darker aspects of their conquests. Their expansion wasn't just about territory or 

treasure; it often came at the cost of human suffering. The pillaging of towns and the brutal 

assertion of dominance likely included acts of violence, including unwanted sexual 

encounters—an unspoken but historically plausible reality of war and invasion. As unsettling 

as it is to consider, I find myself wondering if my own existence is somehow tied to that 

legacy. Perhaps, buried deep in my ancestry, I may be the product of one of those 

encounters—a living echo of a moment that was never meant to be remembered, yet 

somehow shaped the course of generations.

 For some reason, I related to the Viking series very strongly, as it resonated 

with my fascination for adventure and exploration. The intricate storytelling, coupled with the 

rich details of Viking culture, captivated my imagination in ways I never anticipated. One will 

never know why I became so interested in the Viking heritage, but the epic battles, the 

strong familial ties, and the relentless pursuit of glory struck a chord within me. As I watched 

the entire series throughout its airing on The History Channel, I found myself not only 

engrossed in the drama but also enchanted by the historical elements that were artfully 

woven into the narrative, which deepened my appreciation for the Norse legends and their 

significance in shaping modern history.
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The Olive Connection
Tom was eating lunch with his wife Dee, the scent of green olives lingering in the air from 

the jar he’d cracked open. Their briny tang wasn’t just a snack—it was a tether, a pull to a 

life he swore he’d lived before, a vivid kaleidoscope of recollections intertwining with the 

present. In his mind’s eye, he wasn’t Tom the retired, but Lucius, a weathered centurion of 

the Roman Tenth Legion, marching under a merciless sun toward some forgotten battlefield 

that lay shrouded in the mists of time. Each olive he savored seemed to grow larger in 

significance, unlocking ancient memories buried deep within his soul, where glory and grit 

once thrived. The olives, he claimed, were his anchor to that past, their sharp bite conjuring 

memories of dusty roads, clinking armor, and the camaraderie of warriors who fought side 

by side. As he closed his eyes briefly, he could almost hear the echoes of battle cries, the 

rhythm of marching feet, and the distant clash of swords, blending seamlessly with the quiet 

sounds of his modern life—Dawn’s laughter, the jingle of utensils, and the humming of their 

old fan.

 Lucius’ life, as Tom recounted it, wasn’t glorious. He was no hero of epic 

poems, just a grunt with a short sword and a heavy shield, trudging through Gaul in 50 

BCE. The legion was a machine, and Lucius was a cog, his sandals slapping against 

endless stone paths that seemed to stretch on forever, each step a reminder of the 

unyielding discipline expected of them. They’d march for days, rations sparse—hard bread, 

dried meat, and always, always, a pouch of green olives that became a lifeline of flavor 

amidst the drudgery. The soldiers would pop them between orders, their salty sting a brief 

reprieve from the monotony of war, a momentary escape that brought forth memories of 

home and laughter. Tom could almost feel the weight of the leather satchel at his hip, hear 

the low banter of his comrades as they shared the olives under a twilight sky that slowly 

transformed from vibrant hues of orange and pink to a deep indigo blanket dotted with 

shimmering stars, each flicker a distant reminder of what lay beyond the chaos of their 

march. That camaraderie, mingled with the scent of earth and impending rain, was a solace, 

a brief reminder that even in the harshest of landscapes, bonds could be forged, laughter 

shared, and humanity preserved, if only for a fleeting moment.

 Tom’s obsession began with a dream so vivid he woke gasping, the taste of 

olives on his tongue, an unexpected flavor that lingered, urging him to understand its 

significance. In it, he saw Lucius kneeling by a stream, his lorica segmentata glinting in the 

dappled sunlight as he rinsed blood from his hands, a stark juxtaposition of violence and 

serenity. A battle had ended—against whom, Tom couldn’t say, the details lost in the haze of 

memory. The enemy was a blur, their faces obscured by time and imagination, but the olives 

remained distinct and poignant. Lucius ate them methodically, spitting pits into the dirt, each 

one a small ritual to ground him before the next clash, a moment of calm before the storm of 

warfare returned once more. He savored the fruit with a mixture of reverence and urgency 

as if it held the key to his survival. The dream recurred, night after night, an intricate dance 

of history and yearning, and Tom, captivated by the allure of this vision, started buying jars 

of green olives, filling his kitchen with their glossy surfaces, chasing that fleeting connection 

to a life he couldn’t prove but felt deeply woven into the fabric of his existence. Each olive 

represented a thread that linked him to Lucius, an unbreakable bond that transcended time 

and space.
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In his tale, Lucius wasn’t fearless. He was tired, his knees aching from years of relentless 

campaigns and battles fought far from his homeland. He’d joined the legion young, lured by 

promises of glory and the allure of heroism, only to find himself entrenched in mud and 

staring into the face of death. Yet the olives were a constant in his turbulent life. They stood 

resilient in the backdrop of blood-soaked fields and haunting memories; they were there 

when he survived a skirmish in the dense forests, arrows whistling past him like fatal 

whispers. They were there when he lost Gaius, his closest friend and brother-in-arms, to a 

spear in the suffocating darkness; that moment etched in his memory like a cruel tattoo. Tom 

would recount these moments to anyone who’d listen, his voice low and heavy with the 

weight of nostalgia, as if confessing the sins of a past he could never fully escape. “Lucius 

didn’t love war,” he’d say, shaking his head at the absurdity of it all, “but the olives? They 

were home, a reminder of simpler times, of laughter shared under a Mediterranean sun, far 

removed from the horrors of battle.”

 One evening, Tom sat cross-legged on his floor, a map of ancient Rome spread 

before him. He traced the Appian Way with a finger, imagining Lucius’ legion marching 

south, their footsteps a rhythmic echo on the ancient stones. The air was heavy with the 

scent of history, and he could almost hear the clinking of armor and the spirited shouts of 

soldiers rallying together. He popped an olive in his mouth, the flavor sharp and grounding, a 

tangy reminder of the past. In his mind, Lucius paused on that road, sharing a handful with a 

young recruit, both laughing despite the specter of battle that loomed ahead like a distant 

storm cloud. Tom pictured the warmth of the late afternoon sun casting golden hues over the 

dusty path, the sounds of camaraderie mixing with the rustling leaves of nearby trees. He 

smiled, feeling the echo of that bond—those moments of levity in a world filled with tension. 

Whether Lucius was real or not, the olives tied Tom to something larger—a life of struggle, 

yes, but also of fleeting joys, each one preserved in brine and memory, connecting him to 

the timeless stories of those who had walked before him, embodying the spirit of resilience 

and hope amidst the chaos of war.

 Believe it or not, but Tom feels olives are an important part of his current life 

and the myriads of life experiences he has encountered through various spiritual journeys in 

the past. These small fruits, with their rich flavors and deep cultural significance, have come 

to symbolize more than just a culinary delight for him; they represent a connection to 

tradition, a bridge between generations, and a reminder of the moments when he felt most 

at peace during his spiritual explorations. Each olive, whether enjoyed in a savory dish or 

savored on its own, carries a story that resonates with the lessons learned on his path to 

self-discovery and enlightenment, illuminating his present while honoring the past.

We are not makers of history. 
We are made by history.

MARTIN LUTHER KING JR



 The World Wide Web was in its infancy. The first website launched in 1991. 

Most people didn’t have internet at home, and dial-up was just starting. No Google, social 

media, or streaming. Most computers used floppy disks, and modems were slow (e.g., 300 

baud). Data was stored on floppy disks or hard drives. No Dropbox or Google Drive for easy 

file access. Downloading a single image could take minutes. Email existed but was mostly 

for academics or businesses. No Gmail or widespread personal email accounts.

 Netflix, Spotify, or YouTube was not available during that era. Entertainment 

meant physical media like VHS tapes, CDs, or cassette tapes, which you would carefully 

store on shelves and handle with care, as they could easily become damaged. You rented 

movies from Blockbuster, where the excitement of browsing the aisles to find the perfect film 

was part of the experience, or watched scheduled TV broadcasts that brought families 

together at specific times each week, creating shared moments of joy and anticipation. The 

allure of movie nights, complete with popcorn and cozy blankets, highlighted the value of 

these tangible formats, making each viewing a memorable event.

 Navigation relied on paper maps or written directions, which often required 

careful planning and a good understanding of geography. Car GPS systems were rare and 

expensive during this era, making them difficult for the average consumer to acquire, and 

even the few available options were not very user-friendly. As a result, drivers often found 

themselves grappling with large, unfolded maps while attempting to decipher complicated 

routes, leading to confusion and, at times, frustrating detours.
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Cell phones existed but were bulky, expensive, 

and mostly for voice calls, making them a luxury 

that only a select few could afford. Smartphones 

were just a dream on the horizon of technological 

advancement. During that time, these devices 

were simply referred to as mobile phones, and 

they came without features that we consider 

standard today: there were no touchscreens, 

apps, or internet access to broaden their 

capabilities. Communication on the go was a 

challenge; people often resorted to using 

payphones or landlines, which were conveniently 

located in public spaces but required coins for 

use or were limited to the confines of home. The 

lack of portable connectivity meant that keeping 

in touch with family and friends was often 

dependent on finding a phone booth, leading to 

planning ahead and sometimes even waiting for 

hours until one could reach someone. In 

hindsight, this era marked a significant moment 

in communication history, setting the stage for 

the rapid evolution that would follow as 

technology progressed.

Comparing 1990 Technology to Today's Technology
Back in 1990, many conveniences didn’t exist or were not widely available. Here’s a 

rundown of key differences, based on technological and societal changes:
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Amazon didn’t exist until it was founded in 1994, a time when the internet was still in its 

infancy and online shopping was merely a concept. Back then, shopping was mostly in-

person at malls or stores, where customers would browse physical aisles and interact 

directly with sales staff. The closest alternative to in-store shopping was the use of mail-

order catalogs, which allowed consumers to select products from glossy pages and place 

orders through the postal service, though this method often involved long waiting times for 

delivery. This shopping landscape was drastically different from today, where online 

platforms like Amazon have fundamentally transformed the retail experience, making it more 

convenient and accessible than ever before.

 Platforms like Facebook, X, or Instagram didn’t exist; social interactions were 

vastly different back then. Connecting with friends and family meant making phone calls, 

writing letters, or organizing in-person meetups, often involving careful planning and 

anticipation. The experience of waiting for a response to a letter brought a sense of 

excitement and patience, creating a tangible connection that was cherished. Face-to-face 

gatherings allowed for rich conversations and the warmth that could only come from being 

physically present with others, fostering deeper relationships in a way that many today might 

overlook amid the convenience of modern technology. The simplicity of these interactions 

cultivated meaningful bonds and a distinct sense of community that shaped social lives in 

profound ways.

 No Uber, Lyft, or Door Dash. You hailed taxis or cooked and ate out without 

app-based delivery options, relying instead on the traditional ways of getting around and 

enjoying meals. This meant planning ahead for your outings, flagging down a yellow cab on 

the bustling streets or waiting patiently for a taxi to arrive. When it came to food, the lack of 

delivery apps encouraged you to explore local restaurants more deeply, discovering hidden 

gems you might have otherwise overlooked. Cooking at home became an opportunity to try 

new recipes and share hearty meals with family and friends, creating lasting memories over 

the dining table. While the convenience of technology was absent, it fostered a sense of 

community and engagement that often felt more rewarding.

 Cameras used film, and you waited days to develop photos, creating an 

exhilarating anticipation for the images captured. The process involved carefully loading film 

rolls and manually adjusting settings, ensuring every shot counted. No instant previews or 

sharing online meant you had to savor the memory of each moment before finally seeing the 

results, often leading to delightful surprises or unexpected disappointments. This slower 

pace fostered a deeper appreciation for photography as an art form, as each photograph 

represented a unique story, frozen in time to be cherished later.

 No Siri, Alexa, or smart home tech—home automation was once purely the 

stuff of science fiction, not reality. In the past, the concept of a fully automated home 

seemed like a distant dream, captured only in movies and novels. People imagined a world 

where machines could perform everyday tasks seamlessly, making life easier and more 

efficient. However, as technology has advanced rapidly in recent years, this vision has 

begun to materialize, transforming our living spaces into interconnected ecosystems of 

convenience and innovation.
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TVs were bulky CRTs, taking up significant space in living rooms, and cable or satellite 

services offered a limited selection of channels, often leaving viewers longing for more 

variety. There was no Roku or smart TVs available, which meant that options for streaming 

content were virtually nonexistent; families relied heavily on scheduled programming and 

occasional VHS rentals for their entertainment needs. As a result, evenings were typically 

spent gathered around the television, flipping through the few available channels and 

enjoying whatever shows happened to be on, fostering a sense of togetherness despite the 

limitations of the technology.

 Books were physical, tangible items that filled our shelves and sparked our 

imagination, and tablets like the iPad weren’t around to provide a digital alternative. Laptops 

were heavy and costly, cumbersome to carry and often reserved for those who needed 

them for work or study, limiting access to technology for many. In a world where the 

convenience of e-readers and portable devices was merely a dream, the joy of flipping 

through pages and feeling the weight of a book in hand remained unparalleled, creating a 

unique connection to the written word that modern technology seldom replicates.

 No WhatsApp, Zoom, or Skype. Long-distance communication was expensive 

via phone or slow via mail, often requiring days or even weeks for a simple message to 

reach its destination. Friends and family could find themselves separated by vast distances, 

unable to share in daily experiences or urgent news without incurring hefty charges. Letters 

had to be meticulously crafted and sent off, leaving an anxious wait for replies, while missed 

phone calls would linger in the mind, a reminder of the disconnect and longing for 

connection that technology today has all but erased.

 Daily life in 1990 required more planning, physical media, and in-person 

interactions. Many tasks we now do instantly, like booking flights or checking weather, 

involved phone calls or manual effort. We are living in a period of technology boom. AI is 

just beginning. What will we see in the next five years? 

 However, one concern is that all these conveniences may be destroying social 

contact, which is essential for healthy human interaction. Since humans are inherently 

social beings, the need for social interaction is being limited, leading to the possibility of 

increased feelings of isolation and loneliness. This shift in communication dynamics raises 

important questions about how this trend will affect the mental health of future generations. 

The reliance on digital communication over face-to-face interactions might hinder the 

development of crucial social skills and emotional intelligence. As a result, future adults may 

struggle to navigate complex interpersonal relationships, potentially leading to heightened 

anxiety and depression rates. If we do not address these challenges, we may find ourselves 

facing a society where genuine connections are scarce, leading to further mental health 

problems that could have long-lasting implications for overall well-being.
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D-Day, June 6, 1944
Do you remember D-Day June 6, 1944? I do. I was only 2 

years old when the event happened, so I must say I 

learned about D-Day through the stories and historical 

accounts shared by those around me in the years that 

followed. In my opinion, this day stands as one of the most 

significant turning points in history, marking not only a 

pivotal moment in World War II but also a crucial step 

towards the liberation of Europe from Nazi occupation. If 

this day hadn't happened, it is plausible to think that the 

United States might have found itself in a dramatically 

altered world, perhaps speaking German and living under a 

very different historical narrative. The bravery 

demonstrated by the Allied forces on that fateful day 

continues to inspire generations, reminding us of the 

sacrifices made for freedom and the importance of 

standing against tyranny when it arises.

 Because of D-Day, I spent almost two years in Germany in the US Army, 

where I dedicated myself to protecting Germany and NATO nations from the ever-looming 

Soviet threat during the tumultuous 1960s. This was a significant period in my life, filled with 

a myriad of experiences that shaped my understanding of global affairs and the importance 

of camaraderie among allied forces. The friendships I forged with my fellow soldiers, 

alongside the local German populace, created a rich tapestry of memories that I will never 

forget. I cherish the adventures we embarked upon, from routine drills to engaging in 

cultural exchanges, all of which deepened my appreciation for the resilience of those living 

in a divided Europe at that time. The echoes of history resonate within me, reminding me of 

the sacrifices made and the bonds formed in the face of challenge.

 I will always remember D-Day as long as I am spending time on this earth, not 

only for the sheer scale of the events that unfolded but also for the profound impact it had 

on the course of history and the lives of countless individuals involved. The bravery 

exhibited by the soldiers who stormed the beaches that day exemplifies courage in the face 

of overwhelming odds, forever etching their sacrifice into the annals of history. Each time I 

reflect on that pivotal moment, I am reminded of the resilience of the human spirit and the 

importance of honoring the legacy left behind by those who fought valiantly for freedom and 

peace.

“They fight not for the lust of conquest. 
They fight to end conquest. 

They fight to liberate.”
President Franklin D. Roosevelt
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I’ll bring this installment to a close, but the journey is far from over. 
Each issue has its own rhythm, its own little spark, and sharing that 
with you makes the whole process feel alive. Your presence gives 
these pages a kind of continuity, a thread that carries forward even 
when the story shifts or the tone deepens. So take a breath, settle 
in, and know that the next chapter is already gathering itself in the 
wings. I’ll see you in the next issue — number 20 — where the world 
opens a little wider, the stakes rise just enough to keep things 
interesting, and a few well-placed surprises wait to greet you.
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