
Why Some People Win (and Others 
Don’t) 

Let’s get right to it: Success isn’t about 
fortune, talent, or perfect timing. It’s 
about response.

When life throws curveballs—whether 
it’s a lost sale, a bad day, or a full-
blown crisis—winners don’t waste 
energy blaming circumstances or other 
people. They adjust. They act. They 
own it.

The truth? Winners build grit. They 
show up after bad days. They learn 
from mistakes. They stay focused when 
others quit.

They also do the work nobody wants 
to. Early mornings, long hours, tough 
conversations, rejection after rejection
—they push through it all.

And here’s what many won’t say: 
Winners outwork people. They learn. 
They execute. They keep going—day 
after day.

Want to know the 
secret?

There isn’t one.

Just do the work.

Dan’s Letter 
July 2025

So, you booked a trip to the Mexican Caribbean. Visions of white sand, 
turquoise waters, and tropical drinks the size of your head are dancing in 
your mind. But before you resign yourself to lying on the beach like a 
sunburned starfish all week, let’s talk about everything else this region 
has to offer. Spoiler: there’s way more to do than just perfect your tan 
lines.

1. Take the Plunge — Literally

Let’s start with the cenotes. These are giant, natural swimming holes 
sprinkled all over the region like nature’s version of backyard pools… 
only cooler (both in temperature and Instagram potential). Head to 
Puerto Morelos and check out the Cenote Route. You can swim, snorkel, 
or just stand there dramatically pretending you’re filming an outdoor 
adventure commercial.

If you prefer your water experiences without the occasional curious fish 
staring at you, Bacalar has the Lagoon of Seven Colors. It’s as pretty as 
it sounds. Bring sunglasses, because the shades of blue here are brighter 
than your future after three cups of vacation coffee.

2. Become a History Buff (Without the Boring Lectures)

The Mexican Caribbean is crawling with ancient ruins. There are 19 
major archeological sites open to the public. That’s right: 19 chances to 
feel like Indiana Jones... minus the snakes and boulder chases.

“Please…let me introduce you to my mind…one article at a time.”

™

-  Dan 
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Continued on page 2…
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There’s nothing like 
watching a movie outdoors
—where the popcorn’s 
fresh, the seating’s BYO-
blanket, and the only thing 
louder than the dialogue is 
someone’s kid asking, “Is it 
almost over?”

Outdoor movie nights turn 
parks, backyards, and 
soccer fields into open-air cinemas with a side of 
mosquito repellent. String up some fairy lights, roll 
out a few lawn chairs, and suddenly you’re part of a 
scene straight from a summer nostalgia reel. Expect 
cult classics, family favorites, and that one 
neighbor who quotes every line. Bonus points if 

someone brings a popcorn 
machine or an inflatable 
screen big enough to block 
your view of the stars.

It’s not just about the movie
—it’s the laughter, the 
shared snacks, and awkward 
blanket tug-of-wars with 
friends and family.

Plan a few showings through 
the season and let each night build anticipation (and 
possibly a group craving for s’mores).

So grab your snacks, pack your bug spray, and 
settle in—Hollywood’s coming to your backyard.

Cover story, continued…
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A new favorite is Ichkabal near Bacalar, freshly opened to 
the public. It’s big, it’s old, and it’s way cooler than anything 
you’ll find in your average history textbook. If you want to 
go full explorer mode, stay in the Maya Ka’an region and 
visit nearby communities that still showcase traditional 
crafts, like textile weaving. Bonus: you might just score the 
most authentic souvenir on your block.

3. Eat Your Way Through Paradise

Let’s face it—vacation calories don’t count. And in the 
Mexican Caribbean, the food scene is as vibrant as the ocean 
views. From high-end restaurants to casual taco stands, 
there’s no shortage of delicious decisions.

Feeling bold? Try lionfish in Cozumel—an eco-friendly 
choice that also happens to be tasty. Or head to Holbox for 
their famous lobster pizza (because when in paradise, 
seafood belongs on everything, including pizza).

4. Parks and Museums: For When You Need a Break 
from the Beach

Sure, lounging in the sun is great, but the region’s parks and 
museums offer a change of pace. Punta Sur in Isla Mujeres is 
famous for epic sunrises and sweeping views—ideal for 
early risers or anyone with a strong coffee habit. In Tulum, 
stroll through the new Jaguar Park for a close-up look at 
local wildlife and greenery. 

For history and culture lovers, the Mayan Museum of 
Cancun offers artifacts galore. Or grab a snorkel and explore 
the underwater sculpture park at MUSA—yes, art you can 
swim through.

5. Wellness, But Make It Vacation-Friendly

If your goal is to relax so hard you forget your email 
password, the Riviera Maya has you covered. From 
beachfront relaxation to ocean-view massages, it’s self-care 
on a tropical scale. For the truly adventurous, a temazcal 
sweat lodge session will help you detox both body and mind.

6. Shop Like a Pro

Whether you want designer threads or handmade keepsakes, 
shopping here is a sport. Quinta Avenida in Playa del 
Carmen is buzzing with boutiques and galleries. Tulum’s 
shops lean eco-chic, while Mahahual’s boardwalk serves up 
souvenirs with laid-back charm.

Are you ready to explore the Mexican Caribbean? 

No matter which of its 12 distinct destinations you visit, 
you'll find that the Mexican Caribbean and its people have so 
much to offer beyond the surf and sand. For more 
information, visit mexicancaribbean.travel or follow on 
Instagram, Facebook and TikTok..

Outdoor Movie Nights

https://mexicancaribbean.travel/


Epilogue: Ashes and Ink

The flames had long since died.

What remained of the Deveraux estate was a blackened cradle of stone, its skeleton still 
whispering secrets to the wind. Morning broke gently over the smoldering ruins, casting pale 
light on scorched earth and scattered memories.

Victor Sage stood at the edge of the clearing, coat collar turned up against the chill. His temple 
was bandaged where the falling stone had grazed him, a wound that stung less than the 
thoughts turning behind his eyes. In his hand, wrapped in linen and quiet as a confession, 
rested the Hawthorne Emerald Brooch.

Clara stepped beside him, her voice soft. “The French authorities confirmed it an hour ago. 
The estate is a total loss. No sign of Deveraux’s body… but no sign of escape either.”

Victor didn’t answer. His gaze remained on the collapsed vault door now sealed behind tons of 
fallen stone. “The fire was thorough,” he murmured. “But some truths... some truths survive 
flame.”

Clara glanced toward the satchel slung over her shoulder. Within it: journals recovered from 
Deveraux’s hidden study—charred but not ruined, written in cipher and dated across decades. 
Pages not of theft, but of belief. A manifesto threaded with loss, pride, and obsession.

“He kept records,” she said. “Detailed ones. And not just about the brooch. There are names, 
Victor. Dates. Transactions. It wasn’t only about revenge—he was building something.”

Victor’s fingers tightened around the brooch. “A movement.”

“A network,” she corrected.

He nodded once, slowly. “Then we’ve severed one head of the serpent… not the body.”

They turned from the ruins together, boots crunching over frost-laced ash. As they reached the 
waiting carriage at the edge of the wood, Clara glanced back once more.

Gems of Deception
A Victor Sage Mystery

by Dan Anderson



“He meant to bury the truth,” she said. “But in trying to destroy it, he might have revealed 
more than he knew.”

Victor held her gaze a moment, then looked to the east—where the rising sun lit the silhouette 
of Montague Place far in the distance.

“No crown is worn without cost,” he said quietly, echoing the line from the puzzle that opened 
the vault.

Clara lifted an eyebrow. “And this cost?”

Victor tucked the brooch safely into the inner pocket of his coat. “We’ve paid it. But the 
debt… may not yet be settled.”

He mounted the carriage steps, Clara behind him. As the driver cracked the reins and the 
horses began their slow trot back toward London, neither spoke. But in the hush of the forest, 
in the echoes of flame and stone, something stirred.

Not finality.

Not peace.

But the certainty of something still in motion.

In the journals of Desmond Deveraux, on a final scorched page, there had been a phrase hastily 
scrawled, incomplete but deliberate:

“The fire was never the end... only the beginning.”

Victor Sage closed his eyes.

And listened.

Missed a chapter? - Tap here for the Kindle version and audiobook. 

The Deveraux Estate - A mist-laden dawn 
casts pale light over the scorched remains. 
Blackened earth and skeletal ruins smolder 
quietly in the distance. In the foreground, a 
cracked stone crest bearing the letter “D” 
stands sentinel, its ornate frame weathered 
but defiant. Amid frost and ash, echoes of 
obsession and unfinished secrets linger in 
the cold air. 

https://newlookbodyworks.com/gems-of-deception-by-daniel-david-anderson/


Let’s have a heart-to-heart, small business owner to 
small business owner.

Most folks running ads today follow the same proven 
formula for failure: 
Step 1: Slap their business name at the top like it’s 
breaking news. 
Step 2: Add a generic, feel-good slogan that sounds 
like it was cooked up at a Chamber of Commerce 
breakfast meeting. 
Step 3: Cross their fingers and wait for the phone to 
ring… and wait… and wait some more… usually 
while wondering why nobody seems to care.

Sound familiar?

Here’s a sampling of the usual suspects:

“Serving Our Community with Excellence!” 
“Family Owned and Operated Since 1993!” 
“We Specialize in a Wide Range of Services!”

Translation? 
“We’re here, we’re nice people, and we desperately 
hope you’ll give us money… even though we’ve given 
you zero compelling reason to do so.”

The Ugly Truth: Your Prospects Don’t Care 
About Your Logo, Your Slogan, or How 
Long You’ve Been in Business

The only thing your customer cares about is… 
What’s in it for them—right now—without them 
having to think too hard to figure it out.

Your job—scratch that—your sacred marketing 
duty… 
Is to stop them mid-scroll, mid-yawn, mid-lawn-
mowing-break, or mid-complaint-about-their-last-bad-
service-experience…

And make them say: 
“Wait… what’s this?!”

The 3-Part Headline Formula That 
Actually Works

If you want ads that pull leads like a magnet on a 
paperclip factory floor, your headline needs three 
things:

1. Curiosity – Give them a reason to pause and 
lean in.

2. Benefit – Make a clear, specific, desirable 
promise.

3. Specifics – Numbers, timeframes, guarantees
—anything concrete that builds trust and 
urgency.

For example, if you’re a carpet cleaner:

❌  Weak: “Joe’s Carpet Cleaning – Quality You Can 
Trust!” 
✅  Strong: “We’ll Erase 3 Years of Grime from Your 
Carpet in Just 1 Hour—Or You Don’t Pay!”

See the difference? 
One is beige wallpaper. 
The other grabs them by the shirt collar and says, 
“Hey! Pay attention!”

Bottom Line:

If your ad can’t pass the “Would I stop for this?” 
test… 
It’s not ready for the world. Period.

Rewrite it. 
Sharpen it. 
Punch it up. 
Make it impossible to ignore.

Because weak ads don’t just sit there looking pretty 
(or ugly)…They quietly drain your wallet while your 
competitors laugh all the way to the bank.



Once upon a time, there was a farm boy named Jim. Not the rugged, cowboy-hat-wearing, cattle-wrangling 
type—more like the soft-hearted, cat-collecting type. Jim had 25 cats. Yes, 25. Some lived in the barn 
chasing mice like little fur-covered bounty hunters, while a few fortunate ones lounged inside, enjoying the 
luxury of central heating and naps on the furniture.

Each cat had a name. Each had a personality. One was probably sassy. Another dramatic. At least two were 
food-obsessed. Jim loved every single one of them like family—because they were family.

Unfortunately, Jim’s lungs weren’t as fond of life. He had severe asthma growing up. The kind that nearly 
took him out at age nine. But every time he was stuck in bed gasping for air, at least one loyal cat stood 
watch—offering purrs, head-butts, and emotional support (cat style).

Fast forward: Jim grew up, left the Indiana farm, landed an advertising job, 
moved into an apartment, and—wait for it—fell in love.

Her name was Carolyn. Pretty, fun, and everything he dreamed of… except for 
one tiny, wheezing detail.

Turns out, Carolyn was allergic to cats. Not just a little sneezy—this was next-
level, red-eyed, itchy, full-blown drama. The first time it hit? At a friend’s house. 
The friend didn’t even have a cat. But two years earlier, someone else had owned 
cats there—and apparently, their ghost dander still haunted the place.

Jim was stunned. His dream of future cats evaporated faster than a bowl of unattended milk on a summer 
day.

But love makes you do crazy things. Jim still visited other people’s cats—alone. Afterwards, he’d strip in the 
laundry room like a hazmat worker, toss everything into the washer, and take a full decontamination 
shower… all for Carolyn.

But he still missed having a cat of his own.

So, he did what creative people do when life shuts a door: he 
grabbed some paper, some ink, and decades of cat memories... and 
drew himself a cat.

A fat, lazy, smart-mouthed, lasagna-loving cat who never triggered 
a single allergy.

And that’s how the world met... Garfield.

Now you know what they didn't tell you.

What They Didn’t Tell You



Watermelon Feta Salad 

Ingredients 
4 cups seedless watermelon, cubed  
1 cup feta cheese, crumbled  
1/4 cup fresh mint leaves, chopped  
Juice of 1 lime  
2 tablespoons olive oil 
Salt and pepper to taste 

Instructions  
In a large bowl, gently toss the watermelon cubes with crumbled 
feta and chopped mint. Drizzle with olive oil and squeeze fresh 
lime juice over the top. Sprinkle with a pinch of salt and a few 
cracks of pepper. Toss lightly to combine.  

This salad delivers juicy sweetness, creamy tang, and a pop of 
herbal freshness in every bite. Ready in under 10 minutes, it’s 
perfect for hot days, backyard cookouts, or anytime you want a 
no-fuss side dish that looks as good as it tastes.  

Serve chilled and enjoy! 
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TAKE A BREAK! 

Solution on page 8

Why Dish Soap is Wrecking Your Car's Paint (And 
What to Use Instead) 

Think dish soap is a clever car wash hack? Think 
again. In this video, Joey from Chemical Guys shows 
exactly why your car’s paint isn’t a fan of kitchen 
cleaners. Dish soap may be great at cutting through 
grease and baked-on food, but when it touches your 
clear coat, it’s far too aggressive. 

Joey puts dish soap to the test on one side of the car 
hood while using Mr. Pink Foam Party, a pH-balanced 
automotive soap, on the other. The results? The dish 
soap side loses all water beading and protective 
layers in just one wash, leaving the paint exposed and 
unprotected. 

If you’re tired of reapplying wax and sealants 
only to strip them off by accident, this video is 
a must-watch. Learn how to wash your car 
the right way and keep your paint protected. 

Detailing Mastery

Scan or tap below for video

For Interactive Puzzle

https://newlookbodyworks.com/sudoku-dans-letter-july-2025/
https://newlookbodyworks.com/chemical-guys-car-wash-vs-dish-soap/
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CALL US TODAY AT (803) 712-3458
PO Box 212443 

Columbia , SC 29221

WHITE NIGHTS OF HAMBURG
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SOLUTION

A city where twilight lingers like an unresolved conversation, 
Hamburg during the summer solstice becomes a canvas of stubborn 
light and restless shadow. Ten days of pursuit through streets and 
harbors, rooftops and rivers, capturing movement without mercy. The 
camera dances, lunges, and steals slices of time, compressing life 
into a relentless ballet of neon, glass, and water. The music—
OOYY’s “Hidden Lines”—pushes it forward, a pulse beneath the 
flickering. Shot in 8K, 60 frames per second, graded to a searing 
HDR brilliance, it is less a film and more a memory under glass—
held in place just long enough to slip away again. Scan or tap the QR 
code to watch. 
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	Most folks running ads today follow the same proven formula for failure: Step 1: Slap their business name at the top like it’s breaking news. Step 2: Add a generic, feel-good slogan that sounds like it was cooked up at a Chamber of Commerce breakfast meeting. Step 3: Cross their fingers and wait for the phone to ring… and wait… and wait some more… usually while wondering why nobody seems to care.
	Sound familiar?
	Here’s a sampling of the usual suspects:
	“Serving Our Community with Excellence!” “Family Owned and Operated Since 1993!” “We Specialize in a Wide Range of Services!”
	Translation? “We’re here, we’re nice people, and we desperately hope you’ll give us money… even though we’ve given you zero compelling reason to do so.”
	The Ugly Truth: Your Prospects Don’t Care About Your Logo, Your Slogan, or How Long You’ve Been in Business
	The only thing your customer cares about is… What’s in it for them—right now—without them having to think too hard to figure it out.
	Your job—scratch that—your sacred marketing duty… Is to stop them mid-scroll, mid-yawn, mid-lawn-mowing-break, or mid-complaint-about-their-last-bad-service-experience…
	And make them say: “Wait… what’s this?!”
	The 3-Part Headline Formula That Actually Works
	If you want ads that pull leads like a magnet on a paperclip factory floor, your headline needs three things:
	Curiosity – Give them a reason to pause and lean in.
	Benefit – Make a clear, specific, desirable promise.
	Specifics – Numbers, timeframes, guarantees—anything concrete that builds trust and urgency.
	For example, if you’re a carpet cleaner:
	❌ Weak: “Joe’s Carpet Cleaning – Quality You Can Trust!” ✅ Strong: “We’ll Erase 3 Years of Grime from Your Carpet in Just 1 Hour—Or You Don’t Pay!”
	See the difference? One is beige wallpaper. The other grabs them by the shirt collar and says, “Hey! Pay attention!”
	Bottom Line:
	If your ad can’t pass the “Would I stop for this?” test… It’s not ready for the world. Period.
	Rewrite it. Sharpen it. Punch it up. Make it impossible to ignore.
	Because weak ads don’t just sit there looking pretty (or ugly)…They quietly drain your wallet while your competitors laugh all the way to the bank.
	Once upon a time, there was a farm boy named Jim. Not the rugged, cowboy-hat-wearing, cattle-wrangling type—more like the soft-hearted, cat-collecting type. Jim had 25 cats. Yes, 25. Some lived in the barn chasing mice like little fur-covered bounty hunters, while a few fortunate ones lounged inside, enjoying the luxury of central heating and naps on the furniture.
	Each cat had a name. Each had a personality. One was probably sassy. Another dramatic. At least two were food-obsessed. Jim loved every single one of them like family—because they were family.
	Unfortunately, Jim’s lungs weren’t as fond of life. He had severe asthma growing up. The kind that nearly took him out at age nine. But every time he was stuck in bed gasping for air, at least one loyal cat stood watch—offering purrs, head-butts, and emotional support (cat style).
	Fast forward: Jim grew up, left the Indiana farm, landed an advertising job, moved into an apartment, and—wait for it—fell in love.
	Her name was Carolyn. Pretty, fun, and everything he dreamed of… except for one tiny, wheezing detail.
	Turns out, Carolyn was allergic to cats. Not just a little sneezy—this was next-level, red-eyed, itchy, full-blown drama. The first time it hit? At a friend’s house. The friend didn’t even have a cat. But two years earlier, someone else had owned cats there—and apparently, their ghost dander still haunted the place.
	Jim was stunned. His dream of future cats evaporated faster than a bowl of unattended milk on a summer day.
	But love makes you do crazy things. Jim still visited other people’s cats—alone. Afterwards, he’d strip in the laundry room like a hazmat worker, toss everything into the washer, and take a full decontamination shower… all for Carolyn.
	But he still missed having a cat of his own.
	So, he did what creative people do when life shuts a door: he grabbed some paper, some ink, and decades of cat memories... and drew himself a cat.
	A fat, lazy, smart-mouthed, lasagna-loving cat who never triggered a single allergy.
	And that’s how the world met... Garfield.
	Now you know what they didn't tell you.
	Why Dish Soap is Wrecking Your Car's Paint (And What to Use Instead)
	Think dish soap is a clever car wash hack? Think again. In this video, Joey from Chemical Guys shows exactly why your car’s paint isn’t a fan of kitchen cleaners. Dish soap may be great at cutting through grease and baked-on food, but when it touches your clear coat, it’s far too aggressive.
	Joey puts dish soap to the test on one side of the car hood while using Mr. Pink Foam Party, a pH-balanced automotive soap, on the other. The results? The dish soap side loses all water beading and protective layers in just one wash, leaving the paint exposed and unprotected.
	If you’re tired of reapplying wax and sealants only to strip them off by accident, this video is a must-watch. Learn how to wash your car the right way and keep your paint protected.
	Watermelon Feta Salad
	Ingredients
	4 cups seedless watermelon, cubed
	1 cup feta cheese, crumbled
	1/4 cup fresh mint leaves, chopped
	Juice of 1 lime
	2 tablespoons olive oil
	Salt and pepper to taste
	Instructions
	In a large bowl, gently toss the watermelon cubes with crumbled feta and chopped mint. Drizzle with olive oil and squeeze fresh lime juice over the top. Sprinkle with a pinch of salt and a few cracks of pepper. Toss lightly to combine.
	This salad delivers juicy sweetness, creamy tang, and a pop of herbal freshness in every bite. Ready in under 10 minutes, it’s perfect for hot days, backyard cookouts, or anytime you want a no-fuss side dish that looks as good as it tastes.
	Serve chilled and enjoy!
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	A city where twilight lingers like an unresolved conversation, Hamburg during the summer solstice becomes a canvas of stubborn light and restless shadow. Ten days of pursuit through streets and harbors, rooftops and rivers, capturing movement without mercy. The camera dances, lunges, and steals slices of time, compressing life into a relentless ballet of neon, glass, and water. The music—OOYY’s “Hidden Lines”—pushes it forward, a pulse beneath the flickering. Shot in 8K, 60 frames per second, graded to a searing HDR brilliance, it is less a film and more a memory under glass—held in place just long enough to slip away again. Scan or tap the QR code to watch.

