
Rewire With Gratitude

Gratitude isn’t just some feel-good fluff 

cooked up by self-help gurus and 

Instagram poets. It’s a real, brain-

altering tool that boosts happiness, 

reduces stress, and makes you less 

likely to scream into a pillow by 

Wednesday.

Studies show thankful people sleep 

better, have stronger relationships, and 

are less obsessed with keeping up with 

the Joneses. Why? Because gratitude 

shifts focus from what’s missing to 

what’s working—and that changes 

everything.

Want to try it? Start by noting three 

things each day that went right. Maybe 

your coffee was hot, your boss left 

early, or your pants still fit. Keep it up 

and your brain will hum smoother.

Bottom line? Gratitude is free, fast, and 

freakishly effective.

Do it consistently and watch your 

outlook shift. No incense. No therapy 

bills. 

You’ll annoy fewer 

people—including 

yourself.

Dan’s Letter 

November 2025

You know what’s overrated? Summer vacations. Crowds, heat waves, 

and screaming kids with popsicle-stained faces. Want a real getaway? 

Go to Myrtle Beach—in the fall or winter, when the weather’s mild, the 

prices are lower, and you don’t need a survival strategy to find parking.

This isn’t a ghost town off-season. Myrtle Beach keeps the party going 

long after the sunscreen’s packed away. Welcome to “Time Tripping”—a 

trend for folks who want nostalgia, comfort, and a little adventure. 

Basically, it’s about reliving your favorite childhood vacations… but 

with better food, better beds, and adult beverages.

Let’s break it down by generation—because Myrtle Beach has 

something for everyone not currently in diapers.

Gen Z: The Beach + TikTok Gold. Start with the obvious—the beach. 

It’s still there, still photogenic, and still free. Then overdose on sugar at I 

Love Sugar, where candy comes by the bucket and Instagram content 

practically creates itself.

Next stop: The Market Common—outdoor shopping and dining that 

looks like your feed’s dream grid. Test your mini-golf skills at 

PopStroke (Tiger Woods-approved), throw it back with skee-ball at 

Fun Plaza Arcade, and crash into strangers at The Track’s bumper 

cars—legally, of course. 

End the night at Tin Roof—rooftop music, drinks, and views of the 

Atlantic that scream “take a selfie now.”

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

™

-  Dan A.
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Ah yes, pumpkin spice—the official 

flavor of fall and the scent that tells 

your brain, “Put on a sweater, we’re 

doing cozy now.”

Every autumn, like clockwork, 

society collectively loses its mind 

over lattes that taste like dessert and 

candles that smell like grandma’s 

kitchen during a pie crisis. But there’s 

more to this pumpkin spice mania 

than clever marketing. It’s science, 

folks.

See, your brain is hardwired to love 

sugar and fat—which pumpkin spice goodies 

generously provide. But the real magic? It’s in the 

smell. Cinnamon, nutmeg, cloves—they bypass logic 

and hit your emotional wiring like a freight train full 

of fall memories.

The olfactory bulb (that’s your smell 

center) is directly connected to the 

brain’s nostalgia zone. So one whiff 

of that spiced latte, and suddenly 

you’re raking leaves, wearing flannel, 

and pretending you enjoy hayrides.

Limited-time offerings crank up the 

craving. Food psychologists call it 

“scarcity.” We call it “get it now 

before it disappears and we have to 

feel feelings without whipped cream.”

So really, pumpkin spice isn’t just a 

flavor. It’s biology, memory, and a 

seasonal excuse to be warm, happy, and mildly over-

caffeinated. Drink up, buttercup.

Cover story, continued…
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Millennials: Grown-Up Fun with ’90s Flair. Snap moody, 

retro-style pics along the Boardwalk, then indulge in bubble 

waffles at The Dolly Llama. If that doesn’t send you into a 

happy carb coma, head to The Hangout, where the vibe is 

beachy, the servers dance, and no one cares how old you are.

Stay at voco The Shelby, a retro-chic oceanfront hotel where 

you can pretend you’re classy, even if you still pack like a 

college student.

Wrap up the evening at Crooked Hammock Brewery, 

where the beer flows, the music plays, and the backyard 

games don’t require athleticism—thank God.

Gen X: Pancakes, Pinball, and Peace. Start with Harry’s 

Pancake House—because some traditions never die. Hunt 

for vintage treasures at Retro Active, then unleash your 

inner speed demon at K1 Speed or hit up Pavilion Park for 

old-school amusement rides without the summer lines.

Catch a live show at The Carolina Opry, then flex your 

reflexes at the Pinball Museum. Still got energy? Play a 

round at Mt. Atlanticus Mini Golf, then top it off with a 

show at Alabama Theatre, where the music’s timeless and 

the dad jokes are intentional.

Boomers: It’s All Still Here—And Better. Begin with Hot 

Stacks Pancake House, then stroll through Brookgreen 

Gardens, open year-round and especially charming in cooler 

weather. Explore The Hammock Shops Village without 

sweating through your shirt, and dive into the past at the 

L.W. Paul Living History Farm.

Fancy something new? Barn View Winery offers 

handcrafted wines with scenic views that don’t require 

filters. Swing by Wheels of Yesteryear for a classic car fix, 

then grab a scoop at Painter’s Ice Cream, open since 1952 

and still kicking.

Wrap it all up with a salty breeze walk on the Boardwalk, 

and dinner at Drunken Jack’s, where the seafood’s fresh 

and the pirate lore’s thick.

Myrtle Beach in fall and winter? Fewer crowds, cooler 

temps, and all the fun—none of the sweat. Time-travel never 

looked so good. Or tasted so much like bubble waffle.

The Science of the Pumpkin Spice Obsession



!  Listen to the narrated version Chapter 2

Chapter 2 — The Lyceum

The Royal Lyceum looked different by morning light. The glow of its chandeliers had faded 

to a dull reflection in the puddles that gathered along the steps. The marble columns were 

streaked with rain, and the gilded lettering above the doors seemed almost embarrassed by 

the daylight.

Victor Sage stood for a moment beneath the entryway canopy, brushing a few drops from his 

hat before stepping inside. The echo of his footsteps filled the empty lobby, where velvet 

ropes sagged like tired sentries. The scent of perfume and spilled champagne still lingered in 

the air—faint reminders of last night’s applause.

A man was waiting near the ticket counter, his sleeves rolled up and his hair disheveled. He 

was built like someone who worked with his hands more than he thought with them.

“Mr. Sage?” he asked.

“That depends who’s asking.”

“Edmund Pike,” the man said. “Stage manager. Sir Alistair told me you’d be coming.”

Sage offered a polite nod. “Then let’s not waste time. You found Miss Davenport?”

Pike hesitated. “Aye. Between the first and second act. She hadn’t answered her cue. I went 

to fetch her myself.” His voice faltered. “She was already gone.”

“Show me,” Sage said.

They crossed the stage in silence. The set from the previous night remained in place—a 

painted garden, a marble bench, a fountain that would never run again. Dust motes swirled 

through a beam of light that slipped past the curtains, giving the scene an unnatural calm.

Pike led him through the wings to a corridor lined with dressing-room doors. At the third 

one, he stopped.

“This was hers.”

A Victor Sage Mystery

by Dan Anderson

The Scarlet Veil

https://newlookbodyworks.com/wp-content/uploads/2025/11/01-TSV-Chapter-2.mp3


Sage stepped inside. The room smelled faintly of flowers and powder, but underneath was 

something sharp and out of place—a sweet, metallic scent that clung to the air.

Everything appeared untouched. The vanity was neatly arranged, her costumes pressed and 

hung in order. Only the mirror had changed. A jagged crack ran through its center, distorting 

the reflection like a fractured memory.

Sage crouched beside the vanity and picked up a single pearl earring from the floor. “She 

wore these last night?”

“She did,” Pike said. “Always said they brought her luck.”

Sage set the earring on the table. “And the veil?”

“Gone,” Pike answered. “We’ve searched the theatre twice. Nothing.”

“Who else had access to this room?”

“Three people. Myself, Beatrice Lorrimer from wardrobe, and her understudy, Margot 

Blayne.”

Sage rose, brushing dust from his knee. His gaze returned to the cracked mirror, where 

Helena’s reflection would never appear again. “Then I’ll need to speak to both.”

Pike opened the window for air. Sage moved closer, running a gloved hand along the latch. A 

faint residue clung there—oily, almost invisible. He brought his fingers close to his nose.

Almond.

He said nothing. The detail was for his thoughts alone.

They left the dressing room and returned to the stage, where the vast emptiness of the theatre 

pressed in around them.

“You’ve worked here long?” Sage asked.

“Eight years,” Pike said. “And I’ve seen plenty of things go wrong backstage. Cues missed, 

lights blown, egos bruised—but never this.”

“Then you’ll understand why I’m asking,” Sage said. “Was Miss Davenport well liked?”

Pike hesitated. “By some.”

Sage waited.

“She had talent,” Pike admitted, “and she knew it. That doesn’t always make friends.”

The stage door opened, and a woman stepped in, her coat pulled close against the damp air. 

Her hair was pinned back, streaked with gray at the temples. Her sharp eyes softened when



she saw them.

“Mr. Sage?”

“Yes.”

“I’m Beatrice Lorrimer. Wardrobe mistress.”

Sage gestured toward the hallway. “You handled Miss Davenport’s costumes?”

“Every one,” she said. Her tone was steady, but her hands betrayed her. “If you’re here to 

find what’s missing, you’ll have a long list. This theatre swallows things whole.”

“Costumes?”

“Costumes, pride, sometimes people. The Lyceum keeps its secrets.”

Pike shifted beside them. “Mrs. Lorrimer has a fondness for ghost stories.”

Beatrice’s smile was faint. “You’d call them that. I’d call them memories. The walls 

remember every line ever spoken—and every one that ended too soon.”

Her gaze drifted toward the corridor. “Now they’ll remember her.”

Sage followed her eyes, the silence between them heavy. “Tell me,” he said quietly, “was 

Miss Davenport among the things this theatre meant to keep?”

Beatrice looked away. “She loved the stage more than life itself.”

Sage nodded once. “Then let’s hope,” he murmured, “it hasn’t swallowed a murderer.”

To be continued… 

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

Previously in the Victor Sage Mysteries

Before The Scarlet Veil, Victor Sage uncovered the truth behind the stolen 

Hawthorne Emerald Brooch in Gems of Deception—a case that led from 

glittering ballrooms to smoldering ruins, where every clue carried a cost.

If you missed the beginning of Sage’s investigations, you can catch up 

now: ▶  Find both formats here → Get Gems of Deception 

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


Ever notice how the best 

customers—the ones who 

pay full price, don’t haggle, 

and actually say “thank you”

—always seem to be the ones 

who understand what they’re 

buying? It’s no coincidence. 

An educated customer is 

your best salesperson. They 

close themselves. They know 

what matters, what doesn’t, 

and why your price isn’t “too high”—it’s worth it.

Most business owners never get this memo. They 

spend all their time trying to convince customers 

instead of teaching them. Big mistake. People 

hate being sold to, but they love discovering 

things for themselves. That’s why “how-to” 

videos, tip sheets, and newsletters like this one 

work. You’re not pitching—you’re positioning.

Here’s what most small businesses miss: when 

you educate your market, you automatically 

become the expert. Experts don’t beg for 

business. They attract it. They get listened to and 

trusted.

Think about the last time you went to a mechanic 

who explained what was wrong instead of 

mumbling about “labor time.” You probably felt 

safer, didn’t you? Maybe you even spent more. 

That’s the psychological power of education—it 

disarms skepticism.

Simple Ways to Use It in Your Business:

1. Pre-Sale Education. Send prospects a 

short guide or email before they buy: “5 

Mistakes People Make When Hiring a 

[Your Service].” It positions 

you as the adult in the room.

2.On-the-Job Explanation. 

Tell customers what you’re 

doing as you do it. They’ll 

see you as transparent and 

competent, not mysterious 

and expensive.

3.After-Service Follow-Up. 

Give them a “care” sheet or “pro tips” to 

maintain what you fixed. It keeps your 

name top of mind and makes them feel 

cared for—while quietly planting the seed 

for future work.

Here’s the real kicker: educating customers 

doesn’t just increase sales—it increases 

compliance. They follow instructions. They refer 

more. They defend your prices for you.

When you train your customers, you’re not just 

building business—you’re building belief. And 

belief spends easier than money.

So stop trying to out-shout the competition. Out-

teach them. Because in the end, the one who 

educates—dominates.



The streets were quiet, save for the wind dragging fog through the alleys of Portobello, Scotland. The old church 

bell struck midnight. Down a narrow lane stood the undertaker’s shop—shutters closed, candlelight flickering 

faintly behind thick glass.

Inside, everything was still. Still, except for the coffin.

Yes, coffin. One of many. This particular model—mahogany, hand-crafted, 

with a buttery French polish—lay open in the embalming room. And inside 

it? A body.

But not a corpse.

The figure was young, early twenties, well-built, dressed in work clothes. Not 

stiff with death, just... comfortably asleep. Chest rising. A faint snore. If you 

stepped closer—and most wouldn’t dare—you might see his eyes flutter.

His name was Tommy. He worked there. Not dead—just tired. Dead tired.

Tommy polished coffins. Not as a punishment, mind you. He was the best 

wood finisher in town. French polishing was his art. He could make a pine 

box shimmer like a Steinway. And when rush jobs kept him late, well… the merchandise was right there. Spacious. 

Glossy. Surprisingly comfy.

So yes, Tommy slept in coffins. Semi-regularly. And no, it didn’t bother him. What did bother him, eventually, was 

the thought that all his best work—every smooth edge, every mirror shine—was going straight into the dirt, never 

to be seen again.

That’s when something clicked.

One morning, Tommy stepped out of the casket, 

dusted off his overalls, and left the funeral trade for 

good. He gave up polishing the dead and started 

chasing the living—on stage, on screen, wherever he 

could find a spotlight.

He changed professions, but not names. Not entirely.

You know him. Everyone does. The voice, the 

swagger, the raised eyebrow that launched a thousand 

martinis.

His full name? Thomas Sean Connery.

Yep. Before he was James Bond… he was napping in 

coffins.

Ladies and gents…

Now you know what they didn't tell you.

What They Didn’t Tell You



Master Car Polishing For Beginners 

Think polishing your car is only for pros with lab coats and 
overpriced gadgets? Think again. Even if your tool 
experience ends with a butter knife, this method shows you 
how to turn beat-up paint into something worth parking in 
the front yard. 

You’ll avoid rookie disasters like burning your clear coat or 
spraying polish everywhere but the car. Instead, you’ll get a 
straight-shooting walkthrough that makes scratched, faded 
paint look like it just rolled off the showroom floor. 

No gimmicks, no mystery steps—just smart techniques and 
the kind of satisfying shine that makes you wonder why you 
waited so long. 

Beginners are welcome, and with the right moves, you’ll get 
results that look better than what your cousin charges 
money for.  

Yes, that cousin. 

It’s simple, it’s effective, and it’ll make your car 
look like you care—without pretending you're 
entering it in a concours event. 

Apple Crisp 

Ingredients 

4 cups sliced apples  
½ cup old-fashioned oats  
½ cup brown sugar  
¼ cup all-purpose flour  
½ tsp cinnamon  
¼ cup butter, melted Pinch of salt 

Instructions  

Preheat your oven to 350°F and lightly grease an 8x8 baking 
dish. Arrange the sliced apples evenly in the dish, creating a 
generous, fruit-filled base. In a separate bowl, combine the oats, 
brown sugar, flour, cinnamon, and a small pinch of salt. Pour in 
the melted butter and stir until the mixture becomes crumbly and 
fragrant. Spoon the topping evenly over the apples, pressing it 
gently so every bite will have that crisp, buttery crunch.  

Bake uncovered for 35 to 40 minutes, or until the apples are 
bubbling and tender and the topping has turned a rich golden 
brown. Allow it to cool slightly before serving so the filling 
thickens.  

Enjoy warm, ideally with a scoop of vanilla ice cream melting 
over the top for that classic, cozy finish. 
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Scan or tap below for video
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SOLUTION

Alaska. Where the sun forgets to set and time slows to a cinematic 
crawl. Glaciers taller than ambition, bears who dine with elegance in 
rivers older than maps, and icebergs adrift like forgotten sculptures. 
A journey through fjords so still they reflect not just mountains, but 
memory. Tracy Arm, Pack Creek, Hoonah—the names alone conjure 
flannel and frontier. Captured in an image so sharp, so luminously 
honest, one wonders if reality itself got a resolution upgrade. No 
narration. No agenda. Just Alaska, unfiltered, untamed, and 
unapologetically itself. Summer here does not whisper; it sings. Shot 
in glorious 8K, this is not a travelogue. It is an open love letter, 
handwritten in pixels and light, sealed with the hush of drifting snow 
and the slow exhale of a camera that saw everything—and blinked at 
nothing. 
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	Gratitude isn’t just some feel-good fluff cooked up by self-help gurus and Instagram poets. It’s a real, brain-altering tool that boosts happiness, reduces stress, and makes you less likely to scream into a pillow by Wednesday.
	Studies show thankful people sleep better, have stronger relationships, and are less obsessed with keeping up with the Joneses. Why? Because gratitude shifts focus from what’s missing to what’s working—and that changes everything.
	Want to try it? Start by noting three things each day that went right. Maybe your coffee was hot, your boss left early, or your pants still fit. Keep it up and your brain will hum smoother.
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	Next stop: The Market Common—outdoor shopping and dining that looks like your feed’s dream grid. Test your mini-golf skills at PopStroke (Tiger Woods-approved), throw it back with skee-ball at Fun Plaza Arcade, and crash into strangers at The Track’s bumper cars—legally, of course.
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	Millennials: Grown-Up Fun with ’90s Flair. Snap moody, retro-style pics along the Boardwalk, then indulge in bubble waffles at The Dolly Llama. If that doesn’t send you into a happy carb coma, head to The Hangout, where the vibe is beachy, the servers dance, and no one cares how old you are.
	Stay at voco The Shelby, a retro-chic oceanfront hotel where you can pretend you’re classy, even if you still pack like a college student.
	Wrap up the evening at Crooked Hammock Brewery, where the beer flows, the music plays, and the backyard games don’t require athleticism—thank God.
	Gen X: Pancakes, Pinball, and Peace. Start with Harry’s Pancake House—because some traditions never die. Hunt for vintage treasures at Retro Active, then unleash your inner speed demon at K1 Speed or hit up Pavilion Park for old-school amusement rides without the summer lines.
	Catch a live show at The Carolina Opry, then flex your reflexes at the Pinball Museum. Still got energy? Play a round at Mt. Atlanticus Mini Golf, then top it off with a show at Alabama Theatre, where the music’s timeless and the dad jokes are intentional.
	Boomers: It’s All Still Here—And Better. Begin with Hot Stacks Pancake House, then stroll through Brookgreen Gardens, open year-round and especially charming in cooler weather. Explore The Hammock Shops Village without sweating through your shirt, and dive into the past at the L.W. Paul Living History Farm.
	Fancy something new? Barn View Winery offers handcrafted wines with scenic views that don’t require filters. Swing by Wheels of Yesteryear for a classic car fix, then grab a scoop at Painter’s Ice Cream, open since 1952 and still kicking.
	Wrap it all up with a salty breeze walk on the Boardwalk, and dinner at Drunken Jack’s, where the seafood’s fresh and the pirate lore’s thick.
	Myrtle Beach in fall and winter? Fewer crowds, cooler temps, and all the fun—none of the sweat. Time-travel never looked so good. Or tasted so much like bubble waffle.
	Ah yes, pumpkin spice—the official flavor of fall and the scent that tells your brain, “Put on a sweater, we’re doing cozy now.”
	Every autumn, like clockwork, society collectively loses its mind over lattes that taste like dessert and candles that smell like grandma’s kitchen during a pie crisis. But there’s more to this pumpkin spice mania than clever marketing. It’s science, folks.
	See, your brain is hardwired to love sugar and fat—which pumpkin spice goodies generously provide. But the real magic? It’s in the smell. Cinnamon, nutmeg, cloves—they bypass logic and hit your emotional wiring like a freight train full of fall memories.
	The olfactory bulb (that’s your smell center) is directly connected to the brain’s nostalgia zone. So one whiff of that spiced latte, and suddenly you’re raking leaves, wearing flannel, and pretending you enjoy hayrides.
	Limited-time offerings crank up the craving. Food psychologists call it “scarcity.” We call it “get it now before it disappears and we have to feel feelings without whipped cream.”
	So really, pumpkin spice isn’t just a flavor. It’s biology, memory, and a seasonal excuse to be warm, happy, and mildly over-caffeinated. Drink up, buttercup.
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	“Show me,” Sage said.
	They crossed the stage in silence. The set from the previous night remained in place—a painted garden, a marble bench, a fountain that would never run again. Dust motes swirled through a beam of light that slipped past the curtains, giving the scene an unnatural calm.
	Pike led him through the wings to a corridor lined with dressing-room doors. At the third one, he stopped.
	“This was hers.”
	Sage stepped inside. The room smelled faintly of flowers and powder, but underneath was something sharp and out of place—a sweet, metallic scent that clung to the air.
	Everything appeared untouched. The vanity was neatly arranged, her costumes pressed and hung in order. Only the mirror had changed. A jagged crack ran through its center, distorting the reflection like a fractured memory.
	Sage crouched beside the vanity and picked up a single pearl earring from the floor. “She wore these last night?”
	“She did,” Pike said. “Always said they brought her luck.”
	Sage set the earring on the table. “And the veil?”
	“Gone,” Pike answered. “We’ve searched the theatre twice. Nothing.”
	“Who else had access to this room?”
	“Three people. Myself, Beatrice Lorrimer from wardrobe, and her understudy, Margot Blayne.”
	Sage rose, brushing dust from his knee. His gaze returned to the cracked mirror, where Helena’s reflection would never appear again. “Then I’ll need to speak to both.”
	Pike opened the window for air. Sage moved closer, running a gloved hand along the latch. A faint residue clung there—oily, almost invisible. He brought his fingers close to his nose.
	Almond.
	He said nothing. The detail was for his thoughts alone.
	They left the dressing room and returned to the stage, where the vast emptiness of the theatre pressed in around them.
	“You’ve worked here long?” Sage asked.
	“Eight years,” Pike said. “And I’ve seen plenty of things go wrong backstage. Cues missed, lights blown, egos bruised—but never this.”
	“Then you’ll understand why I’m asking,” Sage said. “Was Miss Davenport well liked?”
	Pike hesitated. “By some.”
	Sage waited.
	“She had talent,” Pike admitted, “and she knew it. That doesn’t always make friends.”
	The stage door opened, and a woman stepped in, her coat pulled close against the damp air. Her hair was pinned back, streaked with gray at the temples. Her sharp eyes softened when
	she saw them.
	“Mr. Sage?”
	“Yes.”
	“I’m Beatrice Lorrimer. Wardrobe mistress.”
	Sage gestured toward the hallway. “You handled Miss Davenport’s costumes?”
	“Every one,” she said. Her tone was steady, but her hands betrayed her. “If you’re here to find what’s missing, you’ll have a long list. This theatre swallows things whole.”
	“Costumes?”
	“Costumes, pride, sometimes people. The Lyceum keeps its secrets.”
	Pike shifted beside them. “Mrs. Lorrimer has a fondness for ghost stories.”
	Beatrice’s smile was faint. “You’d call them that. I’d call them memories. The walls remember every line ever spoken—and every one that ended too soon.”
	Her gaze drifted toward the corridor. “Now they’ll remember her.”
	Sage followed her eyes, the silence between them heavy. “Tell me,” he said quietly, “was Miss Davenport among the things this theatre meant to keep?”
	Beatrice looked away. “She loved the stage more than life itself.”
	Sage nodded once. “Then let’s hope,” he murmured, “it hasn’t swallowed a murderer.”
	To be continued…
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	Previously in the Victor Sage Mysteries
	Before The Scarlet Veil, Victor Sage uncovered the truth behind the stolen Hawthorne Emerald Brooch in Gems of Deception—a case that led from glittering ballrooms to smoldering ruins, where every clue carried a cost.
	If you missed the beginning of Sage’s investigations, you can catch up now: ▶️ Find both formats here → Get Gems of Deception
	Ever notice how the best customers—the ones who pay full price, don’t haggle, and actually say “thank you”—always seem to be the ones who understand what they’re buying? It’s no coincidence. An educated customer is your best salesperson. They close themselves. They know what matters, what doesn’t, and why your price isn’t “too high”—it’s worth it.
	Most business owners never get this memo. They spend all their time trying to convince customers instead of teaching them. Big mistake. People hate being sold to, but they love discovering things for themselves. That’s why “how-to” videos, tip sheets, and newsletters like this one work. You’re not pitching—you’re positioning.
	Here’s what most small businesses miss: when you educate your market, you automatically become the expert. Experts don’t beg for business. They attract it. They get listened to and trusted.
	Think about the last time you went to a mechanic who explained what was wrong instead of mumbling about “labor time.” You probably felt safer, didn’t you? Maybe you even spent more. That’s the psychological power of education—it disarms skepticism.
	Simple Ways to Use It in Your Business:
	Pre-Sale Education. Send prospects a short guide or email before they buy: “5 Mistakes People Make When Hiring a [Your Service].” It positions you as the adult in the room.
	On-the-Job Explanation. Tell customers what you’re doing as you do it. They’ll see you as transparent and competent, not mysterious and expensive.
	After-Service Follow-Up. Give them a “care” sheet or “pro tips” to maintain what you fixed. It keeps your name top of mind and makes them feel cared for—while quietly planting the seed for future work.
	Here’s the real kicker: educating customers doesn’t just increase sales—it increases compliance. They follow instructions. They refer more. They defend your prices for you.
	When you train your customers, you’re not just building business—you’re building belief. And belief spends easier than money.
	So stop trying to out-shout the competition. Out-teach them. Because in the end, the one who educates—dominates.
	The streets were quiet, save for the wind dragging fog through the alleys of Portobello, Scotland. The old church bell struck midnight. Down a narrow lane stood the undertaker’s shop—shutters closed, candlelight flickering faintly behind thick glass.
	Inside, everything was still. Still, except for the coffin.
	Yes, coffin. One of many. This particular model—mahogany, hand-crafted, with a buttery French polish—lay open in the embalming room. And inside it? A body.
	But not a corpse.
	The figure was young, early twenties, well-built, dressed in work clothes. Not stiff with death, just... comfortably asleep. Chest rising. A faint snore. If you stepped closer—and most wouldn’t dare—you might see his eyes flutter.
	His name was Tommy. He worked there. Not dead—just tired. Dead tired.
	Tommy polished coffins. Not as a punishment, mind you. He was the best wood finisher in town. French polishing was his art. He could make a pine box shimmer like a Steinway. And when rush jobs kept him late, well… the merchandise was right there. Spacious. Glossy. Surprisingly comfy.
	So yes, Tommy slept in coffins. Semi-regularly. And no, it didn’t bother him. What did bother him, eventually, was the thought that all his best work—every smooth edge, every mirror shine—was going straight into the dirt, never to be seen again.
	That’s when something clicked.
	One morning, Tommy stepped out of the casket, dusted off his overalls, and left the funeral trade for good. He gave up polishing the dead and started chasing the living—on stage, on screen, wherever he could find a spotlight.
	He changed professions, but not names. Not entirely.
	You know him. Everyone does. The voice, the swagger, the raised eyebrow that launched a thousand martinis.
	His full name? Thomas Sean Connery.
	Yep. Before he was James Bond… he was napping in coffins.
	Ladies and gents…
	Now you know what they didn't tell you.
	Master Car Polishing For Beginners
	Think polishing your car is only for pros with lab coats and overpriced gadgets? Think again. Even if your tool experience ends with a butter knife, this method shows you how to turn beat-up paint into something worth parking in the front yard.
	You’ll avoid rookie disasters like burning your clear coat or spraying polish everywhere but the car. Instead, you’ll get a straight-shooting walkthrough that makes scratched, faded paint look like it just rolled off the showroom floor.
	No gimmicks, no mystery steps—just smart techniques and the kind of satisfying shine that makes you wonder why you waited so long.
	Beginners are welcome, and with the right moves, you’ll get results that look better than what your cousin charges money for.
	Yes, that cousin.
	It’s simple, it’s effective, and it’ll make your car look like you care—without pretending you're entering it in a concours event.
	Apple Crisp
	Ingredients
	4 cups sliced apples
	½ cup old-fashioned oats
	½ cup brown sugar
	¼ cup all-purpose flour
	½ tsp cinnamon
	¼ cup butter, melted Pinch of salt
	Instructions
	Preheat your oven to 350°F and lightly grease an 8x8 baking dish. Arrange the sliced apples evenly in the dish, creating a generous, fruit-filled base. In a separate bowl, combine the oats, brown sugar, flour, cinnamon, and a small pinch of salt. Pour in the melted butter and stir until the mixture becomes crumbly and fragrant. Spoon the topping evenly over the apples, pressing it gently so every bite will have that crisp, buttery crunch.
	Bake uncovered for 35 to 40 minutes, or until the apples are bubbling and tender and the topping has turned a rich golden brown. Allow it to cool slightly before serving so the filling thickens.
	Enjoy warm, ideally with a scoop of vanilla ice cream melting over the top for that classic, cozy finish.
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	Alaska. Where the sun forgets to set and time slows to a cinematic crawl. Glaciers taller than ambition, bears who dine with elegance in rivers older than maps, and icebergs adrift like forgotten sculptures. A journey through fjords so still they reflect not just mountains, but memory. Tracy Arm, Pack Creek, Hoonah—the names alone conjure flannel and frontier. Captured in an image so sharp, so luminously honest, one wonders if reality itself got a resolution upgrade. No narration. No agenda. Just Alaska, unfiltered, untamed, and unapologetically itself. Summer here does not whisper; it sings. Shot in glorious 8K, this is not a travelogue. It is an open love letter, handwritten in pixels and light, sealed with the hush of drifting snow and the slow exhale of a camera that saw everything—and blinked at nothing.

