
Embrace Conflict…(say again?) 

Conflict gets blamed for things it didn’t 

break. Like a smoke alarm, it’s noisy, 

inconvenient, and usually ignored until 

the damage is done. 

But conflict isn’t the problem. It’s the 

signal not to avoid.

Growth never shows up politely. It 

barges in, knocks things over, and asks 

uncomfortable questions. Conflict does 

the same. It exposes weak assumptions, 

unspoken expectations, and boundaries 

that existed only in someone’s 

imagination.

Most people mishandle conflict by 

trying to win it. That’s like arguing 

with a scale instead of changing what 

you eat. The smarter move is to study 

it. Listen longer than you want to. Ask 

questions that sting a little. Get curious 

instead of defensive.

Used properly, conflict becomes 

leverage. It clarifies priorities, 

strengthens confidence, and turns 

tension into 

forward 

momentum. 

Avoiding it costs 

far more than 

facing it.
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February 2026

Modern medicine loves its heroes in lab coats, preferably holding 

clipboards and looking serious. But many of the biggest 

breakthroughs didn’t come from dramatic speeches or flashy 

inventions. They came from the people standing quietly at the head 

of the operating table, making sure everyone else didn’t stop 

breathing.

Anesthesiologists didn’t just help medicine improve. They made it 

survivable.

Before anesthesia, surgery was less healing art and more endurance 

contest. Operations were quick because they had to be. Pain was 

the price of admission. Then anesthesia arrived, and suddenly 

surgeons could slow down, think, and do things that didn’t involve 

sawing as fast as possible. That single shift turned surgery from 

last resort to routine, and it rewrote the future of medicine.

But numbing pain was just the opening act.

Once patients were unconscious, someone had to keep them alive. 

Breathing. Oxygen. Heart rate. Small details. Anesthesiologists 

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

™
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February has a talent most months envy: it can 

drain motivation without technically doing 

anything wrong. The holidays are gone. Spring is 

a rumor. And suddenly everyone is tired, 

grumpy, and wondering if sweatpants count as 

business casual.

Here’s the fix—simple, practical, and refreshingly 

unspiritual.

First, move your body. Not hero workouts. Just 

enough movement to remind your brain you’re 

still alive. A brisk walk outside works wonders, 

even if the weather feels personally insulting. 

Daylight matters. Morning light especially. If the 

sun refuses to cooperate, a light therapy lamp can 

fake it convincingly enough to fool your mood.

Next, drink water and eat like someone who 

plans to stay conscious. Omega-3s help your 

brain behave. Dehydration turns minor problems 

into emotional TED Talks.

Sleep is non-negotiable. Seven to nine hours. 

Same bedtime. Same wake time. Discipline beats 

motivation every time.

Mindfulness helps too—quieting the noise so 

stress doesn’t run the meeting. Keep it simple.

Stay connected. Isolation makes February louder 

than it needs to be. Call someone. Meet up. 

Laugh.

And if the fog won’t lift, get professional help. 

That’s not weakness—it’s maintenance.
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stepped in and said, we’ve got this. They pioneered 
airway protection, breathing tubes, and ventilation 
systems that made complex surgery possible instead 
of fatal. Every calm beep in an operating room today 
is a reminder of that quiet revolution.

They also changed how life begins. The Apgar score, 
created by an anesthesiologist, gave doctors a fast, 
reliable way to assess newborn health within minutes. 
Before that, newborn care was guesswork. Afterward, 
it became decisive, timely, and lifesaving. Millions of 
babies are alive today because someone thought to 
systematize those first critical moments.

When polio overwhelmed hospitals in the 1950s, 
anesthesiologists again solved a problem no one else 
wanted. Positive pressure ventilation led directly to 
the modern intensive care unit. That innovation now 
supports patients through trauma, infection, and 
respiratory failure worldwide, including during global 
pandemics.

Patient safety didn’t improve by accident either. Pulse 
oximeters, carbon dioxide monitoring, continuous 
vital sign tracking, and simulation training all came 
from anesthesiology. These weren’t flashy 

breakthroughs. They were relentless fixes to prevent 
mistakes before they became tragedies.

Pain management followed the same philosophy. 
Epidurals, nerve blocks, and regional anesthesia 
didn’t just ease discomfort. They reduced opioid 
reliance, shortened recovery times, and made 
outpatient surgery possible. Less pain. Less risk. 
Better outcomes.

Even the most extreme procedures, open-heart 
surgery, organ transplants, temperature-controlled 
operations, rely on anesthesiologists managing 
circulation, oxygen, and metabolism with precision 
that borders on orchestral conducting.

Today, anesthesiology continues pushing forward 
with personalized medicine, real-time monitoring, 
and AI-assisted care. Same mission. Fewer headlines. 
Massive impact.

Medicine didn’t just advance because someone 
learned how to cut better. It advanced because 
someone made sure the patient lived through it.

                ── !  ── !  ── !  ──

Tips to Beat February Blues



"  Listen to the narrated version Chapter 5

Chapter 5 - Lines of Sight

The Montague Street office was quiet when Victor Sage returned, the hush broken only by the 

steady tick of the mantel clock and the distant murmur of rain-softened traffic below. Clara 

Simmons was already there, her coat neatly folded over the chair, her notebook open but 

untouched. She looked up as Sage set his hat aside.

“You saw Penfield,” she said.

“Yes,” Sage replied.

He crossed to his desk and removed a small envelope from his coat pocket. From it, he drew 

the folded scrap of scarlet silk—the fragment that had arrived without explanation. He laid it 

carefully on the blotter, smoothing the frayed edge with two fingers, as though the fabric might 

resist.

Clara leaned forward at once. “You’re certain it came from the veil.”

“There’s no doubt,” Sage said. “Same weave. Same dye. Torn deliberately.”

“Not cut,” Clara observed.

“Which suggests haste,” Sage said. “Or interruption.”

He moved to the window and looked down at the slick street below, where reflections wavered 

in the puddles like uncertain truths. “Penfield confirmed the sentence originated with him. That 

much is settled. What isn’t is how it left the page and found Helena again—first in a letter, 

then in her dressing room, and now here.”

Clara glanced from the silk to the papers Sage laid out beside it. “You think the fragment was 

sent as proof.”

“Or reminder,” Sage said. “Whoever sent it wanted me to know the warning was not 

theoretical.”

“And that the veil still exists,” Clara added.

A Victor Sage Mystery

by Dan Anderson

The Scarlet Veil
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“Or that it has already served its purpose.”

They worked in silence for a time. Clara organized names, rehearsal schedules, and access 

points with quiet efficiency. Sage reconstructed the night not as a story, but as a diagram of 

visibility—who was meant to be seen, who could move unnoticed, and who believed 

themselves invisible.

Helena Davenport had been watched by hundreds. Yet the warning had reached her alone.

A sharp knock cut through the stillness.

Inspector Sterling entered without waiting for invitation. He removed his hat with unnecessary 

force and set it down as though restraining himself from doing something more emphatic.

“I’ll say this plainly,” Sterling began. “I don’t like being informed after the fact.”

Sage regarded him calmly. “Good afternoon, Inspector.”

Sterling exhaled sharply. “A woman dies in a theatre dressing room, and I’m told—politely—

that Scotland Yard is not required. Then I discover you’ve been engaged privately. That’s 

irregular, Mr. Sage, no matter how one dresses it.”

“Sir Alistair was concerned about discretion,” Sage replied evenly.

Sterling’s jaw tightened. “Discretion is not the same as exclusion. I was prepared to keep this 

quiet. I was not consulted.”

“And yet you’re here,” Sage said. “Which suggests you’ve decided to involve yourself 

regardless.”

Sterling shot him a look. “I don’t enjoy being maneuvered. Particularly not by men who 

believe reputation outranks law.”

Clara spoke before the edge could sharpen further. “Inspector, we have no interest in 

obstructing you.”

Sterling glanced at her, then back to Sage. “Good. Because the body will be examined. 

Quietly, but thoroughly. And there’s something else.”

He reached into his coat and withdrew a folded statement. “A witness came forward this 

morning. Claims to have seen a figure leave the Lyceum by the side door during the interval.”

“With a veil,” Sage said.

Sterling hesitated. “Scarlet. According to the witness. They’re adamant it wasn’t Helena 

Davenport.”

Sage’s gaze flicked briefly to the silk fragment on his desk. “Did the witness see a face?”



“No,” Sterling admitted. “Only the color. And the certainty.”

“That will do,” Sage said. “Certainty is rarely accidental.”

Sterling replaced the statement in his coat. “You should also know—Sir Alistair’s effort to 

delay formal involvement has already raised questions. I can hold them off for a time. Not 

indefinitely.”

Sage inclined his head. “Then we’ll make use of the time you’ve afforded us.”

Sterling retrieved his hat. “See that you do.”

When the door closed behind him, the room felt subtly altered, as though a weight had shifted.

Clara looked again at the silk. “The veil is moving.”

“Yes,” Sage said. “Which means it’s being handled. And handling implies intention.”

He gathered his coat. “There’s a rehearsal this afternoon. No audience. No applause. Only 

those who believe themselves unseen.”

Clara stood. “You want to watch.”

“I want to see who watches back.”

They stepped into the damp afternoon together, the city closing around them. Somewhere 

behind velvet curtains and painted scenery, someone was adjusting their position—confident 

that the performance still belonged to them.

Sage intended to prove otherwise.

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/
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Most business owners wake up 

every morning with the same 

anxious thought rattling around 

their skull:

How do I get more leads today?

It sounds responsible. It sounds 

like work. It’s also the fastest 

way to stay stuck, stressed, and 

forever dependent on ads, 

discounts, and whatever marketing trick is trending 

this week.

Here’s the uncomfortable truth.

The businesses that grow the fastest are not the ones 

chasing customers. They’re the ones quietly building 

systems that make customers stick, return, and bring 

others with them.

In other words, they stop hunting… and start 

attracting.

The mistake most owners make is believing growth 

comes from more exposure. More clicks. More 

impressions. More eyeballs.

That’s nonsense.

Growth comes from continuity.

People don’t want more choices. They want fewer 

decisions. Every time your customer has to stop and 

think about whether to use you again, you’ve already 

lost leverage.

That’s why one-off transactions are exhausting. Every 

sale feels like starting over. New convincing. New 

trust. New effort. It’s like reintroducing yourself to the 

same person every week and hoping they don’t notice.

Smart businesses flip the equation.

They deliberately repel the wrong people.

This alone increases profits faster 

than any ad campaign. Fewer bad 

customers means clearer 

messaging, better margins, and 

lower stress. Being selective isn’t 

arrogance. It’s survival.

They sell relief, not features. 

Customers don’t buy what you do. 

They buy what stops being a 

problem once you’re involved. If 

your service doesn’t reduce thinking, friction, or 

anxiety, you’re just another option in a crowded pile.

They stay in contact after the sale. 

This is where most businesses commit marketing 

malpractice. The relationship ends the moment money 

changes hands. No follow-up. No reminders. No 

reason to stay connected.

And then they wonder why customers disappear.

If your customer’s life changes and they immediately 

forget you exist, that’s not unfortunate. That’s bad 

design.

The strongest businesses make themselves hard to 

replace by being familiar, consistent, and present over 

time. Newsletters. Follow-ups. Educational content. 

Insider access. Simple systems that keep the 

relationship alive without begging.

Here’s the irony most people miss:

The moment you stop obsessing over how to get the 

next customer… 

And start obsessing over how to keep the right ones…

Your marketing gets easier. 

Your costs go down. 

Your business gets calmer.

And customers start showing up already half-sold.

Because you finally gave them a reason to stay.



On a 2013 episode of Shark Tank, under bright studio lights, scrappy, sleep‑deprived inventor Jamie Siminoff lugged a 

plywood mock‑up of a front door and a gadget he named Doorbot. He burned his last $20 000 building a fake living room 

so the Sharks would take him seriously.  

He asked for $700 000 in exchange for 10 percent, valuing his 

little door gadget at seven million dollars. The panel—Mark 

Cuban, Kevin O’Leary, Barbara Corcoran, Lori Greiner, and 

Robert Herjavec—smiled politely, joked about spy toys and 

door knockers, and sent him home without a bite.  

Viewers rolled their eyes completely. How do you build a 

fortune on something so simple? 

Siminoff didn’t pack it in. He retreated to his garage, rewired the 

electronics and shortened the name. He shot grainy demo 

videos, stood in front of small‑town crime‑watch groups, and 

wrote thank‑you notes to every customer.  

He even dressed up his gadget with different faceplates and tested them on neighbors.  

Doorbot sounded like a cartoon. The new name evoked safety and community without giving away anything. Gradually, 

homeowners whispered about a nondescript box by their front door that made them feel secure.  

His garage looked more like a science fair than a startup; wires, solder fumes and his three dogs kept him company as he 

plowed ahead. The Sharks had moved on, but word‑of‑mouth kept spreading. 

Five years later, Siminoff faced a much bigger shark. Amazon liked his home‑security device so much that it paid more 

than a billion dollars for the business. He signed the paperwork in the same garage office where he once crammed boxes 

and dogs.  

“Don’t forget to ring my bell now,” he joked to Kevin O’Leary in interviews. Reporters wrote about the “billion‑dollar 

bell.” Friends who once rolled their eyes asked for advice.  

The irony? The single biggest missed deal in Shark Tank history 

wasn’t a flying car or cryptocurrency; it was a humble front‑door 

device.  

The Sharks’ rejection didn’t ruin him; it made him. When 

gatekeepers say no, sometimes they’re just setting up your 

punchline. That new, one‑syllable name? Ring. 

Now you know what they didn't tell you.

What They Didn’t Tell You



The Day Headlights Remembered                       

Who They Were

Cloudy headlights have a way of aging a car faster 

than bad fashion choices. 

One day they are clear and confident, the next they 

look like they have been staring into the sun while 

questioning their life decisions. 

This video follows a first-timer tackling that familiar 

problem, proving that neglect, not age, is usually the 

real culprit.

Watch as dull lenses slowly regain their shine and the 

front of the car stops apologizing for itself. A 

reminder that many automotive eyesores are 

not permanent flaws, just postponed attention 

waiting for someone willing to deal with 

them. Scan or tap the QR code for the video.

Slow Cooker Stuffed Pepper Soup 

Ingredients 

1 lb ground beef or ground turkey  
1 large onion, diced  
1 green bell pepper, diced  
1 red bell pepper, diced  
4 cloves garlic, minced  
4 cups beef or chicken broth  
1 can 28 oz crushed tomatoes  
1 can 15 oz diced tomatoes  
2 tbsp tomato paste  
1 tsp Italian seasoning  
1 tsp smoked paprika  
1 cup uncooked rice  
Salt and black pepper to taste 

Instructions  

Brown the ground meat in a pan over medium heat, breaking it 
up as it cooks. Add the onion and cook until softened. Stir in the 
garlic for about 30 seconds, then transfer everything to the slow 
cooker.  

Add bell peppers, broth, crushed tomatoes, diced tomatoes, 
tomato paste, Italian seasoning, and paprika. Stir well, cover, 
and cook on low for 6 to 8 hours. During the last 30 minutes, stir 
in the rice, cover, and cook until the rice is tender. Season to 
taste and serve hot. 
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SOLUTION

Red dust rises like a curtain call as a battered Subaru Brat 
arrives in Australia with intentions that ignore good sense. 
Travis Pastrana pilots it through fences, barns, and geometry 
itself, sliding inches from calamity with the ease of a man 
greeting old friends. The countryside becomes a maze of 
angles, livestock, and improvised obstacles, each answered 
with throttle, timing, and nerve. Steel scrapes air, tires write 
signatures across dirt, and momentum behaves like a 
suggestion. It is rural theater, mechanical bravado, and 
backyard mythology combined, where impossible lines are 
traced, erased, and traced again before the dust finally settles. 
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	Embrace Conflict…(say again?)
	Conflict gets blamed for things it didn’t break. Like a smoke alarm, it’s noisy, inconvenient, and usually ignored until the damage is done.
	But conflict isn’t the problem. It’s the signal not to avoid.
	Growth never shows up politely. It barges in, knocks things over, and asks uncomfortable questions. Conflict does the same. It exposes weak assumptions, unspoken expectations, and boundaries that existed only in someone’s imagination.
	Most people mishandle conflict by trying to win it. That’s like arguing with a scale instead of changing what you eat. The smarter move is to study it. Listen longer than you want to. Ask questions that sting a little. Get curious instead of defensive.
	Used properly, conflict becomes leverage. It clarifies priorities, strengthens confidence, and turns tension into forward momentum. Avoiding it costs far more than facing it.
	Modern medicine loves its heroes in lab coats, preferably holding clipboards and looking serious. But many of the biggest breakthroughs didn’t come from dramatic speeches or flashy inventions. They came from the people standing quietly at the head of the operating table, making sure everyone else didn’t stop breathing.
	Anesthesiologists didn’t just help medicine improve. They made it survivable.
	Before anesthesia, surgery was less healing art and more endurance contest. Operations were quick because they had to be. Pain was the price of admission. Then anesthesia arrived, and suddenly surgeons could slow down, think, and do things that didn’t involve sawing as fast as possible. That single shift turned surgery from last resort to routine, and it rewrote the future of medicine.
	But numbing pain was just the opening act.
	Once patients were unconscious, someone had to keep them alive. Breathing. Oxygen. Heart rate. Small details. Anesthesiologists stepped in and said, we’ve got this. They pioneered airway protection, breathing tubes, and ventilation systems that made complex surgery possible instead of fatal. Every calm beep in an operating room today is a reminder of that quiet revolution.
	stepped in and said, we’ve got this. They pioneered airway protection, breathing tubes, and ventilation systems that made complex surgery possible instead of fatal. Every calm beep in an operating room today is a reminder of that quiet revolution.
	They also changed how life begins. The Apgar score, created by an anesthesiologist, gave doctors a fast, reliable way to assess newborn health within minutes. Before that, newborn care was guesswork. Afterward, it became decisive, timely, and lifesaving. Millions of babies are alive today because someone thought to systematize those first critical moments.
	When polio overwhelmed hospitals in the 1950s, anesthesiologists again solved a problem no one else wanted. Positive pressure ventilation led directly to the modern intensive care unit. That innovation now supports patients through trauma, infection, and respiratory failure worldwide, including during global pandemics.
	Patient safety didn’t improve by accident either. Pulse oximeters, carbon dioxide monitoring, continuous vital sign tracking, and simulation training all came from anesthesiology. These weren’t flashy breakthroughs. They were relentless fixes to prevent mistakes before they became tragedies.
	Pain management followed the same philosophy. Epidurals, nerve blocks, and regional anesthesia didn’t just ease discomfort. They reduced opioid reliance, shortened recovery times, and made outpatient surgery possible. Less pain. Less risk. Better outcomes.
	Even the most extreme procedures, open-heart surgery, organ transplants, temperature-controlled operations, rely on anesthesiologists managing circulation, oxygen, and metabolism with precision that borders on orchestral conducting.
	Today, anesthesiology continues pushing forward with personalized medicine, real-time monitoring, and AI-assisted care. Same mission. Fewer headlines. Massive impact.
	Medicine didn’t just advance because someone learned how to cut better. It advanced because someone made sure the patient lived through it.
	── 🩺 ── 🩺 ── 🩺 ──
	February has a talent most months envy: it can drain motivation without technically doing anything wrong. The holidays are gone. Spring is a rumor. And suddenly everyone is tired, grumpy, and wondering if sweatpants count as business casual.
	Here’s the fix—simple, practical, and refreshingly unspiritual.
	First, move your body. Not hero workouts. Just enough movement to remind your brain you’re still alive. A brisk walk outside works wonders, even if the weather feels personally insulting. Daylight matters. Morning light especially. If the sun refuses to cooperate, a light therapy lamp can fake it convincingly enough to fool your mood.
	Next, drink water and eat like someone who plans to stay conscious. Omega-3s help your brain behave. Dehydration turns minor problems into emotional TED Talks.
	Sleep is non-negotiable. Seven to nine hours. Same bedtime. Same wake time. Discipline beats motivation every time.
	Mindfulness helps too—quieting the noise so stress doesn’t run the meeting. Keep it simple.
	Stay connected. Isolation makes February louder than it needs to be. Call someone. Meet up. Laugh.
	And if the fog won’t lift, get professional help. That’s not weakness—it’s maintenance.
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	The Montague Street office was quiet when Victor Sage returned, the hush broken only by the steady tick of the mantel clock and the distant murmur of rain-softened traffic below. Clara Simmons was already there, her coat neatly folded over the chair, her notebook open but untouched. She looked up as Sage set his hat aside.
	“You saw Penfield,” she said.
	“Yes,” Sage replied.
	He crossed to his desk and removed a small envelope from his coat pocket. From it, he drew the folded scrap of scarlet silk—the fragment that had arrived without explanation. He laid it carefully on the blotter, smoothing the frayed edge with two fingers, as though the fabric might resist.
	Clara leaned forward at once. “You’re certain it came from the veil.”
	“There’s no doubt,” Sage said. “Same weave. Same dye. Torn deliberately.”
	“Not cut,” Clara observed.
	“Which suggests haste,” Sage said. “Or interruption.”
	He moved to the window and looked down at the slick street below, where reflections wavered in the puddles like uncertain truths. “Penfield confirmed the sentence originated with him. That much is settled. What isn’t is how it left the page and found Helena again—first in a letter, then in her dressing room, and now here.”
	Clara glanced from the silk to the papers Sage laid out beside it. “You think the fragment was sent as proof.”
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	Helena Davenport had been watched by hundreds. Yet the warning had reached her alone.
	A sharp knock cut through the stillness.
	Inspector Sterling entered without waiting for invitation. He removed his hat with unnecessary force and set it down as though restraining himself from doing something more emphatic.
	“I’ll say this plainly,” Sterling began. “I don’t like being informed after the fact.”
	Sage regarded him calmly. “Good afternoon, Inspector.”
	Sterling exhaled sharply. “A woman dies in a theatre dressing room, and I’m told—politely—that Scotland Yard is not required. Then I discover you’ve been engaged privately. That’s irregular, Mr. Sage, no matter how one dresses it.”
	“Sir Alistair was concerned about discretion,” Sage replied evenly.
	Sterling’s jaw tightened. “Discretion is not the same as exclusion. I was prepared to keep this quiet. I was not consulted.”
	“And yet you’re here,” Sage said. “Which suggests you’ve decided to involve yourself regardless.”
	Sterling shot him a look. “I don’t enjoy being maneuvered. Particularly not by men who believe reputation outranks law.”
	Clara spoke before the edge could sharpen further. “Inspector, we have no interest in obstructing you.”
	Sterling glanced at her, then back to Sage. “Good. Because the body will be examined. Quietly, but thoroughly. And there’s something else.”
	He reached into his coat and withdrew a folded statement. “A witness came forward this morning. Claims to have seen a figure leave the Lyceum by the side door during the interval.”
	“With a veil,” Sage said.
	Sterling hesitated. “Scarlet. According to the witness. They’re adamant it wasn’t Helena Davenport.”
	Sage’s gaze flicked briefly to the silk fragment on his desk. “Did the witness see a face?”
	“No,” Sterling admitted. “Only the color. And the certainty.”
	“That will do,” Sage said. “Certainty is rarely accidental.”
	Sterling replaced the statement in his coat. “You should also know—Sir Alistair’s effort to delay formal involvement has already raised questions. I can hold them off for a time. Not indefinitely.”
	Sage inclined his head. “Then we’ll make use of the time you’ve afforded us.”
	Sterling retrieved his hat. “See that you do.”
	When the door closed behind him, the room felt subtly altered, as though a weight had shifted.
	Clara looked again at the silk. “The veil is moving.”
	“Yes,” Sage said. “Which means it’s being handled. And handling implies intention.”
	He gathered his coat. “There’s a rehearsal this afternoon. No audience. No applause. Only those who believe themselves unseen.”
	Clara stood. “You want to watch.”
	“I want to see who watches back.”
	They stepped into the damp afternoon together, the city closing around them. Somewhere behind velvet curtains and painted scenery, someone was adjusting their position—confident that the performance still belonged to them.
	Sage intended to prove otherwise.
	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
	Most business owners wake up every morning with the same anxious thought rattling around their skull:
	How do I get more leads today?
	It sounds responsible. It sounds like work. It’s also the fastest way to stay stuck, stressed, and forever dependent on ads, discounts, and whatever marketing trick is trending this week.
	Here’s the uncomfortable truth.
	The businesses that grow the fastest are not the ones chasing customers. They’re the ones quietly building systems that make customers stick, return, and bring others with them.
	In other words, they stop hunting… and start attracting.
	The mistake most owners make is believing growth comes from more exposure. More clicks. More impressions. More eyeballs.
	That’s nonsense.
	Growth comes from continuity.
	People don’t want more choices. They want fewer decisions. Every time your customer has to stop and think about whether to use you again, you’ve already lost leverage.
	That’s why one-off transactions are exhausting. Every sale feels like starting over. New convincing. New trust. New effort. It’s like reintroducing yourself to the same person every week and hoping they don’t notice.
	Smart businesses flip the equation.
	They deliberately repel the wrong people.
	This alone increases profits faster than any ad campaign. Fewer bad customers means clearer messaging, better margins, and lower stress. Being selective isn’t arrogance. It’s survival.
	They sell relief, not features. Customers don’t buy what you do. They buy what stops being a problem once you’re involved. If your service doesn’t reduce thinking, friction, or anxiety, you’re just another option in a crowded pile.
	They stay in contact after the sale. This is where most businesses commit marketing malpractice. The relationship ends the moment money changes hands. No follow-up. No reminders. No reason to stay connected.
	And then they wonder why customers disappear.
	If your customer’s life changes and they immediately forget you exist, that’s not unfortunate. That’s bad design.
	The strongest businesses make themselves hard to replace by being familiar, consistent, and present over time. Newsletters. Follow-ups. Educational content. Insider access. Simple systems that keep the relationship alive without begging.
	Here’s the irony most people miss:
	The moment you stop obsessing over how to get the next customer… And start obsessing over how to keep the right ones…
	Your marketing gets easier. Your costs go down. Your business gets calmer.
	And customers start showing up already half-sold.
	Because you finally gave them a reason to stay.
	On a 2013 episode of Shark Tank, under bright studio lights, scrappy, sleep‑deprived inventor Jamie Siminoff lugged a plywood mock‑up of a front door and a gadget he named Doorbot. He burned his last $20 000 building a fake living room so the Sharks would take him seriously.
	He asked for $700 000 in exchange for 10 percent, valuing his little door gadget at seven million dollars. The panel—Mark Cuban, Kevin O’Leary, Barbara Corcoran, Lori Greiner, and Robert Herjavec—smiled politely, joked about spy toys and door knockers, and sent him home without a bite.
	Viewers rolled their eyes completely. How do you build a fortune on something so simple?
	Siminoff didn’t pack it in. He retreated to his garage, rewired the electronics and shortened the name. He shot grainy demo videos, stood in front of small‑town crime‑watch groups, and wrote thank‑you notes to every customer.
	He even dressed up his gadget with different faceplates and tested them on neighbors.
	Doorbot sounded like a cartoon. The new name evoked safety and community without giving away anything. Gradually, homeowners whispered about a nondescript box by their front door that made them feel secure.
	His garage looked more like a science fair than a startup; wires, solder fumes and his three dogs kept him company as he plowed ahead. The Sharks had moved on, but word‑of‑mouth kept spreading.
	Five years later, Siminoff faced a much bigger shark. Amazon liked his home‑security device so much that it paid more than a billion dollars for the business. He signed the paperwork in the same garage office where he once crammed boxes and dogs.
	“Don’t forget to ring my bell now,” he joked to Kevin O’Leary in interviews. Reporters wrote about the “billion‑dollar bell.” Friends who once rolled their eyes asked for advice.
	The irony? The single biggest missed deal in Shark Tank history wasn’t a flying car or cryptocurrency; it was a humble front‑door device.
	The Sharks’ rejection didn’t ruin him; it made him. When gatekeepers say no, sometimes they’re just setting up your punchline. That new, one‑syllable name? Ring.
	Now you know what they didn't tell you.
	The Day Headlights Remembered                       Who They Were
	Cloudy headlights have a way of aging a car faster than bad fashion choices.
	One day they are clear and confident, the next they look like they have been staring into the sun while questioning their life decisions.
	This video follows a first-timer tackling that familiar problem, proving that neglect, not age, is usually the real culprit.
	Watch as dull lenses slowly regain their shine and the front of the car stops apologizing for itself. A reminder that many automotive eyesores are not permanent flaws, just postponed attention waiting for someone willing to deal with them. Scan or tap the QR code for the video.
	Slow Cooker Stuffed Pepper Soup
	Ingredients
	1 lb ground beef or ground turkey
	1 large onion, diced
	1 green bell pepper, diced
	1 red bell pepper, diced
	4 cloves garlic, minced
	4 cups beef or chicken broth
	1 can 28 oz crushed tomatoes
	1 can 15 oz diced tomatoes
	2 tbsp tomato paste
	1 tsp Italian seasoning
	1 tsp smoked paprika
	1 cup uncooked rice
	Salt and black pepper to taste
	Instructions
	Brown the ground meat in a pan over medium heat, breaking it up as it cooks. Add the onion and cook until softened. Stir in the garlic for about 30 seconds, then transfer everything to the slow cooker.
	Add bell peppers, broth, crushed tomatoes, diced tomatoes, tomato paste, Italian seasoning, and paprika. Stir well, cover, and cook on low for 6 to 8 hours. During the last 30 minutes, stir in the rice, cover, and cook until the rice is tender. Season to taste and serve hot.
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