
Control the Chaos 

Most people treat stress like bad 
weather. They complain about it, brace 
themselves, and hope it eventually 
passes. Not exactly a winning strategy. 

Stress doesn’t usually come from doing 
too much. It comes from feeling out of  
control while doing it. 

Start with the obvious fix: move your 
body. Exercise burns off  the nervous 
energy your brain keeps stockpiling. 
Even a short walk works better than 
sitting there inventing new things to 
worry about. 

Next, organize the chaos. A simple to-
do list can turn a mental traffic jam 
into a manageable lane of  activity. 
Suddenly the day stops feeling like a 
runaway train. 

And here’s the part most people skip: 
connect with someone. A quick 
conversation can drain stress faster 
than brooding alone. 

Stress-proofing 
your day isn’t 
complicated. It’s 
simply refusing to 
let stress run the 
show. 

Dan’s Letter 
March 2026

The Ten-Cent Comics That Became 
American History 

There was a time when comic books weren’t museum pieces.

They were ten cents. Sold next to chewing gum. Folded into back 
pockets. Read by kids who probably had grass stains on their knees 
and no idea they were holding cultural history in their hands.

Now those same comics have landed in the Smithsonian.

Yes, the same place that houses moon rocks and presidential 
artifacts now proudly hosts two colorful troublemakers from the 
newsstand rack: the first appearances of Superman and Captain 
America.

If you’re picturing a pristine museum curator whispering 
reverently over a stack of comic books, you’re not far off.

Let’s start with Superman.

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

™

-  Dan A.
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Artificial intelligence 
has quietly slipped into 
everyday life like an 
overachieving assistant 
who never sleeps.

Your shopping apps 
recommend what to buy before you even realize 
you need it. Streaming services seem to know 
your taste better than your friends. That’s AI 
working behind the curtain.

At the core of it are two big ideas: machine 
learning and neural networks. Machine learning 
means computers study piles of data and get 
smarter over time. No constant babysitting 
required. Neural networks mimic the way the 
human brain processes information, spotting 

patterns and making predictions faster than a room 
full of analysts with coffee and spreadsheets.

Naturally, this makes some people nervous. The 
fear is robots marching in and stealing jobs.

Reality is less dramatic. AI tends to handle the 
repetitive work humans never liked doing anyway, 
leaving people to focus on creativity and problem 
solving.

Meanwhile, entire industries benefit. Healthcare 
detects diseases earlier. Finance catches fraud 
faster. Education adapts lessons to each student.

In short, AI isn’t science fiction anymore. It’s 
simply another powerful tool quietly reshaping 
how the modern world works.

Cover story, continued…
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In 1938, Action Comics No. 1 
introduced a character who made 
quite an entrance. On the cover, he is 
lifting a car over his head as if it 
weighs about as much as a grocery 
bag. That single image became one of 
the most recognizable pictures in 
popular culture. Superman did not 
quietly enter the scene. He arrived 
tossing automobiles and instantly 
redefining what a hero could be.

What people forget is that the comic 
itself was never meant to be 
preserved. It was printed on cheap 
paper and sold as quick 
entertainment. Kids read it, swapped it with friends, 
rolled it up, and sometimes treated it like scrap paper.

Today that same issue is handled with the same caution 
as the original Declaration of Independence.

Then came Captain America.

In 1941, months before the United States entered World 
War II, the cover of Captain America Comics showed 
the new hero landing a punch on Adolf Hitler. No long 

explanation. No hidden symbolism. Just a 
dramatic image that made the point 
instantly.

Readers responded. The comic sold close 
to a million copies.

But the real importance of these comics 
goes beyond colorful costumes and action 
scenes. They captured the imagination of 
readers during uncertain times.

And now they sit in a museum.

Which is a little amusing when you think 
about it.

Some kid probably read one of those original copies 
while eating a peanut butter sandwich, completely 
unaware that decades later it would end up behind glass 
with a museum label attached.

The lesson is simple: Culture rarely arrives wearing a 
cape.

Sometimes it shows up printed in bright ink on 
inexpensive paper, featuring a hero lifting a car over his 
head… and eventually becoming history.

Demystifying Artificial Intelligence Today



🎧  Listen to the narrated version Chapter 6

Chapter 6 - The Rehearsal

The Royal Lyceum felt exposed without its audience.

The chandeliers were dark, their prisms lifeless in the gray wash of afternoon. Only a row of 
work lamps burned along the stage, throwing pale light across painted marble, artificial ivy, 
and the shallow basin of a fountain that would never hold water. The balconies loomed in 
shadow. Without applause, the theatre showed its construction.

Victor Sage entered through the center aisle with Clara beside him. The cast stood scattered 
across the stage, scripts in hand but unattended. Edmund Pike hovered near the footlights, as 
though calling cues might restore order to something that no longer obeyed him.

Inspector Sterling stood just offstage.

He inclined his head as Sage approached.

“The coroner has completed his preliminary examination,” Sterling said. “Cause of death: 
acute cyanide poisoning.”

The word carried clearly in the empty house.

Sterling continued. “Red-dyed silk fibers were recovered from Miss Davenport’s mouth.”

A quiet ripple moved through the company.

“The veil,” Clara said.

“Yes,” Sterling replied. “The veil.”

Margot Blayne stood at center stage in rehearsal dress. No scarlet silk now. No serpent 
embroidered along its edge.

“The poison was ingested,” Sterling went on. “Transferred from the fabric to the lips. It was 
not airborne. It was not absorbed through the skin. It was taken into the mouth.”

Margot’s hands tightened.

A Victor Sage Mystery
by Dan Anderson

The Scarlet Veil
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“You handled the veil during rehearsal,” Sterling said, turning to her.

“For fitting,” she answered. “Briefly.”

“And you suffered no ill effects.”

“No.”

Sterling nodded. “Then it was not treated at that time.”

Sage inclined his head. “Which suggests the poison was applied afterward.”

“That is the present conclusion,” Sterling said.

Sage’s gaze drifted toward the set behind them.

The garden scene was elaborate. A painted arch entwined with ivy. A carved stone bench. A 
fountain rimmed in sculpted leaves. At its center, a pathway designed for Helena’s entrance 
beneath the veil. The serpent embroidered into the silk had not been random decoration. It had 
been deliberate.

A garden. A serpent. A woman stepping forward unaware.

History had preserved such imagery in more than one tradition. A garden as a place of beauty 
and vulnerability. A serpent as a carrier of ruin, striking not with noise but with precision. The 
parallel would not have been lost on Helena if she recognized the symbol before she wore it.

The serpent had not needed to pursue her.

It had been placed upon her.

Sage returned his attention to the present.

“There is something further,” he said.

Sterling’s expression shifted slightly. “If it concerns the investigation, I would prefer not to 
learn of it by accident.”

Sage reached into his coat and withdrew a folded scrap of deep scarlet silk.

The work lamps caught its color immediately.

“This was delivered to my office yesterday morning,” Sage said. “No note. No explanation.”

Sterling stepped closer, examining it without touching. “And you chose to examine it 
privately.”

“I chose to confirm the nature of the death before attaching meaning to it,” Sage replied 
calmly.



Sterling regarded him for a moment. His irritation was measured rather than sharp. “In future, 
Mr. Sage, I would prefer earlier cooperation.”

“You have it now,” Sage said.

He unfolded the fragment slightly.

“The weave and dye correspond to the description of the missing veil. The edge is torn, not 
cut.”

“Torn?” Pike asked.

“With force,” Sage said. “Not removed cleanly.”

Sterling studied the frayed silk. “If this came from the veil, then someone removed the original 
quickly.”

“Yes.”

“And sent you this piece.”

“Yes.”

Margot stepped down from the stage.

“You think it was meant as a warning,” she said.

“I do not yet know what it was meant to convey,” Sage replied. “But it was deliberate.”

He folded the fragment again.

“If the veil was safe during rehearsal,” he continued, “and Miss Blayne experienced no harm, 
then the poison was applied after that point. That narrows our window.”

“From end of rehearsal to Miss Davenport’s collapse,” Sterling said.

“Yes.”

“And the veil was removed within moments of that collapse,” Sterling added.

“It must have been,” Sage replied. “Otherwise it would have been found.”

The painted serpent along the memory of the veil seemed almost literal now. It had been 
stitched into silk as ornament. Instead, it had behaved exactly as its image suggested. It struck 
once, efficiently, and was withdrawn.

The garden remained.

The serpent was gone.



Sage returned the fragment to his coat.

“The method was precise,” he said. “Prepared. Timed. Executed.”

Sterling gave a slow nod. “Then we proceed from the mechanics.”

“Yes,” Sage said. “From the mechanics.”

The rehearsal did not resume.

Under the work lamps, the Lyceum’s garden stood silent and artificial, its ivy frozen in painted 
curl. What had appeared romantic beneath chandeliers now seemed staged in a different sense 
altogether—constructed beauty concealing a precise and calculated harm.

As Sage and Clara moved back down the center aisle, his steps slowed near the rear of the 
house. He turned once more toward the stage. In the dim light, the painted arch framed Margot 
where Helena had stood the night before. The image was nearly identical, yet something 
essential was absent.

A serpent, once raised, does not linger in view.

It waits elsewhere.

And somewhere within the Lyceum’s walls—or just beyond them—someone now understood 
that the strike had succeeded.

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/


Most business owners spend their 
marketing life chasing strangers.

New leads. New clicks. New 
eyeballs. New traffic.

It feels productive. It feels like 
growth. It even looks impressive 
in a spreadsheet.

But it is usually the slowest and 
most expensive way to grow a business.

Here is the quiet truth most owners miss.

The easiest money in your business rarely comes from 
strangers. It comes from people who already know 
you. People who have already trusted you once. 
Customers who have already opened their wallet and 
said yes.

Yet most businesses treat these people like yesterday’s 
newspaper. The job gets finished, the invoice gets 
paid, and the relationship quietly disappears. No 
follow-up. No reminder. No reason to come back.

Six months later the customer needs the service again 
and hires whoever happens to show up first on 
Google.

Not because they prefer them. Because they forgot 
you exist. This is not unfortunate timing. It is bad 
design.

A customer who disappears after one transaction is a 
system failure.

Smart businesses design their marketing around the 
opposite outcome. They make it easy for customers to 
remember them. They stay visible. They stay familiar. 
And familiarity creates something powerful.

Trust.

And trust eliminates shopping.

Think about your own habits for a 
moment. When your car needs 
work, your lawn needs cut, or your 
house needs pressure washing, do 
you open a spreadsheet and 
compare seventeen companies?

Of course not. You call the person 
you already trust.

That is what every business owner 
says they want. But very few actually build systems 
that make it happen.

The strongest businesses in any local market 
understand a simple principle. The sale is not the 
finish line. It is the beginning of the relationship.

They stay in contact with customers through simple, 
consistent communication. A short newsletter. Helpful 
tips. Seasonal reminders. Stories from the field. 
Occasional offers. Nothing complicated. Just steady 
visibility.

Over time something subtle happens. The business 
becomes familiar. Reliable. Almost automatic.

So when the need appears again, the customer does 
not search. They remember. And remembering turns 
into calling.

Which means fewer price shoppers, easier sales, and 
more repeat work without chasing new leads every 
week.

In other words, the fastest way to grow a business is 
not always finding more customers.

Sometimes it is simply refusing to let the good ones 
forget you exist.

Because the customer who already trusts you is the 
most valuable marketing asset you have.

Most businesses just fail to use it.



Tuesday morning in the boardroom of the London Sunday Times. A long table, stacks of papers, and a room full 
of editors debating circulation numbers and printing presses. 

Seated at that table was Ian, a man normally known for being sharp, animated, and 
never short on opinions. But on this particular morning something was wrong. Ian 
sat staring down at the desk in front of him, quiet and distant. When Roy 
Thomson asked for his thoughts on color printing, Ian answered briefly and 
without his usual energy, then drifted back into silence. 

Dennis Hamilton, seated beside him, leaned over and quietly asked if he was 
alright. No one else heard Ian’s reply. But whatever Dennis heard made him move 
immediately. He grabbed Ian by the arm and rushed him out of the room. 

Good thing he did. 

Ian wasn’t bored. He was having a massive heart attack right there in the meeting. 

Recovery was slow. Smoking had to stop. The pace of life had to slow down. For a man used to living at full 
speed, those were not easy rules to accept. 

Then one afternoon a friend sent him a children’s book, The Tale of Squirrel Nutkin. Ian read it and didn’t like 
it. The illustrations were charming enough, but the story irritated him so much that he decided he could write a 
better children’s story himself. 

So he sat down and began writing. Something 
surprising happened while he worked on it. The man 
known for writing dangerous adventures suddenly 
found the process calming. Writing the story became 
almost therapeutic. 

When the book was published, children loved it. The 
story later made its way to the big screen through Walt 
Disney. 

The book was Chitty Chitty Bang Bang. 

And the man who wrote it — the creator of James 
Bond — was Ian Fleming. 

Now you know what they didn't tell you.

What They Didn’t Tell You



How to Clean, Condition, and Protect Your Car’s 
Leather Like a Pro

If your car’s leather seats are starting to look more like 
a greasy diner booth than the smooth luxury you paid 
for, this video is your rescue plan. In a few simple 
steps, you’ll learn how to clean, condition, and protect 
leather so it looks factory fresh again.

First comes proper cleaning. Using a vacuum, a 
horsehair brush, and a quality leather cleaner, you’ll 
lift dirt and oils out of the leather without damaging 
the surface. Done right, the leather should finish with a 
clean matte appearance, not that shiny, sticky look 
nobody wants.

A little maintenance now keeps your interior 
looking sharp for years.

Scan or tap the QR code for the video.

Baked Lemon Garlic Salmon 

Ingredients 
4 salmon fillets  
2 tbsp olive oil  
3 cloves garlic, minced  
1 lemon, sliced  
1 tsp dried oregano  
1 tsp paprika  
Salt and black pepper to taste  
1 tbsp fresh parsley, chopped 

Instructions  
Preheat the oven to 400°F.  

Place the salmon fillets on a lined baking sheet.  

Drizzle with olive oil and season with garlic, oregano, paprika, 
salt, and black pepper.  

Lay lemon slices over the top of each fillet.  

Bake for 12 to 15 minutes, depending on thickness, until the 
salmon flakes easily with a fork.  

Sprinkle with fresh parsley before serving. 
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TAKE A BREAK! 

Solution on page 10

Detailing Mastery

Scan or tap below for video
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How NYC’s Best Brioche French Toast Is Made
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SOLUTION

Step inside a busy New York kitchen where brunch is treated 
with the seriousness of fine dining. Chef Neil Kleinberg of 
Clinton Street Baking Company prepares the brioche French 
toast that made the restaurant a breakfast legend. Thick slices 
of buttery brioche are dipped in a custard of eggs, cream, 
vanilla, citrus oils and cinnamon, then griddled slowly in clarified 
butter until deeply golden. Caramelized bananas, toasted 
pecans and warm maple butter finish the plate. The result is rich 
yet balanced, crisp outside and tender within. A masterclass in 
the small details that transform humble bread, eggs and butter 
into unforgettable French toast. 
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	Sage returned his attention to the present.
	“There is something further,” he said.
	Sterling’s expression shifted slightly. “If it concerns the investigation, I would prefer not to learn of it by accident.”
	Sage reached into his coat and withdrew a folded scrap of deep scarlet silk.
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	“The weave and dye correspond to the description of the missing veil. The edge is torn, not cut.”
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	“You think it was meant as a warning,” she said.
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	“If the veil was safe during rehearsal,” he continued, “and Miss Blayne experienced no harm, then the poison was applied after that point. That narrows our window.”
	“From end of rehearsal to Miss Davenport’s collapse,” Sterling said.
	“Yes.”
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	The garden remained.
	The serpent was gone.
	Sage returned the fragment to his coat.
	“The method was precise,” he said. “Prepared. Timed. Executed.”
	Sterling gave a slow nod. “Then we proceed from the mechanics.”
	“Yes,” Sage said. “From the mechanics.”
	The rehearsal did not resume.
	Under the work lamps, the Lyceum’s garden stood silent and artificial, its ivy frozen in painted curl. What had appeared romantic beneath chandeliers now seemed staged in a different sense altogether—constructed beauty concealing a precise and calculated harm.
	As Sage and Clara moved back down the center aisle, his steps slowed near the rear of the house. He turned once more toward the stage. In the dim light, the painted arch framed Margot where Helena had stood the night before. The image was nearly identical, yet something essential was absent.
	A serpent, once raised, does not linger in view.
	It waits elsewhere.
	And somewhere within the Lyceum’s walls—or just beyond them—someone now understood that the strike had succeeded.
	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 spend their marketing life chasing strangers.
	New leads. New clicks. New eyeballs. New traffic.
	It feels productive. It feels like growth. It even looks impressive in a spreadsheet.
	But it is usually the slowest and most expensive way to grow a business.
	Here is the quiet truth most owners miss.
	The easiest money in your business rarely comes from strangers. It comes from people who already know you. People who have already trusted you once. Customers who have already opened their wallet and said yes.
	Yet most businesses treat these people like yesterday’s newspaper. The job gets finished, the invoice gets paid, and the relationship quietly disappears. No follow-up. No reminder. No reason to come back.
	Six months later the customer needs the service again and hires whoever happens to show up first on Google.
	Not because they prefer them. Because they forgot you exist. This is not unfortunate timing. It is bad design.
	A customer who disappears after one transaction is a system failure.
	Smart businesses design their marketing around the opposite outcome. They make it easy for customers to remember them. They stay visible. They stay familiar. And familiarity creates something powerful.
	Trust.
	And trust eliminates shopping.
	Think about your own habits for a moment. When your car needs work, your lawn needs cut, or your house needs pressure washing, do you open a spreadsheet and compare seventeen companies?
	Of course not. You call the person you already trust.
	That is what every business owner says they want. But very few actually build systems that make it happen.
	The strongest businesses in any local market understand a simple principle. The sale is not the finish line. It is the beginning of the relationship.
	They stay in contact with customers through simple, consistent communication. A short newsletter. Helpful tips. Seasonal reminders. Stories from the field. Occasional offers. Nothing complicated. Just steady visibility.
	Over time something subtle happens. The business becomes familiar. Reliable. Almost automatic.
	So when the need appears again, the customer does not search. They remember. And remembering turns into calling.
	Which means fewer price shoppers, easier sales, and more repeat work without chasing new leads every week.
	In other words, the fastest way to grow a business is not always finding more customers.
	Sometimes it is simply refusing to let the good ones forget you exist.
	Because the customer who already trusts you is the most valuable marketing asset you have.
	Most businesses just fail to use it.
	Tuesday morning in the boardroom of the London Sunday Times. A long table, stacks of papers, and a room full of editors debating circulation numbers and printing presses.
	Seated at that table was Ian, a man normally known for being sharp, animated, and never short on opinions. But on this particular morning something was wrong. Ian sat staring down at the desk in front of him, quiet and distant. When Roy Thomson asked for his thoughts on color printing, Ian answered briefly and without his usual energy, then drifted back into silence.
	Dennis Hamilton, seated beside him, leaned over and quietly asked if he was alright. No one else heard Ian’s reply. But whatever Dennis heard made him move immediately. He grabbed Ian by the arm and rushed him out of the room.
	Good thing he did.
	Ian wasn’t bored. He was having a massive heart attack right there in the meeting.
	Recovery was slow. Smoking had to stop. The pace of life had to slow down. For a man used to living at full speed, those were not easy rules to accept.
	Then one afternoon a friend sent him a children’s book, The Tale of Squirrel Nutkin. Ian read it and didn’t like it. The illustrations were charming enough, but the story irritated him so much that he decided he could write a better children’s story himself.
	So he sat down and began writing. Something surprising happened while he worked on it. The man known for writing dangerous adventures suddenly found the process calming. Writing the story became almost therapeutic.
	When the book was published, children loved it. The story later made its way to the big screen through Walt Disney.
	The book was Chitty Chitty Bang Bang.
	And the man who wrote it — the creator of James Bond — was Ian Fleming.
	Now you know what they didn't tell you.
	How to Clean, Condition, and Protect Your Car’s Leather Like a Pro
	If your car’s leather seats are starting to look more like a greasy diner booth than the smooth luxury you paid for, this video is your rescue plan. In a few simple steps, you’ll learn how to clean, condition, and protect leather so it looks factory fresh again.
	First comes proper cleaning. Using a vacuum, a horsehair brush, and a quality leather cleaner, you’ll lift dirt and oils out of the leather without damaging the surface. Done right, the leather should finish with a clean matte appearance, not that shiny, sticky look nobody wants.
	A little maintenance now keeps your interior looking sharp for years.
	Scan or tap the QR code for the video.
	Baked Lemon Garlic Salmon
	Ingredients
	4 salmon fillets
	2 tbsp olive oil
	3 cloves garlic, minced
	1 lemon, sliced
	1 tsp dried oregano
	1 tsp paprika
	Salt and black pepper to taste
	1 tbsp fresh parsley, chopped
	Instructions
	Preheat the oven to 400°F.
	Place the salmon fillets on a lined baking sheet.
	Drizzle with olive oil and season with garlic, oregano, paprika, salt, and black pepper.
	Lay lemon slices over the top of each fillet.
	Bake for 12 to 15 minutes, depending on thickness, until the salmon flakes easily with a fork.
	Sprinkle with fresh parsley before serving.
	INSIDE THIS ISSUE
	From the Desk of Dan Anderson
	PAGE 1
	The Ten-Cent Comics That Became American History
	PAGE 1
	Demystifying Artificial Intelligence Today
	PAGE 2
	A Victor Sage Mystery…
	PAGE 3-6
	The Most Profitable Customer You’re Ignoring
	PAGE 7
	What They Didn’t Tell You
	PAGE 8
	Baked Lemon Garlic Salmon
	PAGE 9
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	Step inside a busy New York kitchen where brunch is treated with the seriousness of fine dining. Chef Neil Kleinberg of Clinton Street Baking Company prepares the brioche French toast that made the restaurant a breakfast legend. Thick slices of buttery brioche are dipped in a custard of eggs, cream, vanilla, citrus oils and cinnamon, then griddled slowly in clarified butter until deeply golden. Caramelized bananas, toasted pecans and warm maple butter finish the plate. The result is rich yet balanced, crisp outside and tender within. A masterclass in the small details that transform humble bread, eggs and butter into unforgettable French toast.

