
Tiny Victories, Massive Results 

Confidence isn’t built by climbing 

Everest. It’s built by finally answering 

that email you’ve been dodging for 

three days.  

Glamorous? No. Effective? Absolutely. 

Here’s where people go wrong: they 
wait to feel confident before they act. 
That’s like waiting to get fit before 
going to the gym. Backwards thinking
—and wildly popular.

Real confidence comes from stacking 
small wins. Make your bed. Finish the 
task. Keep a promise to yourself for 
once. Each tiny victory is a receipt 
proving you’re not full of it.

And no, it’s not about impressing 
others. It’s about building evidence 
your brain can’t argue with. You did 
the thing. Then you did another. 
Suddenly, you’re someone who follows 
through.

Do enough of these, and confidence 
shows up 
uninvited—like a 
guest who used to 
ignore you. Funny 
how that works.
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Let’s get something straight right out of the gate: most people 

don’t need a career change—they need a strategic interruption. 

What passes for “burnout” today is often just the natural 

consequence of running full speed in the wrong direction for too 

long. A Mini-Sabbatical—short, intentional, and well-planned—is 

not an indulgence. It’s maintenance. The kind smart performers use 

to avoid becoming mediocre ones.

A Mini-Sabbatical isn’t quitting your job to wander aimlessly or 

“find yourself” between overpriced lattes and inspirational quotes. 

It’s a deliberate pause measured in weeks, not years, designed to 

give your brain something it hasn’t had in a while: space. Space to 

think clearly, evaluate honestly, and come back with sharper 

judgment. You’re not escaping your life—you’re stepping outside 

it long enough to see it properly.

The reason this idea is suddenly so appealing is simple: modern 

work never shuts up. You are reachable at all times, expected to 

respond quickly, and quietly trained to believe that constant 

activity equals importance. It doesn’t. It equals noise. And after 

enough exposure, that noise dulls your thinking. You don’t notice it 

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

™

-  Dan A.
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Subscriptions don’t feel expensive… until you 

realize you’re paying 12 different companies for 

things you barely remember signing up for. It’s not 

one big hit—it’s death by a thousand $9.99 

charges.

Here’s the cure. List everything. Every 

subscription, every auto-renew, every “free trial” 

that quietly turned into a monthly bill. Then get 

ruthless. Ask: “Would I sign up for this today?” If 

the answer isn’t a fast yes, cancel it. No hesitation.

Now here’s where most people fail—they do this 

once and forget it. Big mistake. Subscription creep 

is patient. It waits. So set a reminder every few 

months and repeat the process.

Also, look for smarter options. Bundle where it 

makes sense. Track what you keep. Pay attention 

to your statements like someone who enjoys 

keeping their money.

Because at the end of the day, this isn’t about 

cutting back—it’s about cutting out what doesn’t 

earn its place.

Cover story, continued…
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happening, but your decision-making gets 
sloppy, your creativity shrinks, and your 
tolerance for nonsense goes up—none of 
which are traits of high performers, despite 
how busy they look on paper.

Now, the knee-jerk fear: “If I step away, 
won’t I damage my career?” Not if you 
handle it like a professional. What hurts 
careers isn’t taking a break—it’s 
disappearing without context, leaving 
messes behind, or returning with nothing 
to show for it. A Mini-Sabbatical, 
positioned correctly, signals discipline and 
foresight. It says you understand longevity 
beats short bursts of unsustainable effort.

Execution matters. You don’t vanish—you 
communicate. You don’t leave chaos—you clean things 
up and make yourself temporarily replaceable. (And if 
that idea makes you uncomfortable, that’s not a reason 
to avoid it—that’s a signal you’ve built your role 
wrong.) While you’re away, you disconnect enough to 
actually reset. Not halfway. Not “just checking in.” 
Either you’re off, or you’re pretending. And when you 
return, you bring something back—clearer priorities, 
better ideas, improved systems. Proof the time mattered.

This isn’t always the right move. If your 
finances are unstable, your position is 
already shaky, or you’re using the break to 
avoid decisions you should be making head-
on, then stepping away won’t fix anything. 
It’ll just delay reality. A Mini-Sabbatical 
works when it’s used as a tool—not an 
escape hatch.

But when it is the right time, the payoff is 

disproportionate. You come back thinking 
better, deciding faster, and tolerating less of 
what wastes your time. In a world full of 
people grinding themselves into average, 
that alone is a competitive advantage.

Most people wait for permission to take control of their 
time. It never comes. The ones who build lives they 
actually enjoy—and careers that last—don’t wait. They 
decide when to step back so they can move forward 
with intention.

And if you’ve been feeling the pressure build, the 
clarity fade, and the motivation slip… that’s not a sign 
to push harder. 

That’s your signal to pause smarter.

Trimming the Subscription Creep



!  Listen to the narrated version Chapter 7

Chapter 7 — The Garden

Evening gathered slowly over Bloomsbury. The damp London air carried the faint chill of 
approaching night, and the lamps along Wellington Street had begun to burn with a steady amber 
glow. Their light spread across the wet pavement in long reflections that shimmered beneath 
passing carriage wheels.

Victor Sage paused across the street from the Royal Lyceum before crossing.

The theatre appeared ordinary again.

A pair of clerks hurried past with their coats drawn tight against the cool air. A hansom cab 
rattled by, its driver hunched beneath his collar. The great entrance doors of the Lyceum stood 
closed, its tall windows dark except for a faint glow somewhere deep within the building.

To anyone passing, it appeared exactly what it had always been—a theatre resting between 
performances.

Sage knew better.

He crossed the street and entered through the narrow side door used by stagehands and 
musicians. The corridor beyond smelled faintly of timber dust, paint, and damp velvet curtains. 
The silence inside the building felt heavier than the street outside, as though the theatre itself had 
not yet settled after the events of the previous night.

Footsteps sounded along the corridor.

Inspector Sterling emerged from the shadowed passage that led toward the stage. His coat was 
open, and he carried his gloves loosely in one hand.

“You returned,” Sterling said.

“I suspected you might have done the same,” Sage replied.

Sterling gave a short breath that might almost have been a laugh. “I prefer to examine a scene 
myself rather than rely on theatre gossip and private investigators.”

A Victor Sage Mystery

by Dan Anderson

The Scarlet Veil

https://newlookbodyworks.com/wp-content/uploads/2026/03/07-TSV-Chapter-7-1.mp3


There was irritation in the remark, though it lacked the edge it might once have carried.

They walked together toward the stage entrance.

Most of the work lamps had been extinguished since the afternoon rehearsal. Only two remained 
burning near the wings, casting pale light across the stage. The garden set stood exactly as it had 
earlier that day.

Painted ivy climbed the carved archway. A shallow stone fountain rested at center stage. Silk 
flowers hung motionless from nearly invisible wires. Without the glow of chandeliers or the 
movement of actors, the illusion appeared fragile.

Sterling stepped onto the stage first.

“Strange place for a murder,” he said quietly.

“Not strange,” Sage replied. “Ideal.”

Sterling turned slightly.

Sage moved slowly across the stage, examining the arrangement of scenery and shadow.

“A stage teaches a particular lesson,” he said. “It directs attention. The audience sees precisely 
what the scene allows them to see.”

He gestured toward the painted archway at center stage.

“If Helena Davenport stood there beneath the lights, every eye in the house would be fixed upon 
her. Her voice. Her expression. Her gesture.”

Sterling nodded.

“And everything else disappears.”

“Exactly.”

They moved into the dressing corridor where Helena had died. The cracked mirror remained 
where it had been left. A jagged fracture cut across the glass like a frozen bolt of lightning.

Sterling studied it for a moment.

“She struck it,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Hard enough to break the glass.”

“Likely in alarm,” Sage said.

“Or pain.”

“Possibly both.”

Sterling straightened.



“The poison acts quickly then.”

“Very quickly.”

For a moment neither man spoke.

Sterling turned his attention back toward the stage.

“You mentioned the veil fragment earlier,” he said.

Sage reached into his coat pocket and withdrew the folded scrap of scarlet silk. Even in the dim 
light, the color was unmistakable.

Sterling leaned closer.

“There is still a faint scent,” he said quietly. “Bitter almond.”

“Yes.”

Sterling examined the frayed edge.

“You believe this came from the original veil.”

“It appears so.”

“And it was delivered directly to you.”

“Yes.”

Sterling gave him a measured look.

“You understand why that interests me.”

“I do.”

Sterling folded his arms.

“If someone wished to conceal the murder weapon, sending a fragment of it to a private 
investigator seems a curious method.”

“Unless concealment was not the purpose,” Sage said.

Sterling waited.

Sage studied the silk a moment before folding it again.

“Consider the symbolism of the costume,” he said quietly. “The veil was embroidered with a 
serpent.”

Sterling raised an eyebrow.

“A serpent strikes once,” Sage continued. “The venom works quickly. Afterward the creature 
withdraws.”



“You are saying the veil served the same purpose.”

“In effect.”

Sterling glanced back toward the stage.

“And this fragment?”

Sage slipped the silk back into his coat.

“That is less certain.”

Sterling watched him.

“You believe it was sent deliberately.”

“Yes.”

“But you do not yet know why.”

“No.”

Sage stepped toward the edge of the stage and looked out across the darkened auditorium. The 
empty rows of velvet seats stretched upward into shadow.

“The fragment could be a warning,” he said slowly. “Or a challenge. Or merely proof that the 
serpent has already struck.”

Sterling joined him.

From the stage the Lyceum seemed vast. The balconies rose in tiers of darkness, offering dozens 
of places where a watcher might sit unseen.

“You believe the killer may have been among the audience,” Sterling said.

“It is possible.”

“And watched the entire performance.”

“Possibly.”

Sterling exhaled slowly.

“And afterward arranged for this fragment to reach your office.”

“Yes.”

Sterling shook his head.

“That sounds less like concealment and more like—”

He stopped.

Sage finished the thought.



“A continuation of the performance.”

For a moment the two men stood in silence.

Finally Sterling spoke again.

“Well then, Mr. Sage. If this is a performance, we must assume the audience has not yet lost 
interest.”

Sage looked once more across the darkened theatre.

The serpent had struck once.

But somewhere beyond the stage lights, the hand that guided it remained unseen.

And the curtain had not yet begun to fall.

Sage did not move from the edge of the stage.

“For a performance,” he said quietly, “it was arranged with remarkable precision.”

Sterling glanced toward him. “And yet something went wrong.”

Sage considered the darkened house.

“Or,” he said, “something went exactly as intended.”

Sterling said nothing to that.

A faint draft stirred the curtain at the wing, then settled again.

The theatre remained still.

But the stillness no longer felt empty.

It felt observed.

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/


Here’s a fun little reality 
most business owners 
avoid like a tax audit.

You’re “doing marketing.” 
Posting, boosting ads, 
handing out cards, maybe 
even paying someone who 
uses words like 
“engagement” and “brand 
presence” while your bank 
account quietly develops anxiety.

And yet… the phone does not ring with any 
dependable rhythm.

Some days, nothing. Other days, a couple calls—
usually from people who ask 47 questions and then 
disappear like a bad date.

That’s not a marketing system. That’s a hobby with 
expenses.

Here’s the hard truth: most business owners aren’t 
really marketing—they’re just doing a bunch of 
scattered promotional efforts and hoping something 
works.

Hope is not a strategy. It’s a delay tactic.

Real marketing is engineered. It is built to produce a 
response on purpose.

The difference is control.

Anybody can get attention. That part is easy. Post 
something, boost something, get likes, yell loud 
enough and somebody will look. But what happens 
next? That’s where most businesses lose the game.

Because they have no structure.

No clear offer that makes people feel stupid saying 
no. No message that speaks directly to what the 
customer already wants. No follow-up that keeps 
working after the first contact.

So attention leaks. Leads 
disappear. And the owner 
keeps “trying things” like a 
lab rat pressing buttons.

Meanwhile, another business 
in the same market installs a 
simple direct-response 
system and suddenly looks 
like a genius. Booked out. 
Busy. In demand.

Same customers. Same area.

Different outcome.

Not because they’re better at the work.

Because they’re better at controlling the process 
that brings the work in.

That’s the shift most people never make.

And once you see it, you can’t unsee it.

Mobility Marketer Insider™ was built for that 
exact shift. It strips away the noise and gives you 
what actually produces results—offers that pull, 
messaging that converts, and systems that keep 
leads coming in without constant chasing.

This isn’t theory. It’s how you stop guessing and 
start controlling.

You can see exactly how it works at 
mobilitymarketer.com.

Because once you have it, everything changes.

You stop hoping your marketing works.

And start expecting it to.

http://mobilitymarketer.com


Here’s a story you won’t see on a glossy magazine cover.

It doesn’t start with fame, money, or sold-out arenas. It 
starts with a young man flat broke, sleeping in a 
laundromat because it was the only place warm enough to 
get through the night. That is not poetic. That is survival.

Everything in his life had collapsed at once. His 
relationship was gone. His music career was going 
nowhere. He had no money, no direction, and no sense 
that anything was about to improve. Worse than all of 
that, he believed he had failed in a way that could not be 
fixed.

Going home was not comforting. It was humiliating. Walking through that door meant facing his mother and 
imagining exactly what she must think of him. Not potential. Not promise. Just disappointment.

That was the breaking point.

He did not want attention. He did not want sympathy. He wanted out. Quietly and permanently.

So he went to the closet and searched for something that would end it. Bleach seemed too harsh. Too violent. 
He settled on furniture polish instead, convincing himself it would do the job. That was the state of his 
thinking. Not rational. Not careful. Just desperate.

He drank it.

Instead of ending his life, it landed him in a psychiatric hospital.

Sitting there, he tried to explain to a well-dressed man that he did not belong. He insisted he was not crazy, just 
overwhelmed. The man listened politely, nodded, and then calmly stated that he was Kaiser Wilhelm before 
walking away.

In that moment, something shifted.

He realized he was not the worst case in the room. He saw people who were far deeper in than he was, and for 
the first time, he gained perspective. He made a quiet decision that if he got out, he would never let himself fall 
that far again.

He did get out.

And he kept that promise.

The man was Billy Joel.

Now you know what they didn't tell you.

What They Didn’t Tell You



Your Car Isn’t Clean… Here’s What You’re 

Missing Every Time You Wash

You washed it. It looks clean. You step back, nod like 
a proud owner… and completely miss what’s still 
clinging to the surface like a bad habit that won’t 
leave. That “clean” paint? It’s lying to you.

This video pulls the curtain back and shows what your 
eyes can’t see but your hand definitely can… rough, 
gritty contamination embedded deep in the paint. Then 
it walks you through the exact process to strip it out, 
starting with a color-changing iron remover that turns 
your car into a science experiment, followed by clay 
that quietly lifts everything your wash left behind.

End result… glass-smooth paint that actually 
feels clean, not just looks it.

Scan or tap the QR code for the video.

Sweet Pepper Carrot Appetizers 

Ingredients 

10 orange mini bell peppers 
8 ounces cream cheese ( 
1/4 cup Parmesan (finely grated) 
1/4 cup chives (fresh, finely chopped) 
1/4 cup parsley (fresh, finely chopped) 
1/2 teaspoon salt 
1/8 teaspoon black pepper 
fresh dill (a bunch) 

Instructions  

Cut each mini bell pepper in half lengthwise and remove all the 
seeds and membranes. Place onto a small tray/baking sheet. 

In a medium bowl, mix together cream cheese, grated 
Parmesan, chopped chives, salt, black pepper and a tablespoon 
of finely chopped dill until well combined. 

Use a fork or spoon to fill the halved peppers.  

Don't overfill, you can add more later if you have any leftover 
mixture. Place back onto the baking sheet. 

Finally, add a little sprig of fresh dill. Chill before serving. 

(803) 712-3458 9

TAKE A BREAK! 

Solution on page 10

Detailing Mastery

Scan or tap below for video

For Interactive Puzzle

https://newlookbodyworks.com/sudoku-dans-letter-april-2026/
https://newlookbodyworks.com/chemical-guys-clay-bar-tutorial/


(803) 712-3458 www.newlookbodyworks.com 10 

CALL US TODAY AT (803) 712-3458

PO Box 212443 
Columbia , SC 29221

Lioness Still Hugs The Man Who Raised Her From A Cub

INSIDE THIS ISSUE 

From the Desk of Dan Anderson 

PAGE 1 

The Mini-Sabbatical 

PAGE 1 

Trimming The Subscription Creep 

PAGE 2 

A Victor Sage Mystery… 

PAGE 3-7 

Why Your Marketing Isn’t Marketing… 

PAGE 8 

What They Didn’t Tell You 

PAGE 9 

Sweet Pepper Carrot Appetizers 

PAGE 10 

  

Lioness Still Hugs The Man… 

PAGE 11 

SOLUTION

Each morning, the metal gate opens and the earth seems to 
shift as a lioness, full grown and built for the wild, charges 
forward with all the weight and power nature intended, only 
to fold into the arms of the man who raised her from a fragile, 
abandoned cub. Nights once spent in the cold, bottle in 
hand, became years of trust carved quietly between them. 
Now she roams free across open land, hunting and living as 
she should, yet returns to him with a familiarity that defies 
instinct, collapsing into a moment that belongs only to them. 
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	Real confidence comes from stacking small wins. Make your bed. Finish the task. Keep a promise to yourself for once. Each tiny victory is a receipt proving you’re not full of it.
	And no, it’s not about impressing others. It’s about building evidence your brain can’t argue with. You did the thing. Then you did another. Suddenly, you’re someone who follows through.
	Do enough of these, and confidence shows up uninvited—like a guest who used to ignore you. Funny how that works.
	Let’s get something straight right out of the gate: most people don’t need a career change—they need a strategic interruption. What passes for “burnout” today is often just the natural consequence of running full speed in the wrong direction for too long. A Mini-Sabbatical—short, intentional, and well-planned—is not an indulgence. It’s maintenance. The kind smart performers use to avoid becoming mediocre ones.
	A Mini-Sabbatical isn’t quitting your job to wander aimlessly or “find yourself” between overpriced lattes and inspirational quotes. It’s a deliberate pause measured in weeks, not years, designed to give your brain something it hasn’t had in a while: space. Space to think clearly, evaluate honestly, and come back with sharper judgment. You’re not escaping your life—you’re stepping outside it long enough to see it properly.
	The reason this idea is suddenly so appealing is simple: modern work never shuts up. You are reachable at all times, expected to respond quickly, and quietly trained to believe that constant activity equals importance. It doesn’t. It equals noise. And after enough exposure, that noise dulls your thinking. You don’t notice it happening, but your decision-making gets sloppy, your creativity shrinks, and your tolerance for nonsense goes up—none of which are traits of high performers, despite how busy they look on paper.
	happening, but your decision-making gets sloppy, your creativity shrinks, and your tolerance for nonsense goes up—none of which are traits of high performers, despite how busy they look on paper.
	Now, the knee-jerk fear: “If I step away, won’t I damage my career?” Not if you handle it like a professional. What hurts careers isn’t taking a break—it’s disappearing without context, leaving messes behind, or returning with nothing to show for it. A Mini-Sabbatical, positioned correctly, signals discipline and foresight. It says you understand longevity beats short bursts of unsustainable effort.
	Execution matters. You don’t vanish—you communicate. You don’t leave chaos—you clean things up and make yourself temporarily replaceable. (And if that idea makes you uncomfortable, that’s not a reason to avoid it—that’s a signal you’ve built your role wrong.) While you’re away, you disconnect enough to actually reset. Not halfway. Not “just checking in.” Either you’re off, or you’re pretending. And when you return, you bring something back—clearer priorities, better ideas, improved systems. Proof the time mattered.
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	Most people wait for permission to take control of their time. It never comes. The ones who build lives they actually enjoy—and careers that last—don’t wait. They decide when to step back so they can move forward with intention.
	And if you’ve been feeling the pressure build, the clarity fade, and the motivation slip… that’s not a sign to push harder.
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	Subscriptions don’t feel expensive… until you realize you’re paying 12 different companies for things you barely remember signing up for. It’s not one big hit—it’s death by a thousand $9.99 charges.
	Here’s the cure. List everything. Every subscription, every auto-renew, every “free trial” that quietly turned into a monthly bill. Then get ruthless. Ask: “Would I sign up for this today?” If the answer isn’t a fast yes, cancel it. No hesitation.
	Now here’s where most people fail—they do this once and forget it. Big mistake. Subscription creep is patient. It waits. So set a reminder every few months and repeat the process.
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	makes sense. Track what you keep. Pay attention to your statements like someone who enjoys keeping their money.
	Because at the end of the day, this isn’t about cutting back—it’s about cutting out what doesn’t earn its place.
	🎧 Listen to the narrated version Chapter 7
	Chapter 7 — The Garden
	Evening gathered slowly over Bloomsbury. The damp London air carried the faint chill of approaching night, and the lamps along Wellington Street had begun to burn with a steady amber glow. Their light spread across the wet pavement in long reflections that shimmered beneath passing carriage wheels.
	Victor Sage paused across the street from the Royal Lyceum before crossing.
	The theatre appeared ordinary again.
	A pair of clerks hurried past with their coats drawn tight against the cool air. A hansom cab rattled by, its driver hunched beneath his collar. The great entrance doors of the Lyceum stood closed, its tall windows dark except for a faint glow somewhere deep within the building.
	To anyone passing, it appeared exactly what it had always been—a theatre resting between performances.
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	Sterling gave a short breath that might almost have been a laugh. “I prefer to examine a scene myself rather than rely on theatre gossip and private investigators.”
	There was irritation in the remark, though it lacked the edge it might once have carried.
	They walked together toward the stage entrance.
	Most of the work lamps had been extinguished since the afternoon rehearsal. Only two remained burning near the wings, casting pale light across the stage. The garden set stood exactly as it had earlier that day.
	Painted ivy climbed the carved archway. A shallow stone fountain rested at center stage. Silk flowers hung motionless from nearly invisible wires. Without the glow of chandeliers or the movement of actors, the illusion appeared fragile.
	Sterling stepped onto the stage first.
	“Strange place for a murder,” he said quietly.
	“Not strange,” Sage replied. “Ideal.”
	Sterling turned slightly.
	Sage moved slowly across the stage, examining the arrangement of scenery and shadow.
	“A stage teaches a particular lesson,” he said. “It directs attention. The audience sees precisely what the scene allows them to see.”
	He gestured toward the painted archway at center stage.
	“If Helena Davenport stood there beneath the lights, every eye in the house would be fixed upon her. Her voice. Her expression. Her gesture.”
	Sterling nodded.
	“And everything else disappears.”
	“Exactly.”
	They moved into the dressing corridor where Helena had died. The cracked mirror remained where it had been left. A jagged fracture cut across the glass like a frozen bolt of lightning.
	Sterling studied it for a moment.
	“She struck it,” he said.
	“Yes.”
	“Hard enough to break the glass.”
	“Likely in alarm,” Sage said.
	“Or pain.”
	“Possibly both.”
	Sterling straightened.
	“The poison acts quickly then.”
	“Very quickly.”
	For a moment neither man spoke.
	Sterling turned his attention back toward the stage.
	“You mentioned the veil fragment earlier,” he said.
	Sage reached into his coat pocket and withdrew the folded scrap of scarlet silk. Even in the dim light, the color was unmistakable.
	Sterling leaned closer.
	“There is still a faint scent,” he said quietly. “Bitter almond.”
	“Yes.”
	Sterling examined the frayed edge.
	“You believe this came from the original veil.”
	“It appears so.”
	“And it was delivered directly to you.”
	“Yes.”
	Sterling gave him a measured look.
	“You understand why that interests me.”
	“I do.”
	Sterling folded his arms.
	“If someone wished to conceal the murder weapon, sending a fragment of it to a private investigator seems a curious method.”
	“Unless concealment was not the purpose,” Sage said.
	Sterling waited.
	Sage studied the silk a moment before folding it again.
	“Consider the symbolism of the costume,” he said quietly. “The veil was embroidered with a serpent.”
	Sterling raised an eyebrow.
	“A serpent strikes once,” Sage continued. “The venom works quickly. Afterward the creature withdraws.”
	“You are saying the veil served the same purpose.”
	“In effect.”
	Sterling glanced back toward the stage.
	“And this fragment?”
	Sage slipped the silk back into his coat.
	“That is less certain.”
	Sterling watched him.
	“You believe it was sent deliberately.”
	“Yes.”
	“But you do not yet know why.”
	“No.”
	Sage stepped toward the edge of the stage and looked out across the darkened auditorium. The empty rows of velvet seats stretched upward into shadow.
	“The fragment could be a warning,” he said slowly. “Or a challenge. Or merely proof that the serpent has already struck.”
	Sterling joined him.
	From the stage the Lyceum seemed vast. The balconies rose in tiers of darkness, offering dozens of places where a watcher might sit unseen.
	“You believe the killer may have been among the audience,” Sterling said.
	“It is possible.”
	“And watched the entire performance.”
	“Possibly.”
	Sterling exhaled slowly.
	“And afterward arranged for this fragment to reach your office.”
	“Yes.”
	Sterling shook his head.
	“That sounds less like concealment and more like—”
	He stopped.
	Sage finished the thought.
	“A continuation of the performance.”
	For a moment the two men stood in silence.
	Finally Sterling spoke again.
	“Well then, Mr. Sage. If this is a performance, we must assume the audience has not yet lost interest.”
	Sage looked once more across the darkened theatre.
	The serpent had struck once.
	But somewhere beyond the stage lights, the hand that guided it remained unseen.
	And the curtain had not yet begun to fall.
	Sage did not move from the edge of the stage.
	“For a performance,” he said quietly, “it was arranged with remarkable precision.”
	Sterling glanced toward him. “And yet something went wrong.”
	Sage considered the darkened house.
	“Or,” he said, “something went exactly as intended.”
	Sterling said nothing to that.
	A faint draft stirred the curtain at the wing, then settled again.
	The theatre remained still.
	But the stillness no longer felt empty.
	It felt observed.
	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
	Here’s a fun little reality most business owners avoid like a tax audit.
	You’re “doing marketing.” Posting, boosting ads, handing out cards, maybe even paying someone who uses words like “engagement” and “brand presence” while your bank account quietly develops anxiety.
	And yet… the phone does not ring with any dependable rhythm.
	Some days, nothing. Other days, a couple calls—usually from people who ask 47 questions and then disappear like a bad date.
	That’s not a marketing system. That’s a hobby with expenses.
	Here’s the hard truth: most business owners aren’t really marketing—they’re just doing a bunch of scattered promotional efforts and hoping something works.
	Hope is not a strategy. It’s a delay tactic.
	Real marketing is engineered. It is built to produce a response on purpose.
	The difference is control.
	Anybody can get attention. That part is easy. Post something, boost something, get likes, yell loud enough and somebody will look. But what happens next? That’s where most businesses lose the game.
	Because they have no structure.
	No clear offer that makes people feel stupid saying no. No message that speaks directly to what the customer already wants. No follow-up that keeps working after the first contact.
	So attention leaks. Leads disappear. And the owner keeps “trying things” like a lab rat pressing buttons.
	Meanwhile, another business in the same market installs a simple direct-response system and suddenly looks like a genius. Booked out. Busy. In demand.
	Same customers. Same area.
	Different outcome.
	Not because they’re better at the work.
	Because they’re better at controlling the process that brings the work in.
	That’s the shift most people never make.
	And once you see it, you can’t unsee it.
	Mobility Marketer Insider™ was built for that exact shift. It strips away the noise and gives you what actually produces results—offers that pull, messaging that converts, and systems that keep leads coming in without constant chasing.
	This isn’t theory. It’s how you stop guessing and start controlling.
	You can see exactly how it works at mobilitymarketer.com.
	Because once you have it, everything changes.
	You stop hoping your marketing works.
	And start expecting it to.
	Here’s a story you won’t see on a glossy magazine cover.
	It doesn’t start with fame, money, or sold-out arenas. It starts with a young man flat broke, sleeping in a laundromat because it was the only place warm enough to get through the night. That is not poetic. That is survival.
	Everything in his life had collapsed at once. His relationship was gone. His music career was going nowhere. He had no money, no direction, and no sense that anything was about to improve. Worse than all of that, he believed he had failed in a way that could not be fixed.
	Going home was not comforting. It was humiliating. Walking through that door meant facing his mother and imagining exactly what she must think of him. Not potential. Not promise. Just disappointment.
	That was the breaking point.
	He did not want attention. He did not want sympathy. He wanted out. Quietly and permanently.
	So he went to the closet and searched for something that would end it. Bleach seemed too harsh. Too violent. He settled on furniture polish instead, convincing himself it would do the job. That was the state of his thinking. Not rational. Not careful. Just desperate.
	He drank it.
	Instead of ending his life, it landed him in a psychiatric hospital.
	Sitting there, he tried to explain to a well-dressed man that he did not belong. He insisted he was not crazy, just overwhelmed. The man listened politely, nodded, and then calmly stated that he was Kaiser Wilhelm before walking away.
	In that moment, something shifted.
	He realized he was not the worst case in the room. He saw people who were far deeper in than he was, and for the first time, he gained perspective. He made a quiet decision that if he got out, he would never let himself fall that far again.
	He did get out.
	And he kept that promise.
	The man was Billy Joel.
	Now you know what they didn't tell you.
	Your Car Isn’t Clean… Here’s What You’re Missing Every Time You Wash
	You washed it. It looks clean. You step back, nod like a proud owner… and completely miss what’s still clinging to the surface like a bad habit that won’t leave. That “clean” paint? It’s lying to you.
	This video pulls the curtain back and shows what your eyes can’t see but your hand definitely can… rough, gritty contamination embedded deep in the paint. Then it walks you through the exact process to strip it out, starting with a color-changing iron remover that turns your car into a science experiment, followed by clay that quietly lifts everything your wash left behind.
	End result… glass-smooth paint that actually feels clean, not just looks it.
	Scan or tap the QR code for the video.
	Sweet Pepper Carrot Appetizers
	Ingredients
	10 orange mini bell peppers
	8 ounces cream cheese (
	1/4 cup Parmesan (finely grated)
	1/4 cup chives (fresh, finely chopped)
	1/4 cup parsley (fresh, finely chopped)
	1/2 teaspoon salt
	1/8 teaspoon black pepper
	fresh dill (a bunch)
	Instructions
	Cut each mini bell pepper in half lengthwise and remove all the seeds and membranes. Place onto a small tray/baking sheet.
	In a medium bowl, mix together cream cheese, grated Parmesan, chopped chives, salt, black pepper and a tablespoon of finely chopped dill until well combined.
	Use a fork or spoon to fill the halved peppers.
	Don't overfill, you can add more later if you have any leftover mixture. Place back onto the baking sheet.
	Finally, add a little sprig of fresh dill. Chill before serving.
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	Each morning, the metal gate opens and the earth seems to shift as a lioness, full grown and built for the wild, charges forward with all the weight and power nature intended, only to fold into the arms of the man who raised her from a fragile, abandoned cub. Nights once spent in the cold, bottle in hand, became years of trust carved quietly between them. Now she roams free across open land, hunting and living as she should, yet returns to him with a familiarity that defies instinct, collapsing into a moment that belongs only to them.

