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This year’s annual collection of my Blogs is dedicated to 
two groups of people who serve others.
First, there are the First Responders, mainly comprising 
the Armed Forces, police, fire and health workers.
Second, the Chronic Responders, mainly family, friends, 
volunteers, and usually low-paid helpers.
My thanks for your continued dedication to helping others.
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The cover photo is an AI-generated image. I couldn’t find a royalty-free image to 
capture the nuances of feeling confident and competent, so I tried out AI-free 
services. Here are the AI prompts I used to achieve the cover photo.
Create a 21.25 x 12 cm image. It is divided diagonally from lower left to upper right. 
The left has a person indicating confidence. The right image has a person indicating 
competency. 
 
Can you redo this so the setting can have a book naturally on its side, left book 
printed with the word confident and the right book with competent?
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[image: I had a goal for this year. I want to be confident and competent as an older adult in a few areas. An example of this is using the Transit app on my phone. To younger generations, it is almost impossible to appreciate what you’ve learned by osmosis and what older adults must school themselves to learn. The standard I set for myself was to be both confident and competent.… I had a goal for this year. I want to be confident and competent as an older adult in a few areas. An example of this is using the Transit app on my phone. To younger generations, it is almost impossible to appreciate what you’ve learned by osmosis and what older adults must school themselves to learn. The standard I set for myself was to be both confident and competent.

So it was off to TOJ, or Training On the Job. I started taking the bus to destinations with an open-ended arrival time, such as a distant shopping mall. I have worked my way to setting my 'leave by’ or 'arrive by,' plugging in my Airpods and boarding the bus. I was confident that it would interrupt my music with a notification of my upcoming stop.

Please send me an email with any feedback you’d care to offer.
Glenn Walmsley
Glenn.Walmsley@icloud.com
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I had a goal for this year. I want to be confident and competent as an older adult in a few 
areas. An example of this is using the Transit app on my phone. To younger generations, it 
is almost impossible to appreciate what you’ve learned by osmosis and what older adults 
must school themselves to learn. The standard I set for myself was to be both confident 
and competent.
 
So it was off to TOJ, or Training On the Job. I started taking the bus to destinations 
with an open-ended arrival time, such as a distant shopping mall. I have worked my way to 
setting my 'leave by’ or 'arrive by,' plugging in my Airpods and boarding the bus. I was 
confident that it would interrupt my music with a notification of my upcoming stop.
 
Please send me an email with any feedback you’d care to offer.
Glenn Walmsley
Glenn.Walmsley@icloud.com
 
DISCLAIMER: I have softly edited these Blogs from their original posting. I also don’t 
receive any compensation from anyone, business, etc.
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 I have been writing most of my life - short articles in local newspapers or periodicals in the 
early days. This year, I completed my 300th Blog. That’s quite an achievement, evolving 
from worrying about what I would write for my 10th Blog!
This is a picture of me in July of any year, wearing my Tour de France "King of the 
Mountain" leader jersey.
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B.O.A.T Moment
(Bit Of A Think) 
 
I hope you enjoyed the 52 'Confidence and Competency' 
Adventures in this book.
 
Thanks for considering a donation to 
St. Albert Seniors Association 
It means a lot.
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[image: I recall a story of President John F. Kennedy (JFK). With this Blog, it doesn’t really matter whether it is true or not. It makes a great point about ‘purpose.’… I recall a story of President John F. Kennedy (JFK). With this Blog, it doesn’t really matter whether it is true or not. It makes a great point about ‘purpose.’
 
JFK was walking through the construction floor of NASA, where the rocketship and related capsule, etc., were being built. He stopped as he passed a janitor dutifully cleaning the floor. He asked the man what he did for NASA. The janitor replied that, “I am helping put a man on the moon.”
 
Purpose.
 
Nothing explains better than this story of how successful businesses succeed when they have a clearly defined purpose that is operationalized at every level of the organization.
 
When I was a social worker in charge of a new in-home parenting support team of about 25 people. They didn’t have any offices or dedicated phones, landlines back then. It was a 24/7 operation. We could get a call at anytime to meet with a family with the goal to avoid having a child go into care while still keeping the child safe.
 
We had the usual policies and procedures at the time but the situations families found themselves in were often beyond the simplicity of a procedure. We needed guide rails to help the front-line workers to make decisions.
 
My simplified policy and procedure statement went something like this. “Keep the child safe. Stay within budget limitations and remain ethical. Please don’t tell me at some point in your work that you didn’t know you could do such and such a thing.”
 
Although the entire team was rarely together, they all pulled together as one. They enjoyed the freedom to make decisions in real-time. They felt confident they would be supported, even if things didn’t always work out.
 
When a referral came into the office we could accept or decline the referral. These calls were our lifeblood financially for the program as we were paid on an hourly rate. To avoid workers giving the secretaries a hard time when those late Friday referrals came in and folks were trying to wind-down for the weekend I held a program wide meeting. 
 
“If we empowered the secretaries to accept all referrals unless otherwise notified, then the front line field workers had to be willing to take the referrals and help sort out who they would be assigned to.”
 It was unanimous that all referrals should be accepted.
 
I can’t recall one referral that wasn’t easily assigned with a willingness by the front-line person to depart immediately to the home of the child where the child welfare worker was waiting for us.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Think about your own personal ‘purpose.’ What is it? What is the one guiding northern star that lasts your lifetime?

Photo by Mark Fletcher-Brown on Unsplash
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please email me with your bit of a think.
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
 
Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
                                                 ]

I
 recall a story of President John F. Kennedy (JFK). With this Blog, it doesn’t really 
matter whether it is true or not. It makes a great point about ‘purpose.’
 
JFK was walking through the construction floor of NASA, where the rocketship and 
related capsule, etc., were being built. He stopped as he passed a janitor dutifully cleaning 
the floor. He asked the man what he did for NASA. The janitor replied that, “I am helping 
put a man on the moon.”
 
Purpose.
 
Nothing explains better than this story of how successful businesses succeed when they 
have a clearly defined purpose that is operationalized at every level of the organization.
 
When I was a social worker in charge of a new in-home parenting support team of about 25 
people. They didn’t have any offices or dedicated phones, landlines back then. It was a 
24/7 operation. We could get a call at anytime to meet with a family with the goal to avoid 
having a child go into care while still keeping the child safe.
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My simplified policy and procedure statement went something like this. “Keep the child safe. Stay within budget limitations and remain ethical. Please don’t tell me at some point in your work that you didn’t know you could do such and such a thing.”
 
Although the entire team was rarely together, they all pulled together as one. They enjoyed the freedom to make decisions in real-time. They felt confident they would be supported, even if things didn’t always work out.
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“If we empowered the secretaries to accept all referrals unless otherwise notified, then the front line field workers had to be willing to take the referrals and help sort out who they would be assigned to.”
 It was unanimous that all referrals should be accepted.
 
I can’t recall one referral that wasn’t easily assigned with a willingness by the front-line person to depart immediately to the home of the child where the child welfare worker was waiting for us.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Think about your own personal ‘purpose.’ What is it? What is the one guiding northern star that lasts your lifetime?
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I am curious about your thoughts. Please email me with your bit of a think.
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
 
Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
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We had the usual policies and procedures at the time but the situations families found 
themselves in were often beyond the simplicity of a procedure. We needed guide rails to 
help the front-line workers to make decisions.
 
My simplified policy and procedure statement went something like this. “Keep the child 
safe. Stay within budget limitations and remain ethical. Please don’t tell me at some point 
in your work that you didn’t know you could do such and such a thing.”
 
Although the entire team was rarely together, they all pulled together as one. They 
enjoyed the freedom to make decisions in real-time. They felt confident they would be 
supported, even if things didn’t always work out.
 
When a referral came into the office we could accept or decline the referral. These calls 
were our lifeblood financially for the program as we were paid on an hourly rate. To avoid 
workers giving the secretaries a hard time when those late Friday referrals came in and 
folks were trying to wind-down for the weekend I held a program wide meeting. 
 
“If we empowered the secretaries to accept all referrals unless otherwise notified, then 
the front line field workers had to be willing to take the referrals and help sort out who 
they would be assigned to.”
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 It was unanimous that all referrals should be accepted.
 
I can’t recall one referral that wasn’t easily assigned with a willingness by the front-line 
person to depart immediately to the home of the child where the child welfare worker 
was waiting for us.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Think about your own personal ‘purpose.’ What is it? 
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[image: I like to wait a bit for the Christmas and New Year's celebrations hubbub to settle down before panning past, present, and future for nuggets of gold. This time grounds me and helps me prioritize things for the year ahead. It can be disturbing, challenging and calming. I’m never sure where this mental journey will take me when I start.… I like to wait a bit for the Christmas and New Year's celebrations hubbub to settle down before panning past, present, and future for nuggets of gold. This time grounds me and helps me prioritize things for the year ahead. It can be disturbing, challenging and calming. I’m never sure where this mental journey will take me when I start.
 
Dig in with me now to see what I came up with.
 
First come the memories. At my age, the memories I gather at the top of my list are very different than, say, 10 years ago. They seem stronger, picked to last long and have a more substantial impact.
 
My brother is 5 years older than I am. I always joke with him that because my birthday is 1 month earlier in the year, so for that 1 month, I catch up, and I’m only 4 years behind. He is currently in a care home. 
 
It is a very tough time for all in his sphere of love. My life seems so easy when I’m home, between visits. He makes my struggles as I age pale in comparison. He gives me courage.
 
Another memory is the chance meeting of a stranger on one of my visits to my brother. Geography separates us, but with luck, we’ll get to have a catch-up each year. She is such an interesting person to spend time with. It strengthened my resolve to figuratively say ‘hello’ to the person next to me. I just never know where it will lead.
 
Friends. They play an essential part in my life, particularly in the present. Not counting relatives, I have more people in my life I call friends than ever before. Rounded up, it is about 10. To my surprise, I’m coping quite well.
 
These folks all contribute different things, and I hope I contribute my unique presence.
 
Lastly comes the reflection of hope.
 
Without hope, having a cup half-full perspective is hard to achieve. I’ve found life is much easier with an optimistic view while not getting too strong of a rose tint on my glasses.
 
I always remind myself that hope is not a plan. With my hope comes a responsibility to turn that hope into action.
 
The hope that I’ll be a better person this new year is not an end but a beginning to develop specific goals and commit to a strategy to turn the hope into an achievement that will become some of my memories when I start all over again next year.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. Try getting a tea or coffee, settle into your favourite chair and take some ‘me’ time.  What memories come back to you? How can you strengthen your relationships with friends and family? Can you develop some goals and a plan to meet them?
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If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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I
 like to wait a bit for the Christmas and New Year's celebrations hubbub to settle 
down before panning past, present, and future for nuggets of gold. This time grounds 
me and helps me prioritize things for the year ahead. It can be disturbing, challenging and 
calming. I’m never sure where this mental journey will take me when I start.
 
Dig in with me now to see what I came up with.
 
First come the memories. At my age, the memories I gather at the top of my list are very 
different than, say, 10 years ago. They seem stronger, picked to last long and have a more 
substantial impact.
 
My brother is 5 years older than I am. I always joke with him that because my birthday is 
1 month earlier in the year, so for that 1 month, I catch up, and I’m only 4 years behind. 
He is currently in a care home. 
 
It is a very tough time for all in his sphere of love. My life seems so easy when I’m home, 
between visits. He makes my struggles as I age pale in comparison. He gives me courage.
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It is a very tough time for all in his sphere of love. My life seems so easy when I’m home, between visits. He makes my struggles as I age pale in comparison. He gives me courage.
 
Another memory is the chance meeting of a stranger on one of my visits to my brother. Geography separates us, but with luck, we’ll get to have a catch-up each year. She is such an interesting person to spend time with. It strengthened my resolve to figuratively say ‘hello’ to the person next to me. I just never know where it will lead.
 
Friends. They play an essential part in my life, particularly in the present. Not counting relatives, I have more people in my life I call friends than ever before. Rounded up, it is about 10. To my surprise, I’m coping quite well.
 
These folks all contribute different things, and I hope I contribute my unique presence.
 
Lastly comes the reflection of hope.
 
Without hope, having a cup half-full perspective is hard to achieve. I’ve found life is much easier with an optimistic view while not getting too strong of a rose tint on my glasses.
 
I always remind myself that hope is not a plan. With my hope comes a responsibility to turn that hope into action.
 
The hope that I’ll be a better person this new year is not an end but a beginning to develop specific goals and commit to a strategy to turn the hope into an achievement that will become some of my memories when I start all over again next year.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. Try getting a tea or coffee, settle into your favourite chair and take some ‘me’ time.  What memories come back to you? How can you strengthen your relationships with friends and family? Can you develop some goals and a plan to meet them?
 
Photo by  Faris Mohammed on Unsplash 

If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
]
Another memory is the chance meeting of a stranger on one of my visits to my brother. 
Geography separates us, but with luck, we’ll get to have a catch-up each year. She is such 
an interesting person to spend time with. It strengthened my resolve to figuratively say 
‘hello’ to the person next to me. I just never know where it will lead.
 
Friends. They play an essential part in my life, particularly in the present. Not counting 
relatives, I have more people in my life I call friends than ever before. Rounded up, it is 
about 10. To my surprise, I’m coping quite well.
 
These folks all contribute different things, and I hope I contribute my unique presence.
 
Lastly comes the reflection of hope.
 
Without hope, having a cup half-full perspective is hard to achieve. I’ve found life is much 
easier with an optimistic view while not getting too strong of a rose tint on my glasses.
 
I always remind myself that hope is not a plan. With my hope comes a responsibility to 
turn that hope into action.
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Friends. They play an essential part in my life, particularly in the present. Not counting relatives, I have more people in my life I call friends than ever before. Rounded up, it is about 10. To my surprise, I’m coping quite well.
 
These folks all contribute different things, and I hope I contribute my unique presence.
 
Lastly comes the reflection of hope.
 
Without hope, having a cup half-full perspective is hard to achieve. I’ve found life is much easier with an optimistic view while not getting too strong of a rose tint on my glasses.
 
I always remind myself that hope is not a plan. With my hope comes a responsibility to turn that hope into action.
 
The hope that I’ll be a better person this new year is not an end but a beginning to develop specific goals and commit to a strategy to turn the hope into an achievement that will become some of my memories when I start all over again next year.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. Try getting a tea or coffee, settle into your favourite chair and take some ‘me’ time.  What memories come back to you? How can you strengthen your relationships with friends and family? Can you develop some goals and a plan to meet them?
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The hope that I’ll be a better person this new year is not an end but a beginning to 
develop specific goals and commit to a strategy to turn the hope into an achievement that 
will become some of my memories when I start all over again next year.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. Try 
getting a tea or coffee, settle into your favourite chair and take some ‘me’ time.  What 
memories come back to you? How can you strengthen your relationships with friends and 
family? Can you develop some goals and a plan to meet them?
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And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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I’m not sure of the source for the title. I came across it a few days before writing The Blog. It was an interesting way to address the themes in Charles Dickens’s A Christmas Carole: Past, Present, and Future.
 
I don’t remember the content more than just the title.
 
I started reflecting on my past, present, and future, as I usually do at year's end or beginning. This just gave me a fresh perspective.
 
I thought it might be of interest to others.
 
Tada!

]
Backstory to This Blog
 
I’m not sure of the source for the title. I came across it a few days before writing The 
Blog. It was an interesting way to address the themes in Charles Dickens’s A Christmas 
Carole: Past, Present, and Future.
 
I don’t remember the content more than just the title.
 
I started reflecting on my past, present, and future, as I usually do at year's end or 
beginning. This just gave me a fresh perspective.
 
I thought it might be of interest to others.
 
Tada!
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One phrasing he did instill in me was ‘Everything in Moderation.”
 
It was so annoying. 
 
Live a little, Dad. Just go for it, Dad. 
 
Sometimes, the silver lining wasn’t very shiny. Rose-coloured glasses sometimes distorted reality. Moderation was sooooo boring.
 
Fortunately, or unfortunately, I’m turning into my father as I age as gracefully as possible.
 
Diets. I’ve been working to find the secret combination of food that includes chocolate, fries, chips, and sugar in its various forms. Ultimately, it remains a secret.
 
I’ve settled into a pattern of eating in moderation. I make a little bit of chocolate go a long way. News flash: quickly devouring the whole bar doesn’t reduce the calories! Moderation.
 
I now try to diversify my range of foods, eat fewer calories daily, stop tracking detailed metrics of my diet, and indulge a few days a year. It’s working, but not very quickly. Oh, yeah! Moderation.
On a bigger scale of moderation, I came across the greening of cities. This creates more greenery, wetlands, rainwater collections, and mosquitoes. There are many opportunities for these insects to lay their eggs in still water. One thousand eggs per female mosquito isn’t an unreasonable estimate.
 
But a goal of moderation is realistic and worthwhile. A healthy wetland has flowing water and diverse plants and insects, especially the mosquito-eating kinds. Moderation will help us reduce the mosquito population and avoid large-scale spraying, for example. 
 
Backyard swimming and wading pools can be managed so they don’t attract insect egg-laying. We don’t have to give up our pools. Moderation. A little time devoted to pool management will do the trick.
 
Household budgeting. One moderation strategy I’ve adopted is to put aside money each month for any expenses that aren’t monthly occurrences. I pay my house insurance annually, so I put $100 each month into my savings account, and come insurance premium time, I transfer the funds without stressing.
 
This approach reduces the highs and lows of a monthly financial roller coaster. There’s that moderation sneaking into every corner of my life.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Are you a moderation seeker? Do you prefer the adrenaline rush of a wide variation in your life? Do you mix it up a bit, preferring moderation only in some areas? How do your children and grandchildren compare to you on the moderation continuum?
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo AI Request: Create an image in landscape, on moderation
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
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I’ve settled into a pattern of eating in moderation. I make a little bit of chocolate go a 
long way. News flash: quickly devouring the whole bar doesn’t reduce the calories! 
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I now try to diversify my range of foods, eat fewer calories daily, stop tracking detailed 
metrics of my diet, and indulge a few days a year. It’s working, but not very quickly. Oh, 
yeah! Moderation.
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greenery, wetlands, rainwater collections, and mosquitoes. There are many opportunities 
for these insects to lay their eggs in still water. One thousand eggs per female mosquito 
isn’t an unreasonable estimate.
 
But a goal of moderation is realistic and worthwhile. A healthy wetland has flowing water 
and diverse plants and insects, especially the mosquito-eating kinds. Moderation will help 
us reduce the mosquito population and avoid large-scale spraying, for example. 
 
Backyard swimming and wading pools can be managed so they don’t attract insect egg-
laying. We don’t have to give up our pools. Moderation. A little time devoted to pool 
management will do the trick.
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I dove into my archive of topic ideas for this Blog.  I reviewed a few topics before viewing a TedTalkx video about mosquitoes in Australia. The focus was on considering greening urban design needs to include insect control. This would reduce the transmission of diseases and increase the enjoyment of being outdoors.
 
I started on that topic but realized it was too Australia-centred. I broadened the message about moderation (reduce mosquitoes, not eliminate them) to this Blog as you read here.
 
Tada!
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[image: I was listening to several programs about big business. Snippets about marketing were included in these programs. It was a fascinating presentation.… I was listening to several programs about big business. Snippets about marketing were included in these programs. It was a fascinating presentation.
 
One of the storylines was about McDonald’s early days. I’ll focus on the period when they were going through tough times. They decided to bring in a person to help them figure out how to grow their business. This person reviewed their financial books and did an environmental scan.
 
Then he told them that they were not in the hamburger business.
 
Wait. Say that again.
 
McDonald’s was not in the hamburger business.
 
MacDonald’s was really in the real estate business.
 
Tell me more. 
 
I’m glad you asked. They made their biggest profits and had fewer revenue ups and downs when they owned the land and buildings upon which the franchisee focused on the hamburger business. If sales slowed, they were still owed the rental money.
 
This isn’t as black and white as I’m portraying. But it certainly is a different way of doing this. Yes, McDonald’s has a considerable stake in the financial health of the franchisee operation. However, a reliable income from around the world keeps a smoother level of revenue.
 
Another example is Molson’s beer. At first glance, they are in the beer business. 
 
Wait for it.
 
They are really in the party business. Just check out their ads. They try to differentiate their generic best-selling beer from the competition by 30 clips of people socializing, vacationing, partying, and watching sports.
 
If you want to have fun, line up 5 of the top-selling generic beers of your choice and then do a blind taste test with your friends. They will likely struggle to identify their favourite brand.
 
The last example is a personal one. I managed several multimillion-dollar programs in the last couple of decades of my career. One thing I kept in mind was to refresh what I told myself, the staff, and others about the business we were really in.
 
We were in the business of treating and assisting those who came to us for help in their long-term recovery. Every staff member should have this single focus: supervisors, counsellors, administration staff, and management.
 
When strangers asked me the simple question, " What do I do for a living?” I avoided saying I managed a program, a budget, or a staff group. I told them I helped people recover from their addiction, improve their parenting skills, or provide some other specific service with a specific result.
 
My business, really, was not about the inputs of this journey but the outcomes of the destination.
 
Lest you think I was a miracle worker, I didn’t consistently achieve this approach. But, I was successful far more than I failed to keep my real business uppermost in my mind.
 
In my personal life, I keep a focus on my real business of being a better human being. The words of my faith summarize this. Ghlarn (pronounced Flarn) is an anacronym for Gratitude, Hope, Love, Attitude, Respect and Nature.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Paul Skorupskas on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
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I’m glad you asked. They made their biggest profits and had fewer revenue ups and downs 
when they owned the land and buildings upon which the franchisee focused on the 
hamburger business. If sales slowed, they were still owed the rental money.
 
This isn’t as black and white as I’m portraying. But it certainly is a different way of doing 
this. Yes, McDonald’s has a considerable stake in the financial health of the franchisee 
operation. However, a reliable income from around the world keeps a smoother level of 
revenue.
 
Another example is Molson’s beer. At first glance, they are in the beer business. 
 
Wait for it.
 
They are really in the party business. Just check out their ads. They try to differentiate 
their generic best-selling beer from the competition by 30 clips of people socializing, 
vacationing, partying, and watching sports.
 
If you want to have fun, line up 5 of the top-selling generic beers of your choice and then 
do a blind taste test with your friends. They will likely struggle to identify their 
favourite brand.
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I’m reading ’Why We Remember’ by Charan Ranganath. Fascinating stuff, even if I don’t quite understand it all.
 
Here’s a tidbit.
 
In 1906, Richard Ivens confessed to a brutal murder. Victim, Elizabeth Hollister, had been strangled by a copper wire. Her body was found 4 blocks from her home on a trash heap. Richard discovered the body and reported it to the police.
 
Even with no criminal record or history of violent behaviour and no evidence that tied him to the murder, he became the prime suspect. After hours of a grilling interrogation, to the crime. police repeatedly tried to get him to confess. Eventually, he broke down and confessed – twice. The first confession was short and full of holes. Shortly after, his written statement was full of details, still riddled with inconsistencies. 
 
Upon further questioning by other investigators, his story was consistent with his written statement.
 
During the trial, others came forward with credible alibis for Richard. Also, a noted pioneer at the time in inaccuracies of human memory reviewed the situation and wrote that the confession was “exactly like the involuntary elaboration of a suggestion put into his mind.” 
 
The prosecutor even acknowledged that the timeline given by Richard indicated he couldn’t be the murderer. Richard made a late statement of innocence. There were extensive arguments about his innocence and similar declarations by prominent psychologists.
 
He was found guilty after a jury deliberation of 30 minutes.
 
Richard Ivens was hanged a month later.
 
The author pondered aloud with his words on the page. “How could someone remember committing a crime if they did not commit it?”
 
Please understand that I’m shortening a 200-page book into a few hundred words. I’m leaving out many details of the science of remembering.
 Here’s my quick summary: “Every time we recall an experience, what we remember is suffused with the residue of the last time we remembered it.”
 
Remember the words of the police inspector during his first meeting with Richard, “You did this.” Many of the details of the murder, true or imagined by the investigating officers, were shoved into Richard’s thoughts. At one point, one of the detectives brandished a gun.
 
What role did fear, stress, hunger, and bathroom breaks play in Richard’s thought processes?
 
Please give this a bit of a think. The research indicates an increase in recall of fake memories as we age. We’ve told many of our stories to different people and often to the same folks. I think some of my vivid memories have changed over time. Some of the current details don’t stand up to scrutiny, especially when compared to the recollections of others who were there. Those folks are also recalling fake memories.
 
Most of the time, the recall does nothing but make the stories more detailed and interesting. A person’s life does not rest on accurate recall.
 
How do you think you are doing with your personal stories you tell with friends and relatives? Do they recall the same experience the way you remember it?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Rolands Zilvinskis on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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I’m reading ’Why We Remember’ by Charan Ranganath. Fascinating stuff, even if I don’t 
quite understand it all.
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In 1906, Richard Ivens confessed to a brutal murder. Victim, Elizabeth Hollister, had been 
strangled by a copper wire. Her body was found 4 blocks from her home on a trash heap. 
Richard discovered the body and reported it to the police.
 
Even with no criminal record or history of violent behaviour and no evidence that tied him 
to the murder, he became the prime suspect. After hours of a grilling interrogation, to the 
crime. police repeatedly tried to get him to confess. Eventually, he broke down and 
confessed – twice. The first confession was short and full of holes. Shortly after, his 
written statement was full of details, still riddled with inconsistencies. 
 
Upon further questioning by other investigators, his story was consistent with his written 
statement.
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During the trial, others came forward with credible alibis for Richard. Also, a noted 
pioneer at the time in inaccuracies of human memory reviewed the situation and wrote 
that the confession was “exactly like the involuntary elaboration of a suggestion put into 
his mind.” 
 
The prosecutor even acknowledged that the timeline given by Richard indicated he 
couldn’t be the murderer. Richard made a late statement of innocence. There were 
extensive arguments about his innocence and similar declarations by prominent 
psychologists.
 
He was found guilty after a jury deliberation of 30 minutes.
 
Richard Ivens was hanged a month later.
 
The author pondered aloud with his words on the page. “How could someone remember 
committing a crime if they did not commit it?”
 
Please understand that I’m shortening a 200-page book into a few hundred words. I’m 
leaving out many details of the science of remembering.
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 Here’s my quick summary: “Every time we recall an experience, what we remember is 
suffused with the residue of the last time we remembered it.”
 
Remember the words of the police inspector during his first meeting with Richard, “You 
did this.” Many of the details of the murder, true or imagined by the investigating 
officers, were shoved into Richard’s thoughts. At one point, one of the detectives 
brandished a gun.
 
What role did fear, stress, hunger, and bathroom breaks play in Richard’s thought 
processes?
 
Please give this a bit of a think. The research indicates an increase in recall of fake 
memories as we age. We’ve told many of our stories to different people and often to the 
same folks. I think some of my vivid memories have changed over time. Some of the 
current details don’t stand up to scrutiny, especially when compared to the recollections 
of others who were there. Those folks are also recalling fake memories.
 
Most of the time, the recall does nothing but make the stories more detailed and 
interesting. A person’s life does not rest on accurate recall.
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How do you think you are doing with your personal stories you tell with friends and 
relatives? Do they recall the same experience the way you remember it?
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I closed the book after reading the final page. I reflected on my new insights. I became more aware of the shared experiences I have with my wife. Let’s call her a witness in this context.
Recently, there were two instances in which we shared details of a shared experience. It was as if we had been there alone, so different were our recollections. 
Tada!
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was as if we had been there alone, so different were our recollections. 
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[image: I dream almost every night, but that wasn’t always the case. Before I moved on from paid work, I rarely dreamed – at least knowingly. Maybe 3-5 times in a year. Now, it is almost every night. I don’t know the significance of the timing. It was as if a switch flipped the night of my retirement.… I dream almost every night, but that wasn’t always the case. Before I moved on from paid work, I rarely dreamed – at least knowingly. Maybe 3-5 times in a year. Now, it is almost every night. I don’t know the significance of the timing. It was as if a switch flipped the night of my retirement.
 
I’m lucky that I enjoy my dreams, although they are fuzzy even just a few minutes after waking.
 
My dreams are filled with adventures in different time periods, from the Middle Ages to the present. Rarely do they contain anything that defies the natural laws, such as gravity.
 
Recently, I had an unusual experience with all this dream stuff, particularly with one dream. The dream involved some previous period, about two hundred years ago. I am rarely the central character. I’m there but unnoticed. I’m not floating above or hiding. Somebody had decided to make 365 jigsaw puzzles depicting something significant for every day of the year. So that meant a one-off collection of these puzzles was lost over the years.
 
I recalled these details during my waking hours, not as a dream but as something I read about, perhaps in National Geographic magazine. I thought it was real. It wasn’t noteworthy, so I didn’t mention it to anyone.
 
I thought about the history of jigsaw puzzles and thought a search for where this collection would be an enjoyable adventure. Then, it began to dawn on me that I had dreamt it all!
This wouldn’t be the first time this happened. I had one dream before my retirement, and that part of it involved the death of a friend. In my waking hours, I thought he had passed. Much to my shock, surprise, and relief, my path crossed his path, and all was revealed. 
 
I can usually go back to a previous dream and continue my adventure. I’ve had a lot of practice with aging-old-man middle-of-the-night behaviours. With practice, most nights, I could return repeatedly to the storyline I was engaged in.
 
So, last night, I went to bed to dream about searching for the collection. I observed others finding a few pieces on their last dig before giving up. These few jigsaw pieces meant the motherlode had to be nearby.  The searchers found this at the edge of an ancient garbage dump. With technology, they were able to complete over 200-day puzzles. Then I woke up!
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you dream, and are you able to recall your dreams? Are they scary, fun, or defying natural laws such as gravity? Can you return to pick up the story?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
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I
 dream almost every night, but that wasn’t always the case. Before I moved on from 
paid work, I rarely dreamed – at least knowingly. Maybe 3-5 times in a year. Now, it is 
almost every night. I don’t know the significance of the timing. It was as if a switch 
flipped the night of my retirement.
 
I’m lucky that I enjoy my dreams, although they are fuzzy even just a few minutes after 
waking.
 
My dreams are filled with adventures in different time periods, from the Middle Ages to 
the present. Rarely do they contain anything that defies the natural laws, such as gravity.
 
Recently, I had an unusual experience with all this dream stuff, particularly with one 
dream. The dream involved some previous period, about two hundred years ago. I am rarely 
the central character. I’m there but unnoticed. I’m not floating above or hiding. Somebody 
had decided to make 365 jigsaw puzzles depicting something significant for every day of 
the year. So that meant a one-off collection of these puzzles was lost over the years.
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I recalled these details during my waking hours, not as a dream but as something I read 
about, perhaps in National Geographic magazine. I thought it was real. It wasn’t 
noteworthy, so I didn’t mention it to anyone.
 
I thought about the history of jigsaw puzzles and thought a search for where this 
collection would be an enjoyable adventure. Then, it began to dawn on me that I had 
dreamt it all!
This wouldn’t be the first time this happened. I had one dream before my retirement, and 
that part of it involved the death of a friend. In my waking hours, I thought he had 
passed. Much to my shock, surprise, and relief, my path crossed his path, and all was 
revealed. 
 
I can usually go back to a previous dream and continue my adventure. I’ve had a lot of 
practice with aging-old-man middle-of-the-night behaviours. With practice, most nights, I 
could return repeatedly to the storyline I was engaged in.
 
So, last night, I went to bed to dream about searching for the collection. I observed 
others finding a few pieces on their last dig before giving up. These few jigsaw pieces 
meant the motherlode had to be nearby.  The searchers found this at the edge of an 
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My wife and I have very different dream experiences. I won’t go into her experience, but the difference helped me to appreciate the different dream experiences of others.
 
I don’t think of dreams as a window into my soul. They just happen, and any interpretation is just that – interpretation. I don’t spend a lot of time, or to be more accurate, trying to gain insight into who I might really be.
 
I just enjoy these adventures on their own merits and try to return to them, particularly if I’m having trouble falling asleep. It usually works.
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Many of my readers are probably out of the diaper stage, but you might still be doing hands-on parenting or supporting the next generation of new parents. It’s never too late to take a step back and get a different perspective for reflection.
 
I’ll start by describing some of the more common labels.
 
1.     Helicopter Parents – tend to hover over their children. I remember having a job interview with one of these young people when her mother entered the interview room and sat down to join the process. I’ll let your imagination wander as to how that went.  
2.     Bulldozer Parents – try to remove all obstacles from their children’s path. No wonder these kids grew up with low self-confidence in their ability to identify real obstacles and strategize to a solution.  
3.     Tiger Parents – push their children to be successful, particularly in academic pursuits. This includes pre-school and kindergarten to university.  
4.     Jellyfish Parents – were very lenient.  
5.     Apple Watch Parents – focus on their wellness, often to an obsessive degree.  
6.     Sharing Parents – use social media to inform the world about every twitch, rollover and first gurgle that could have been Mama, their child, performed for them. 
Finally, we get to Lighthouse Parents. They are described as calm, stable, and able to balance guidance with safety. 
 
In each era, these various labels presented were thought by many as the best parenting approach, the ultimate parenting style for generations to come. Ah, to be young again…
 
I think the real value is clearly and concisely capturing different parenting styles. This opens the door to discussion between parents so they can explore their default styles. In my experience, both personally and professionally, consistency in approach is very important.
                                                                      
Before I was married and as we parented our children, we discussed what we would do in different situations. Reality always won out, but we were practicing having an open discussion of what to do next as parenting challenges unfolded around us.
 
The biggest challenge was to not fall into adopting approaches based on our upbringing without making a conscious approach. 
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What is your parenting approach? What label would you give that captures it in a word or two? If you have older children, what do you think their approach will be or currently is? When you ask them the same question about parenting style, what label do they give it?
 
Start the discussion. It is never too late.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
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I hadn’t heard of this term before. My curiosity led me to look at the various parenting 
style labels used since I was a hands-on father, knee-deep in diapers with a two-year-old 
son and newborn twins.
 
Many of my readers are probably out of the diaper stage, but you might still be doing 
hands-on parenting or supporting the next generation of new parents. It’s never too late to 
take a step back and get a different perspective for reflection.
 
I’ll start by describing some of the more common labels.
 
1.     Helicopter Parents – tend to hover over their children. I remember having a job 
interview with one of these young people when her mother entered the interview room and 
sat down to join the process. I’ll let your imagination wander as to how that went.



2.     Bulldozer Parents – try to remove all obstacles from their children’s path. No wonder 
these kids grew up with low self-confidence in their ability to identify real obstacles and 
strategize to a solution.



3.     Tiger Parents – push their children to be successful, particularly in academic pursuits. 
This includes pre-school and kindergarten to university.
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4.     Jellyfish Parents – were very lenient.



5.     Apple Watch Parents – focus on their wellness, often to an obsessive degree.



6.     Sharing Parents – use social media to inform the world about every twitch, rollover 
and first gurgle that could have been Mama, their child, performed for them.
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I was skim-reading some magazines I subscribe to through my Libby app, which gives me free access to them via my public library card. If you read books or magazines, I’d encourage you to download the free Libby App and check it out. If you want, ask your local library first.
 
My adult children have long left the nest, but I am interested in how each generation has its parenting gurus and various mediums to disseminate these concepts. I taught many parent classes professionally and developed my package of terms, illustrations, and the like. In my day as a young parent, the terms Consequences, Consistency, Credibility, and Coding were the anchors my wife and I fell back on when discussing what to do about a child’s unacceptable behaviour. We rarely argued but constantly talked to each other.  To this day, we still do when talking about how we can best help our adult children. The concepts are still relevant.
 
So, after all that, I was curious about the term Lighthouse parents thus a Blog was born
  
Tad!
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[image: I have a rough idea of my blog's target audience. First and foremost, folks who have given me feedback in person, by email, or by the occasional online comments all seem to have a curious spirit. The unfamiliar draws them nearer. An acquaintance described my Blog as eclectic and quirky.… I have a rough idea of my blog's target audience. First and foremost, folks who have given me feedback in person, by email, or by the occasional online comments all seem to have a curious spirit. The unfamiliar draws them nearer. An acquaintance described my Blog as eclectic and quirky.
 
Such a wise and thoughtful person, I thought. They were exactly right.
 
With this opening gambit, I will write about coping with change in a very personal and narrowly focused way. In 20 short and very quickly passing years, I’ll be past my mid-90s in years on this earth.
 
I think my little learning can apply to those much younger. 
 
Here’s why.
 
When I was younger, change was much slower. Car models changed every year, but the weather was more predictable. Inventions arrived slowly. Plastic was still in its infancy. I sat in the dentist’s chair, and the water spit basis was right beside me with a constant flow of water. The cabling to turn the drill was not hidden in the arm of the dentist's machine. Most of my friends heated their homes with coal from bags stored in the basement coal bins.
 
The first floppy discs, which were measured in several inches on a side, held a few megabytes of data. The iPhone came out with much fanfare. I couldn’t have predicted the ‘pro max’ magic I now carry in my pocket just 15 years later.
 
I think each generation minimizes the changes it will need to cope with until reality sweeps them aside. The transition from horses to tractors was seen by many as a passing phase. Airplanes were a novelty ride. I remember my father telling me about rushing across the field to see an airplane landing, with the pilot offering quick sightseeing rides.
 
So, in the spirit of the only constant in life being ever-increasing greater change, I now tell you about my little effort to prepare for my future.
 
I committed to being digitally competent seven years ago when I was “Movin’ On” from paid employment. I pledged to navigate my way through technology and focus on what would improve my life. That continues to be my focus.
 
I assume that at some future time, I will not have a driver’s licence. Hopefully, it will come in stages, giving me time to adjust: Only daytime driving, only driving locally on familiar roads, no bad weather driving - all before I have an accident.
 
So, I am in training for that day. I will need to shift from driving myself to taking public transportation. Driverless cars are still in their infancy or will be too expensive.
 
I opened my public transit app to figure out my routing to my eye appointment to plan for my cataract surgery. I did this a few days ahead because I wasn’t confident that I could figure this out. Unfortunately, it was a Sunday afternoon, and I was leaving on Monday. The bus schedules would be very different on those two days. A small text on the screen said ‘Leave now.’ I wasn’t, but there were no indications to me that there were more options. After some playing around, I tapped on the ‘Leave now’. Lo and behold one of three options was ‘Arrive by.’ That’s just what I needed, and I was off to the races.
 
Many of the younger generations would accept that the technology would have the option I couldn’t initially find. And they would be fearless in tapping around until they found it. And if it weren’t there they’d let the app developers know!
 
A postscript before the end of my Blog…
I took a break from finishing the Blog to go to my local convenience store. I selected the locker system for the delivery of an item. My phone alerted me that the package was waiting for me. I chose the locker method partly to reduce the porch pirate thieves and because it was unfamiliar, while also likely to be useful to me in the future.
 
As instructed by my app, I stood in front of the bank of lockers and pressed ‘get package.' Before I could look up, a locker door swung open, and there was my package.
 
Now, if only Canada Post could introduce the technology of letting me know I have mail and opening my mailbox door with a tap of my phone.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What technologies do you find most useful in your daily life? Think, noooooooo, please don’t take that away from me. And, also, what problem would you like to see technology solve for you in your everyday life?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
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If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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With this opening gambit, I will write about coping with change in a very personal and narrowly focused way. In 20 short and very quickly passing years, I’ll be past my mid-90s in years on this earth.
 
I think my little learning can apply to those much younger. 
 
Here’s why.
 
When I was younger, change was much slower. Car models changed every year, but the weather was more predictable. Inventions arrived slowly. Plastic was still in its infancy. I sat in the dentist’s chair, and the water spit basis was right beside me with a constant flow of water. The cabling to turn the drill was not hidden in the arm of the dentist's machine. Most of my friends heated their homes with coal from bags stored in the basement coal bins.
 
The first floppy discs, which were measured in several inches on a side, held a few megabytes of data. The iPhone came out with much fanfare. I couldn’t have predicted the ‘pro max’ magic I now carry in my pocket just 15 years later.
 
I think each generation minimizes the changes it will need to cope with until reality sweeps them aside. The transition from horses to tractors was seen by many as a passing phase. Airplanes were a novelty ride. I remember my father telling me about rushing across the field to see an airplane landing, with the pilot offering quick sightseeing rides.
 
So, in the spirit of the only constant in life being ever-increasing greater change, I now tell you about my little effort to prepare for my future.
 
I committed to being digitally competent seven years ago when I was “Movin’ On” from paid employment. I pledged to navigate my way through technology and focus on what would improve my life. That continues to be my focus.
 
I assume that at some future time, I will not have a driver’s licence. Hopefully, it will come in stages, giving me time to adjust: Only daytime driving, only driving locally on familiar roads, no bad weather driving - all before I have an accident.
 
So, I am in training for that day. I will need to shift from driving myself to taking public transportation. Driverless cars are still in their infancy or will be too expensive.
 
I opened my public transit app to figure out my routing to my eye appointment to plan for my cataract surgery. I did this a few days ahead because I wasn’t confident that I could figure this out. Unfortunately, it was a Sunday afternoon, and I was leaving on Monday. The bus schedules would be very different on those two days. A small text on the screen said ‘Leave now.’ I wasn’t, but there were no indications to me that there were more options. After some playing around, I tapped on the ‘Leave now’. Lo and behold one of three options was ‘Arrive by.’ That’s just what I needed, and I was off to the races.
 
Many of the younger generations would accept that the technology would have the option I couldn’t initially find. And they would be fearless in tapping around until they found it. And if it weren’t there they’d let the app developers know!
 
A postscript before the end of my Blog…
I took a break from finishing the Blog to go to my local convenience store. I selected the locker system for the delivery of an item. My phone alerted me that the package was waiting for me. I chose the locker method partly to reduce the porch pirate thieves and because it was unfamiliar, while also likely to be useful to me in the future.
 
As instructed by my app, I stood in front of the bank of lockers and pressed ‘get package.' Before I could look up, a locker door swung open, and there was my package.
 
Now, if only Canada Post could introduce the technology of letting me know I have mail and opening my mailbox door with a tap of my phone.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What technologies do you find most useful in your daily life? Think, noooooooo, please don’t take that away from me. And, also, what problem would you like to see technology solve for you in your everyday life?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Joel Dunn on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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I was sitting on the bus in the early morning, watching my screen on my iPhone as I was on my way to my medical appointment. I was following the visual progress of the small bus travelling along the green line of my route on the map.
 
I was still a bit excited as to how well I was growing in confidence with this app. I had my air pods in my ears when, unexpectedly, the app noted that at my current rate of progress, I was likely not to make my transfer connection. And I checked. It was correct.
 
However, there wasn’t much I could do but review the information supplied in the app about the wait time for the next bus. It was only ten minutes.
 
I thought that all this interaction with technology was really TOJ or Training On the Job. I think it will stand me in good stead in the future
 
The idea of a Blog topic that would capture my newfound confidence in this technology first came to me during this bus ride. However, I was skeptical as to how many of my younger readers would receive it. Their scoffing as to what they might gain from reading such a senior-focused story would need a strong introduction to connect the dots. Thus the longest Blog I’ve written to date was born.
 
Tada
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[image: I recall learning about the Rosetta Stone when I was much younger. It was a fascinating archeological find as it unlocked the Egyptian hieroglyphics.… I recall learning about the Rosetta Stone when I was much younger. It was a fascinating archeological find as it unlocked the Egyptian hieroglyphics. 
 
Disclaimer: The featured image, above, has been rotated 90 degrees counter-clockwise. 
 
In its simplest terms, it is a physical stone, much like a headstone with a section in the top right missing. Perhaps 1 metre in height. There are 3 distinct sections all telling the same story. The bottom section, in Greek, could be read by scholars. The middle section can be thought of as hieroglyphics in words. The top section was in traditional Egyptian hieroglyphics. These latter two sections had never been able to be deciphered.
 
Soldiers in Napoleon’s army discovered it in 1977. Since then, more have been unearthed, with the latest finding taking place in 2011!
 
The Rosetta Stone is a priestly decree, drawn up on March 27, 196 BC. It was written in 3 languages to pay homage to the 3 power stakeholders at the time.
 
The main body of the text honours the Egyptian King, comparing him to the gods. For example, his statue could be placed in temples across the land, next to that of the gods. It could be carried in processions, and the King’s birthday could be celebrated in the temples. 
 
Evidence suggests that copies of this decree were placed in temples across Egypt. The decoding could begin with the original. Subsequent finds provide historical confidence that the missing section could be completed. It is also very probable that there was an arched top with figures telling heroic stories of battle.
 
This stone made me think of a key find that altered my life. It helped me understand who I was, who I wanted to be, and how I wanted to walk through the world.
 
Somewhere in my middle teens, during my struggle to shape my identity, I read a book called Pairing, as in relationships. It changed me from a shy, quiet young adult with low self-confidence to a shy, quiet young adult with a healthy level of self-confidence. I was able to fake it until I made it. Most of the time, nobody really knew. 
 
That book was my Rosetta Stone. It unlocked many mysteries for me.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have your own version of a Rosetta Stone? Was it an object, book, film or conversation perhaps? 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks. And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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The Backstory to this Blog
 
I was browsing through various topics on YouTube. I had clicked the “New To You” tab at the top and meandered about.
 
Up popped a video about what The Rosetta Stone really says. A few years ago now, I had gone on our first and maybe only trip overseas. Finances were iffy. 
 
The British Museum displayed the Rosetta Stone, a bucket list item I never thought possible to see in person. This blog's featured image is from my personal photo collection. 
 
I thought I could write a bit about this Stone in my 500 words or so. I was confident a bit of a think section would appear when I reached the end.
 
And it did, thankfully.

Tada!
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[image: I had the simple joy of having a long-time friend over for supper. We’ve known each other for between 25 to 35 years.… I had the simple joy of having a long-time friend over for supper. We’ve known each other for between 25 to 35 years.
 
The title of this Blog comes from the tagline of the Comedy TV Channel. I always liked its simplicity but didn’t take it literally.
 
Thankfully, we are all older adults with full and busy lives. These relationships are essential to me. Over the years, I realized that if we were going to stay in touch and value these relationships, we needed to book time to get together.
 
Every September, I would send out 4 dinner dates spread over the winter months. After discussing them, we confirmed everyone’s attendance, and all the dates went into our calendars. 
 
Reality often intervened closer to each date; sometimes, somebody couldn’t make it. However, conflicting priorities were never judged, and withdrawals were made without question. 
 
Recently, we hosted the last date of the winter. The description of winter was a bit off this year, as a lot of snow had melted in the last few days.
 
It was my wife’s turn to cook for her 2 weeks, so I helped, taking direction from her. Sometimes, she likes to take the day to cook something special, but this time, she headed to comfort food- lasagne. Ceasar salad and garlic bread rounded out the mains, with a store-bought tiramisu for dessert.
 
We start an hour earlier than we used to, accommodating those who fade an hour earlier than they used to. 
 
I have a large single malt Scotch collection, which we all enjoy sampling together. We listened to the ‘Chill-Instrumental Cover Mix’ playlist on Spotify. It played quietly in the background throughout the evening.
 
We left time for drinks to pass through our system so folks would get home safely.
 
Was this time well wasted?
 
Resoundingly, yes.
 
After the friends left, I reflected on the evening. It felt so good to be together again. With covid 5 years in our rear-view mirror, a lasting pact was not to take the value of friendships for granted.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What is something in your life that could be categorized as time well wasted for which the world is very marginally better? On the other hand, the value of the experience is priceless.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
Photo is an AI request with several follow-up refinements as follows:
 
1.     Create an image in landscape format of 3 couples having a casual dinner in a private home. The meal consists of lasagne, Caesar salad, and garlic toast. Red wine is also served. 
2.     Can you add napkins? Remove the spaghetti and have empty plates with a serving of lasagne from the serving pan in the foreground. 
3.     Can you make the adults look like a young group in their early 70s 
4.     Remove the spaghetti and have empty plates with a serving of lasagne from the serving pan in the foreground. 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
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I
 had the simple joy of having a long-time friend over for supper. We’ve known each 
other for between 25 to 35 years.
 
The title of this Blog comes from the tagline of the Comedy TV Channel. I always liked its 
simplicity but didn’t take it literally.
 
Thankfully, we are all older adults with full and busy lives. These relationships are 
essential to me. Over the years, I realized that if we were going to stay in touch and value 
these relationships, we needed to book time to get together.
 
Every September, I would send out 4 dinner dates spread over the winter months. After 
discussing them, we confirmed everyone’s attendance, and all the dates went into our 
calendars. 
 
Reality often intervened closer to each date; sometimes, somebody couldn’t make it. 
However, conflicting priorities were never judged, and withdrawals were made without 
question. 
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Recently, we hosted the last date of the winter. The description of winter was a bit off 
this year, as a lot of snow had melted in the last few days.
 
It was my wife’s turn to cook for her 2 weeks, so I helped, taking direction from her. 
Sometimes, she likes to take the day to cook something special, but this time, she headed 
to comfort food- lasagne. Ceasar salad and garlic bread rounded out the mains, with a 
store-bought tiramisu for dessert.
 
We start an hour earlier than we used to, accommodating those who fade an hour earlier 
than they used to. 
 
I have a large single malt Scotch collection, which we all enjoy sampling together. We 
listened to the ‘Chill-Instrumental Cover Mix’ playlist on Spotify. It played quietly in the 
background throughout the evening.
 
We left time for drinks to pass through our system so folks would get home safely.
 
Was this time well wasted?
 
Resoundingly, yes.
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After the friends left, I reflected on the evening. It felt so good to be together again. 
With covid 5 years in our rear-view mirror, a lasting pact was not to take the value of 
friendships for granted.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What is something in your life that could be categorized 
as time well wasted for which the world is very marginally better? On the other hand, the 
value of the experience is priceless.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
Photo is an AI request with several follow-up refinements as follows:
 
1.     Create an image in landscape format of 3 couples having a casual dinner in a private 
home. The meal consists of lasagne, Caesar salad, and garlic toast. Red wine is also served.

2.     Can you add napkins? Remove the spaghetti and have empty plates with a serving of 
lasagne from the serving pan in the foreground.

3.     Can you make the adults look like a young group in their early 70s
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4.     Remove the spaghetti and have empty plates with a serving of lasagne from the serving 
pan in the foreground.

If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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The dinner I wrote about had happened the night before. It was fresh in my mind. I still had a warm glow from the evening with friends. 

It was that simple.
 
Tada.
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The dinner I wrote about had happened the night before. It was fresh in my mind. I still 
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It was that simple.
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[image: I keep surprising myself as I discover and rediscover who I am.… I keep surprising myself as I discover and rediscover who I am.
 
I am in the closing steps of passing on my 40-year-old collection of mint Canadian Stamps. After my Movin’ On part of my life from paid employment, I was determined to set up a database of the 2,500 stamp items I had. Like a man possessed, I did it with pictures of each item.
 
How nerdy!
 
Yet, I know I often follow my heart. I’m looking at my latest journey hanging on the wall.
 
Let’s go back to the beginning, as that is often the best place to start.
 
My wife and I bought the latest and best iPhones a year ago. A fortune! We had been saving each month for when we needed to upgrade from our first iPhone X. I knew I would buy my new phone, but I dithered about the cost. I calculated how many cases of wine I could buy.
 
Stoooooooooop! I had to tell myself to stop thinking it through consciously: Buy and enjoy the new phone or decide not to own it. Deep breath. I bought it.
 
A month later, I travelled to Toronto to visit my family. I deliberately chose to land at Toronto Island City Centre Airport rather than the International Airport because I had never landed so close to downtown. No regrets. What a spectacular approach, gliding along the shoreline, past my family’s home at sunset.
 
To get to the ‘mainland,’ I had a choice of a tunnel or a very short ferry ride. Ferry it is. 
 
The ride took about a minute. I stood outside gazing at the CN Tower and all the city lights shining in the darkness. I grabbed my new iPhone, aimed and snapped.
 
I didn’t give myself time to consider that it was a night shot, a significant depth of field was needed, and I was on a moving ferry. I squinted at the screen, and it looked pretty good for my first test of my new camera.
 
During my stay, I showed it to several people. I was so pleased with the picture that it dashed any cerebral second thoughts. I thoroughly enjoyed that picture, and the many happy moments led me to snap it.

After I returned home, I still felt a glow when I continued to show it to folks. I knew I needed to get it out in the open to be enjoyed long term. I found a business in Quebec that could produce the picture in a 16”x12” size. Then, off to Michaels to get it framed and matted to do it justice.
 
It now hangs in our entranceway. I enjoy it every day.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you think of a situation where you followed your heart? Regrets?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Glenn Walmsley

If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]

I
 keep surprising myself as I discover and rediscover who I am.
 
I am in the closing steps of passing on my 40-year-old collection of mint Canadian Stamps. 
After my Movin’ On part of my life from paid employment, I was determined to set up a 
database of the 2,500 stamp items I had. Like a man possessed, I did it with pictures of 
each item.
 
How nerdy!
 
Yet, I know I often follow my heart. I’m looking at my latest journey hanging on the wall.
 
Let’s go back to the beginning, as that is often the best place to start.
 
My wife and I bought the latest and best iPhones a year ago. A fortune! We had been 
saving each month for when we needed to upgrade from our first iPhone X. I knew I would 
buy my new phone, but I dithered about the cost. I calculated how many cases of wine I 
could buy.
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Stoooooooooop! I had to tell myself to stop thinking it through consciously: Buy and enjoy 
the new phone or decide not to own it. Deep breath. I bought it.
 
A month later, I travelled to Toronto to visit my family. I deliberately chose to land at 
Toronto Island City Centre Airport rather than the International Airport because I had 
never landed so close to downtown. No regrets. What a spectacular approach, gliding 
along the shoreline, past my family’s home at sunset.
 
To get to the ‘mainland,’ I had a choice of a tunnel or a very short ferry ride. Ferry it is. 
 
The ride took about a minute. I stood outside gazing at the CN Tower and all the city 
lights shining in the darkness. I grabbed my new iPhone, aimed and snapped.
 
I didn’t give myself time to consider that it was a night shot, a significant depth of field 
was needed, and I was on a moving ferry. I squinted at the screen, and it looked pretty 
good for my first test of my new camera.
 
During my stay, I showed it to several people. I was so pleased with the picture that it 
dashed any cerebral second thoughts. I thoroughly enjoyed that picture, and the many 
happy moments led me to snap it.
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After I returned home, I still felt a glow when I continued to show it to folks. I knew I 
needed to get it out in the open to be enjoyed long term. I found a business in Quebec 
that could produce the picture in a 16”x12” size. Then, off to Michaels to get it framed 
and matted to do it justice.
 
It now hangs in our entranceway. I enjoy it every day.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you think of a situation where you followed your 
heart? Regrets?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
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I’m unsure how I arrived at this topic, but here goes with my best effort.
 
I set up my workstation with no idea about what I would write about. The laptop was placed on the kitchen table with my wireless keyboard and trackpad on a TV table close to the kitchen table and partially tucked underneath. 
 
Still nothing came to me.
 
I knew I had a long list of Blog Ideas in my mail folder with the same name. Since some ideas become outdated before I write the Blog, I delete them and move on.
 
When I started browsing, my mind went to the joy I felt from just glancing at the photo of Toronto at night. I realized that eventually hanging the picture on the wall was indeed an affair of the heart. “Following Me Heart” became an obvious title.
 
I then set up the template, added the title and began to type.  I type with one finger. Quite quickly, I can proudly say. For some reason, my typing speed matches my thinking speed.
 
I realized that I consider myself primarily intuitive. I have learned to trust my gut, intuition, or whatever it is called. Yet, I also enjoy my nerdy side. 
 
The trick is to know what blend of these two approaches to life to use. I do a good job of finding that sweet spot.
 
That jing-jang concept led me to start the Blog with a nerdy bit about stamps. It can’t get nerdier than that!
 
Tada!]
The Backstory for this Blog
 
I’m unsure how I arrived at this topic, but here goes with my best effort.
 
I set up my workstation with no idea about what I would write about. The laptop was 
placed on the kitchen table with my wireless keyboard and trackpad on a TV table close 
to the kitchen table and partially tucked underneath. 
 
Still nothing came to me.
 
I knew I had a long list of Blog Ideas in my mail folder with the same name. Since some 
ideas become outdated before I write the Blog, I delete them and move on.
 
When I started browsing, my mind went to the joy I felt from just glancing at the photo 
of Toronto at night. I realized that eventually hanging the picture on the wall was indeed 
an affair of the heart. “Following Me Heart” became an obvious title.
 
I then set up the template, added the title and began to type.  I type with one finger. 
Quite quickly, I can proudly say. For some reason, my typing speed matches my thinking 
speed.
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I realized that I consider myself primarily intuitive. I have learned to trust my gut, 
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[image: I am lucky that my wife and I have a sizeable overlapping set of interests in movies.… I am lucky that my wife and I have a sizeable overlapping set of interests in movies. 
 
I noticed she had saved a documentary about Billie Holiday. I thought I’d heard enough about her history and wanted to prioritize my time elsewhere. Yet, I knew enough to trust my wife’s recommendation to “Say Yes More Often.”
 
Yes, let’s watch it.
 
I was in my late teens, I think, when I first heard the song, Strange Fruit. At the time it was disturbing, and it didn’t take me long to know it was about lynching in the United States. The ‘fruit’ was a metaphor for the bodies of black people hanging from the trees.
 
The Strange Fruit pulled together a couple of important moments in American history. 
 
Let’s go down the first rabbit hole.
 
Abel Meeropol wrote Strange Fruit after seeing a picture of a lynching. The public high school in the Bronx he attended had James Baldwin, Richard Rogers, Burt Lancaster, Stan Lee, Neil Simon, and Ralph Lauren to name a few graduates. 
 
Not bad company.
 
He was driven to write a poem about the picture's subject and set the words to music. He played the song for a nightclub owner, who passed it on to Billie Holiday.
Time magazine named Stange Fruit the song of the century in 1999—not for the previous year but for the last 100 years.
 
The government at the time had its war on drugs and repeatedly arrested Billie Holiday with a combination of real and planted evidence, trying to reduce the impact she was having on the civil rights movement.
 
Now comes the other rabbit hole. Hang on.
 
Abel Meeropol used a pseudonym when writing poetry and music: Lewis Allan.
 
Here is a direct quote from the transcript of NPR’s broadcast on this story. I had to read the paragraph several times.
 
“Abel Meeropol’s pen name ‘Lewis Allen’ were the names of their children who were stillborn, who never lived, says his son, Robert Meeropol, Paul. He and his older brother, Michael, were raised by Abel, and his wife, Anne Meeropol, after the boys’ parents - Ethel and Julius Rosenberg - were executed for espionage in 1953.”
 
The orphaned boys, Robert and Michael, were 6 and 10 respectively when adopted by the Meeropols.
 
I’m so glad I listened to my wife’s recommendation.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Are there tentacles of coincidence or planning in your life? One place to start is to pick an important person in your life. What were the unplanned dots that connected you to this person?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Ali Alauda on Unsplash
 
 My thanks to National Public Radio in the USA.
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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[image: The Backstory for this Blog… The Backstory for this Blog
 
We have several TVs in the house, and they all save programs from these devices onto one hard drive – The Box.
 
My wife saves more programs than I do. Recently, I asked my remote to display current recordings. Up came the items on the list, most of which were not mine. 
 
I scanned them out of curiosity. There was the item of the documentary about Billie Holiday. I have watched a number of documentaries about blues performers. They have a story that is familiar to many of them. Born in poverty, a slide into drug use, rehab events, then an early death or sobriety.
 
I realize I’m generalizing. There is a familiar ring to the stories. I thought I knew about Billie Holiday’s story.
 
This documentary told the story of the song Strange Fruit and its impact on her world. It used a different lens and told a different story.
 
As we watched the movie, I wondered who had written the song. That simple search led me down rabbit holes.
 
Tada!
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[image: I saw this phrase recently, and it got me thinking about how well it sometimes describes real life.… I saw this phrase recently, and it got me thinking about how well it sometimes describes real life. 
 
A hypothetical example would be when a person in a position of power stands over an underling and innocently asks, “Are you sure you want to do that?”
 
Was that behaviour directing the underling to make a different decision from the first?
 
A distinction without a difference. 
 
A second example is food labelling in Canada – what is a Canadian food item?
 
The Government of Canada has made 2 legal distinctions that can stand up in court. ‘Produced in Canada’ means that 98% of an item's cost was incurred in Canada. For example, a soup mix made from 100% Canadian food items with the addition of a few spices not grown in Canada would qualify for this label.
 
‘Made in Canada’ means that 51% of the creation costs happened in Canada. For example, imported coffee beans, roasted and packaged, are considered under this label.
 
When I stand in front of these products in the grocery aisle, I don't realize the distinction these 2 labels make.
 
The distinction makes no difference when selecting what to put in my cart.
This is critical because I have only one piece of information at the crucial moment. The item in my hand states, ‘Made in Canada.’
 
As the end user, I want to support Canadian products and businesses. A simple graphic of a one inch bar that was shaded in like a battery level on an electronic device; Just about 100% shaded for ‘Produced in Canada” to about 50% to show ‘Made in Canada.”
 
Now I have the full spectrum of the information I need. I don’t need a university degree to go shopping!
 
The distinction with no difference also applies to relationships. I remember that, as a parent trying to be a good parent and letting my young children gain control over their lives, choosing what to wear was a good starting point. After they put on their clothes I said, “Are you sure you want to wear that?” They looked silly, I thought, and might get laughed at. 
 
Was I genuinely encouraging them to make decisions for themselves? Was I teaching them about the consequences of their choices?
 
There might be a legal distinction, but for practical purposes, I was not offering an opportunity to be free to make decisions.
Please give this a bit of a think. Are there situations in your life where you made a distinction, but others might question the difference? Were you fooling yourself? 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 

Photo by Caleb Jones on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
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‘Made in Canada’ means that 51% of the creation costs happened in Canada. For example, 
imported coffee beans, roasted and packaged, are considered under this label.
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When I stand in front of these products in the grocery aisle, I don't realize the 
distinction these 2 labels make.
 
The distinction makes no difference when selecting what to put in my cart.
This is critical because I have only one piece of information at the crucial moment. The 
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Now I have the full spectrum of the information I need. I don’t need a university degree 
to go shopping!
 
The distinction with no difference also applies to relationships. I remember that, as a 
parent trying to be a good parent and letting my young children gain control over their 
lives, choosing what to wear was a good starting point. After they put on their clothes I 
said, “Are you sure you want to wear that?” They looked silly, I thought, and might get 
laughed at. 
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Was I genuinely encouraging them to make decisions for themselves? Was I teaching 
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There might be a legal distinction, but for practical purposes, I was not offering an 
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This Blog had an intriguing, twisted journey to reach the final version.
 
It started with the title that caught my fancy. I started my first draft of the Blog and got 200 words into it. The two examples were not personal. The first applied to political figures making distinctions in their behaviour. It was apparent that their explanation of what they did was heavily influenced by advice from lawyers.
 
The distinction was only appreciated by the politicians while the difference was lost on the voters in the country.
 
After reading over what I had written, I thought it was too political. My Blog is posted on the St. Albert Seniors Association website. My Blogs are closely associated with them and I need to be sensitive to this. 
 
Of equal or perhaps even greater importance is the intent of this Blog, which is to nudge folks to personal reflection. The political aspects of the Blog might overwhelm my intention.
 
I deleted what I had written to start fresh. I used food labeling, which is a hot topic at the moment. For the second example, I reached back into my parenting for a more personal share. I think the final version is better than my first partial draft.
 
Tada!]
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I deleted what I had written to start fresh. I used food labeling, which is a hot topic at the moment. For the second example, I reached back into my parenting for a more personal share. I think the final version is better than my first partial draft.
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[image: I was reading a newspaper column by Liane Faulder, which impacted me enough to make me reflect on the topic.… I was reading a newspaper column by Liane Faulder, which impacted me enough to make me reflect on the topic.
 
I’ve thought about what my Dad didn’t tell me, but it was just a jumble of memories, seemingly disjointed. Thanks to Faulder’s column, I recognized the common thread that always fell back on his career path, with its ups and downs.
 
The little I know of his career path is that he started very young as an employee of the Dominion Bank. It eventually became known as The Toronto Dominion Bank and into its current variation as the TD Bank.
 
Dad had to get time off work to go and write his high school exams.
 
Another snippet that remained with me was that bank employees were not allowed to marry without permission. Permission was only granted after they had a specific income level with the bank. The purported reasoning was that being married and supporting a family was costly. Only a certain income would stop the head of the household, a male, from being tempted to steal money from the bank. Dad told me about a co-worker who fessed up to being married with four children only after this bank policy was terminated.
 
But I digress.
 
Dad gradually worked his way up the corporate ladder to Branch Manager, and his older brother was also rising up the ranks.

This is where Dad’s career starts to wobble. Here are some memory remnants of that time.
 
As a youngster, maybe 10-12 years old, I remember almost never seeing my Dad for two weeks. In those days, the banks were open every weekday and at least part of Saturday. I got out of bed after he left for work and was in bed before he got home.
 
I remember one time he was awakened at night by a police call. They informed him that there had been an attempted robbery, but everything was now okay. Thanks for that.
 
I recall my Mom saying that my Dad was too kind. He wasn’t tough enough on the business owners who were late with their loan payments.
 
At some point, he was transferred to head office to handle international exchanges. Although it seemed like a promotion, in hindsight, it was, at best, a lateral transfer. His brother’s trajectory continued upwards.
 
Only with my own life experience and my ups and downs could I empathize with those career moves, let alone even think something was amiss.
 
Perhaps my Dad’s experiences could have guided me through some of my rough career moments.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you reflect on a topic you’d like to explore with your parents-living or deceased?
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by AI Request: Create an image in landscape format of a father and older teenage son in discussion.
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 

And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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There is no big deep path to this Blog. I describe these common experiences as sitting by the edge of a stream. Random items would float by. The majority would hold mild curiosity, but I knew I was aware enough to recognize items that should be plucked from the stream and reflected upon.

This Blog’s floating item was a regular newspaper column by Liane Faulder. It was worth picking up and giving it a closer examination.

Tada!
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First, let’s review a recent article about creative thinking. The key to the article's message suggested there was sound research to say that in N1 sleep – the first stage of non-REM sleep, dreaming often incorporated recent awake experiences. Sleeping with an unresolved problem could work through options not previously thought possible during awake time.
 
That got me thinking about my creative problem-solving skills, from what to write about for a Blog post to how to start a renovation project.
 
I always struggled with the conundrum of out-of-the-box thinking. When I thought this way, I was just in another box, only bigger than the first.
 
I thought I joined the dots in a way others didn’t see. This became crystal clear to me when I overheard a staff member ask another staff member who had just left a meeting with me, “Have you just had a meeting with Glenn?”
 
‘Yes, how did you know?’
 
“You have that deer in the headlights look.”
 
I knew what she meant. I had joined dots that had not been previously joined, but I overlooked bringing my audience along for that specific trip. The gap in the logic was too big.
 
How do I often join dots that others overlook?
 
My experience has been consistent over time. I often engage in mundane tasks, such as washing the dishes, walking downstairs to retrieve an item from the pantry, or crossing the parking lot to the grocery store.
 
That’s when I see a solution or a different way of thinking, approaching, or saying something that will get me moving forward again. It happens very quickly, and after a few moments of sharpening the edges of the idea, I lock in the answer.
 
I trust my instincts and follow up with success most of the time.
 
I still amaze myself. I don’t take ‘ah-ha’ moments for granted, but I do take for granted that I will find a solution.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. If you read the Blog regularly, you likely have a curious spirit.  How are you creative? How do you get inspired? What is one ‘ah-ha’ moment that stands out for you?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Minnie Zhou on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
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It was a Sunday morning, and I settled in to read the newspaper while savouring my favourite cup of coffee.
 
There was a full-page article on sleeping about getting creative inspiration. That’s a lot of text, so I passed it by. It niggled away in the back of my brain as I had paused to read a few random paragraphs.
 
I refilled my cup and turned back the pages to read the article. I couldn’t relate to the science as I knew I had creative moments while awake doing something mundane.
 
That got me wondering where other people got creative inspiration. That became the ‘Bit of my think’ closing for the Blog.
 
I started writing, with a key part of the Blog going to be about the process of structuring a novel I had started writing.
 
I ended up omitting that part entirely and sticking with my approach to creative inspiration, with more generic moments. With a rough target of 500 words for the Blog, I thought I would get into the weeds very quickly if I got too specific.

Tada!]
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[image: I am not a natural romantic. Thoughtful, maybe. But it is something I have to think about to act on it. When I do, I’m always a big hit.… I am not a natural romantic. Thoughtful, maybe. But it is something I have to think about to act on it. When I do, I’m always a big hit.
 
My wife mentioned very casually that there didn’t seem to be enough hot water for a proper soak - with emphasis on HOT.
 
We know about hot water tanks and how they can fill up with sediment, sludge, or whatever it is called. This sediment settles at the bottom of the tank and takes up space that the water should be in. We both thought the tank needed a flush to get us back our full 40-gallon water space. 
 
Lois had read about a plumbing company on her Facebook neighbourhood chat that we hadn’t used before. They received many positive mentions and didn’t charge a call-out fee. I had never heard of a home service company without a call-out sheet. I wondered how they could be any good. The positive reviews and the nature of a straightforward tank flush tipped the scales to give them a try. 
 
The company's owner arrived at our door right on time at 8:30 a.m. There was no 4-hour window, making us prisoners in our own home. 
Since Lois was initiating the service call, she did the meet-and-greet while I munched away on my breakfast of scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast with a chaser of my favourite coffee.
 
It was only minutes, and they both came up the basement stairs with a verdict. 
I learn stuff every day.
 
Our water heater was 9 years old. The sludge had solidified at the bottom of the tank, and a flush would have removed only 20%. Our call—a no-brainer—we’ll get a new heater.
 
I used the average lifetime of a hot water heater, which is 10 years. Home insurance policies usually use that as a guideline to get a new tank to avoid massive water damage from a cracked water heater. This is similar to having my home checked every couple of days when we are away on a trip.
 
Who knew? There is a ‘sacrificial rod’ in the heater that attracts particles to save the tank's walls. The warranty is for 6 years. We added a second rod made of titanium, which extends the warranty to 10 years. Because of an upcoming home show, it was free. It’s nice dealing directly with the owner, who can make these deals on the spot.
 
There was no charge for the call-out.
 
Better hot baths for my wife, a new 10-year run with a new water heater. And a bonus titanium rod.
 
Oh, did I mention that it is my wife’s birthday?
 
Ever the romantic, even if it was coincidental. Sometimes, a plan just comes together. (insert smiley emoji here.) Yes, I intended that text. (insert another smiley one here.) 
In keeping with the times, I asked the plumber something I wouldn't have done a few months ago. Where is the tank manufactured?

"In Mexico by an American company."

Oh well, not perfect, but it will do. Baby steps.

Please give this a bit of a think. What is one of the most strange but memorable romantic gestures you’ve done?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 Photo by Jose Chomali on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
]
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Since Lois was initiating the service call, she did the meet-and-greet while I munched 
away on my breakfast of scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast with a chaser of my favourite 
coffee.
 
It was only minutes, and they both came up the basement stairs with a verdict. 
I learn stuff every day.
 
Our water heater was 9 years old. The sludge had solidified at the bottom of the tank, 
and a flush would have removed only 20%. Our call—a no-brainer—we’ll get a new heater.
 
I used the average lifetime of a hot water heater, which is 10 years. Home insurance 
policies usually use that as a guideline to get a new tank to avoid massive water damage 
from a cracked water heater. This is similar to having my home checked every couple of 
days when we are away on a trip.
 
Who knew? There is a ‘sacrificial rod’ in the heater that attracts particles to save the 
tank's walls. The warranty is for 6 years. We added a second rod made of titanium, which 
extends the warranty to 10 years. Because of an upcoming home show, it was free. It’s 
nice dealing directly with the owner, who can make these deals on the spot.
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Better hot baths for my wife, a new 10-year run with a new water heater. And a bonus 
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[image: The Backstory for this Blog… The Backstory for this Blog

In the past few Blogs, I have written about events that have recently occurred in my life. At times, it was an article in the newspaper that I read that morning before filling my coffee cup. I wanted to explore my archive of topic ideas for this week’s Blog.
 
The best-laid plans of mice and men…
 
I was just finishing my breakfast when the plumber finished the details outlined in the blog, all within my hearing.
 
She told the business owner that it was her birthday and best wishes were exchanged. That triggered the thought that I might not need to shop for a gift. I could get away with a new heater.
 
Only a couple with almost 50 years of marriage would appreciate the humour in the preposterous generosity of my gift. A true romantic.
 
Then, the idea of writing a blog about my romantic gesture popped up. This led to the title “A Coincidental Romantic,’ a fun, cryptic title that engages those with a curious spirit.
 
Tada!]
The Backstory for this Blog
 
In the past few Blogs, I have written about events that have recently occurred in my life. 
At times, it was an article in the newspaper that I read that morning before filling my 
coffee cup. I wanted to explore my archive of topic ideas for this week’s Blog.
 
The best-laid plans of mice and men…
 
I was just finishing my breakfast when the plumber finished the details outlined in the 
blog, all within my hearing.
 
She told the business owner that it was her birthday and best wishes were exchanged. 
That triggered the thought that I might not need to shop for a gift. I could get away 
with a new heater.
 
Only a couple with almost 50 years of marriage would appreciate the humour in the 
preposterous generosity of my gift. A true romantic.
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[image: I sat in my local rec centre’ ‘no outside footwear beyond this point’ section. I was there for one of three weekly cardio sessions on the stair climber and treadmill. I had a good workout and felt nicely pooped, ready to sit down at home with a good book for an hour.… I sat in my local rec centre’ ‘no outside footwear beyond this point’ section. I was there for one of three weekly cardio sessions on the stair climber and treadmill. I had a good workout and felt nicely pooped, ready to sit down at home with a good book for an hour.
 
The man at the next bench made eye contact and commented pleasantly about the weather or Trump. You’d think I’d remember that broad distinction, but I don’t.
 
I responded equally banal. 
 
For some reason, we were hooked, and we enjoyed a good 15-minute conversation even though we were dressed and ready to head home.
 
To cut to the chase, he recalled an expression he had heard, which was in the context of our conversation.
 
“There are no innocent bystanders.” He then went on to cement that powerful sentence.
 
“Ponder that for a moment.”
 
Whoa! That sounded like my Blog wrap-up ‘Bit of a think.’ 
 
So, I followed my own recommendation and gave it a think on my way home. I continued for a while, sitting in my recliner, not yet having picked up my book.

I considered it in light of my connections with people worldwide. Take my passion for coffee, for instance. I purchased my ‘house coffee’ from a local roastery. I’ve sampled brews from around the globe and ultimately chose his Ethiopian Dark blend. It's dark, full of flavour, and carries little bitterness.
 
Mentally, I followed the supply chain back to Ethiopia. I could imagine a farmer picking the coffee bean to start my ultimate cup of coffee on its way. Using the ‘no innocent bystanders’ phrase, I wondered how fair the compensation was for the farmer. Did he get a fair price? Some coffee companies advertise that it is ‘fair trade’ coffee. That is supposed to mean that the farmer gets a fair deal. I pay attention to that factor when I buy coffee other than my preferred house blend.
 
For some reason, I ignored this filter whenever I buy my Ethiopian Dark.
 
I try hard to align my values with my behaviour. I get it right most of the time, but not always. Sometimes, I knowingly don’t align up and protect myself with a thick skin of rationalization. An example of that is deleting my Amazon account to help support the Canadian tariff response. While at the same time, I stubbornly refuse to delete my Netflix account.
 
Returning to my coffee preference and whether my behaviour aligned with the ‘no innocent bystanders’ principle, I needed to discover how the farmer in Ethiopia was treated.
 
Please, please let my findings be that he is treated fairly. It will take some time to find those details, and I wanted to write this Blog before the serendipitous meeting faded from my memory. I’ll post my findings in a future Blog.
 
I’m on the hunt!
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you think of an example when your values and behaviour were aligned, or were not aligned?
 

I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Walls.io on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
]

I
 sat in my local rec centre’ ‘no outside footwear beyond this point’ section. I was 
there for one of three weekly cardio sessions on the stair climber and treadmill. I 
had a good workout and felt nicely pooped, ready to sit down at home with a good book for 
an hour.
 
The man at the next bench made eye contact and commented pleasantly about the weather 
or Trump. You’d think I’d remember that broad distinction, but I don’t.
 
I responded equally banal. 
 
For some reason, we were hooked, and we enjoyed a good 15-minute conversation even 
though we were dressed and ready to head home.
 
To cut to the chase, he recalled an expression he had heard, which was in the context of 
our conversation.
 
“There are no innocent bystanders.” He then went on to cement that powerful sentence.
 
“Ponder that for a moment.”
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Whoa! That sounded like my Blog wrap-up ‘Bit of a think.’ 
 
So, I followed my own recommendation and gave it a think on my way home. I continued 
for a while, sitting in my recliner, not yet having picked up my book.
 
I considered it in light of my connections with people worldwide. Take my passion for 
coffee, for instance. I purchased my ‘house coffee’ from a local roastery. I’ve sampled 
brews from around the globe and ultimately chose his Ethiopian Dark blend. It's dark, full 
of flavour, and carries little bitterness.
 
Mentally, I followed the supply chain back to Ethiopia. I could imagine a farmer picking 
the coffee bean to start my ultimate cup of coffee on its way. Using the ‘no innocent 
bystanders’ phrase, I wondered how fair the compensation was for the farmer. Did he 
get a fair price? Some coffee companies advertise that it is ‘fair trade’ coffee. That is 
supposed to mean that the farmer gets a fair deal. I pay attention to that factor when I 
buy coffee other than my preferred house blend.
 
For some reason, I ignored this filter whenever I buy my Ethiopian Dark.
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I try hard to align my values with my behaviour. I get it right most of the time, but not 
always. Sometimes, I knowingly don’t align up and protect myself with a thick skin of 
rationalization. An example of that is deleting my Amazon account to help support the 
Canadian tariff response. While at the same time, I stubbornly refuse to delete my 
Netflix account.
 
Returning to my coffee preference and whether my behaviour aligned with the ‘no 
innocent bystanders’ principle, I needed to discover how the farmer in Ethiopia was 
treated.
 
Please, please let my findings be that he is treated fairly. It will take some time to find 
those details, and I wanted to write this Blog before the serendipitous meeting faded 
from my memory. I’ll post my findings in a future Blog.
 
I’m on the hunt!
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you think of an example when your values and 
behaviour were aligned, or were not aligned?
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I go to the local recreation center every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. The time I leave home until I return is about 90 minutes. I spend 25 minutes on the stair climber with my heart rate in the second zone, around 127 beats per minute. Then, I go to the treadmill for a similar 25-minute workout.
 
My understanding of the latest research is that 150 minutes per week of cardio is recommended.  I meet that target without a minute to spare.
 
There is an open footwear change area. There are only two benches at right angles to each other, with racks upon racks for outdoor footwear. It couldn’t be more different than the proverbial men’s locker room.
 
The man mentioned in my blog initiated a conversation in this setting. It was a friendly chat about the weather, specifically a recent 30 cm late snowstorm. We were moving the topic content along nicely, with a wide range of current events getting addressed.
 
Thankfully, large-scale topics such as world peace were not mentioned.
 
Usually, I keep such spontaneous conversations short and get on my way. For some reason, this one felt different. It quickly evolved into a trip down the rabbit hole, and my curiosity got the better of me.
 
Little did I know that I might have to choose a different house blend of coffee or develop a foolish rationalization to keep drinking it. 
 
Tada!
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[image: I had a mantra when I was “Movin’ On” from paid employment: I wanted to be much more technologically competent and confident. I’ve worked hard at that. Not all technology is my friend, though. I need to see a significant benefit before I delve into the electronic abyss.… I had a mantra when I was “Movin’ On” from paid employment: I wanted to be much more technologically competent and confident. I’ve worked hard at that. Not all technology is my friend, though. I need to see a significant benefit before I delve into the electronic abyss.
 
I recently had an experience I didn’t think much about before adopting the benefits.
 
As I aged, I noticed my vision was worsening. The big highway road signs were hard to see in advance, and the glare from headlights impacted the level of concentration I had to give to my night driving.
 
Time for a trip to the optometrist to update my prescription.
 
“I’m sorry, Glenn, but you have cataracts in your left eye,” he said. “You’ll need to address that before we provide you with a new prescription. “
 
I had cataracts removed in my right eye several years before, so I had some idea what to expect.
 
I tracked down the surgeon who performed my first cataracts. I was pleased with the process and the result. I passed the contact info to the optometrist receptionist, who confirmed she would forward the documents within a few days.
 
I’ve learned not to trust technology or medical systems to transfer information in a timely manner. I’ve heard so many stories from friends about problems. So, after 10 days, I called the surgeon’s office to check that they had received my papers.
 
“Sorry. No, we haven’t received anything yet.”
 
Back to the optometrist’s office.
 
“Oh, your surgeon isn’t doing operations anymore,” the receptionist said nonchalantly.
 
Like hell he isn’t, I thought to myself.
 
“Oh, I just checked last week, and he is,” I said equally nonchalantly.
 
I persevered and continued to place follow-up calls at each step.
 
I waited about 5 months for the surgery. Visited the surgeon the morning following the surgery for a check-in. Then, I had a final check-in at 3 weeks.  I received a clean bill of health. I waited another 3 weeks for my eyes to settle, and then I picked up my prescription and bout my glasses from Second Specs at a kiosk in the mall. I had bought my previous glasses there. As an aside, I paid $375, all in.
 
At the beginning of this blog, I mentioned that I didn’t pay attention to all the technology involved. My previous optometrist, who was older, noted that when he was in school, the ’best practice’ if someone had cataracts was not to tell the patient they would go blind eventually, as there was nothing they could do for them!
 
I don’t want to take the ubiquitous advances in technology for granted.
 
And now, after painless outpatient surgery, my vision was restored to better than 20/20 at a price I could afford. I see wrinkles on my face and those of my friends I hadn’t seen before.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you identify any technology that you’ve forgotten you adopted or accepted? Do you wear glasses? Do you have an aversion to a specific technology?
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or email me directly with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by David Travis on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
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I waited about 5 months for the surgery. Visited the surgeon the morning following the 
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I almost didn’t write this Blog today. I have 4-5 Blogs scheduled to be posted, so I knew I had a cushion.
 
I rarely get sick - touch wood. Years would go by without missing a day of work. And I didn’t show up feeling wretched. I have an excellent immune system and try to look after myself. Luck has a lot to do with it.
 
I’ve been fighting some kind of cold these past few days. It started with a throat tickle, then a full-blown sore throat for a day, followed by a fever for another day, while all the time feeling sleepy and lethargic. Two days ago, I showed significant improvement. Yesterday, things got worse. Today, Blog Writing Day, my runny nose has almost disappeared.
 
I’m a morning person. So, right after breakfast, I sat down to write this blog. I wanted to get it done before I faded and just wanted to stay in my lazy-boy.
 


I couldn’t believe the improvement in my sight. My night vision pretty well disappeared as a problem. 

I am grateful. I wanted to share my good news.
 
Tada!
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[image: I heard of life slowing down in moments of great stress. I recently experienced this phenomenon.… I heard of life slowing down in moments of great stress. I recently experienced this phenomenon.
 
I was driving to a frequent Friday night Folk Music Club with my wife, where about 450 of my closest friends gathered to visit and enjoy great music. When we arrived at a T intersection, I wasn’t more than a few hundred metres from our home. We travelled at about 60 km an hour across the top of the T with the green light.
 
Then things started to s l  o   w   d     o      w       n.
 
A large black F150 pickup truck was approaching from the other side of the T, wanting to make a left turn across my direction of travel. I don’t know why, but he ignored my presence and just turned left.
 
I remember catching a glimpse of a huge silver grill from the driver’s side window, then silence. Not a sound.
 
My head leaned toward the left very, very slowly but without making contact with the glass window. Then, my head very gently returned to the upright position. I remember thinking that it all happened in such a gentle way.

BANG! Dust and dirt flew around outside the car. The car was still in motion, but I wasn’t sure which direction.
I turned the wheel frantically toward the skid; that was the rule I recalled then.
 
Silence and settling dust.
 
I asked my wife if she was okay. She responded coherently. We seemed to be at a bit of an angle and facing the road traffic in the right direction. I pulled ahead a few metres, and the car straightened. We came to rest in the lane I had started in.
 
I stepped out of the car, and the driver of the F150 was moving himself out of the intersection. He pulled up just ahead of me.
 
I won’t relate all the common experiences of sharing information, police reports, insurance, etc., but I will reflect on the few seconds of the accident and give it some thought now that two weeks have passed.
I am so, so grateful for technology – and luck.
 
My wife had some aches and soreness from her lower back to her shoulders. These have disappeared at the time of writing this Bog. To date, I have not felt any aches, pains or any sign of discomfort. The gentle left and right movement of my head was actually me hitting the side airbags that exploded in a split second – all violent actions in a moment of time. I was spared hearing or at least recalling this sound. 
 
An aside, the airbag light on the dash had been coming on for no apparent reason. We put it down to a faulty light. But months before, we decided to have our mechanic check the airbags, just to be sure. He found that some rust had formed that might have prevented the bags from going off. He cleaned that up, and the light didn’t come on again.
 
Our thanks to my most favourite mechanic in the world. 
 
Thanks to the skilled researchers dedicated to making cars safer, the professional standards that important people uphold, and just plain old luck- there wasn't a scratch on the driver’s door; all damage was on the rear door, back panel, rims, and tires.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have a potential life-altering experience or one that had that potential? What was it like for you to do the mental work to move past it?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Usman Malik on Unsplash

If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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I
 heard of life slowing down in moments of great stress. I recently experienced this 
phenomenon.
 
I was driving to a frequent Friday night Folk Music Club with my wife, where about 450 of 
my closest friends gathered to visit and enjoy great music. When we arrived at a T 
intersection, I wasn’t more than a few hundred metres from our home. We travelled at 
about 60 km an hour across the top of the T with the green light.
 
Then things started to s l  o   w   d     o      w       n.
 
A large black F150 pickup truck was approaching from the other side of the T, wanting to 
make a left turn across my direction of travel. I don’t know why, but he ignored my 
presence and just turned left.
 
I remember catching a glimpse of a huge silver grill from the driver’s side window, then 
silence. Not a sound.
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glass window. Then, my head very gently returned to the upright position. I remember 
thinking that it all happened in such a gentle way.
 
BANG! Dust and dirt flew around outside the car. The car was still in motion, but I wasn’t 
sure which direction.
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I asked my wife if she was okay. She responded coherently. We seemed to be at a bit of 
an angle and facing the road traffic in the right direction. I pulled ahead a few metres, 
and the car straightened. We came to rest in the lane I had started in.
 
I stepped out of the car, and the driver of the F150 was moving himself out of the 
intersection. He pulled up just ahead of me.
 
I won’t relate all the common experiences of sharing information, police reports, 
insurance, etc., but I will reflect on the few seconds of the accident and give it some 
thought now that two weeks have passed.
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This topic was a no-brainer. It was such a rare and dramatic moment in my life, made all the more so by my status as an ‘older adult.’
 
The only issue for me was when to write it and what aspect I wanted the Blog to focus on, so I didn’t write a microscopic, 10,000-word recollection.
 
You, the reader, decide how I did.
 
Tada!
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But things are different this time.
 
With the recent release of the final reports, a telescope in South America ended its useful life in 2022. The telescope originated in Vancouver—yes, Vancouver—where this 6-meter telescope was assembled for its trial run before being reassembled in Chile to collect cosmic data beginning in 2007. 
 
It has been collecting data about the universe's origin, 14 billion years ago. Now, that’s big, even for time measurements.
 
Now, go 380,000 years after the Big Bang to when the universe was slowly solidifying into something we might begin to recognize, with gravity’s help, as stars. This is when we first started to see the light from this gigantic phenomenon. 
 
To make research even more difficult, these galaxies are receding from our galaxy and each other. Our findings are very close to what we predicted but not quite. There is just enough difference to maintain our curiosity. Why this difference?
 
Some of the difficulties with the accuracy of our measurement include the most obvious of agreed-upon facts—we are on Earth. The light waves hitting the telescope can be impacted by the light waves emitted by the Earth. Also, the impact of water vapour in the atmosphere, which can be minimized by clever analysis, still can cause unknown distortions.

But being based on Earth has advantages. The equipment can be easily upgraded as technology improves. The camera system was upgraded 3 times before being decommissioned in 2022.
 
I’ll close this Blog with a nod to Albert Einstein, who said, “The fact the universe is comprehensible at all is a miracle.”
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Is it worth spending money to look so far back into galaxies to gather information that is billions of years out of date?
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
My thanks for inspiring this Blog go to the Edmonton Journal.
Photo by NASA on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
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each other. Our findings are very close to what we predicted but not quite. There is just 
enough difference to maintain our curiosity. Why this difference?
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Some of the difficulties with the accuracy of our measurement include the most obvious 
of agreed-upon facts—we are on Earth. The light waves hitting the telescope can be 
impacted by the light waves emitted by the Earth. Also, the impact of water vapour in 
the atmosphere, which can be minimized by clever analysis, still can cause unknown 
distortions.
 
But being based on Earth has advantages. The equipment can be easily upgraded as 
technology improves. The camera system was upgraded 3 times before being 
decommissioned in 2022.
 
I’ll close this Blog with a nod to Albert Einstein, who said, “The fact the universe is 
comprehensible at all is a miracle.”
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Is it worth spending money to look so far back into 
galaxies to gather information that is billions of years out of date?
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit 
of a think. 
 
My thanks for inspiring this Blog go to the Edmonton Journal.
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The last couple of Blogs were about personal experiences I had recently. It was hard for me to strike the right balance. My wife always reads my next-to-final draft to be sure I found that balance and that I have written my thoughts clearly.
 
This topic I saved was a month old from an article in the Edmonton Journal. It first struck me from the perspective of the scale of the time measurements. Imagine receiving a signal, random and unintentional, that was sent 14 billion years ago! That 14,000,000,000. Imagine if we sent a signal back; it would take another 14 billion years to get there and another 14 billion years to receive a signal that it was received. It's too big to get my brain around.
 
I’m impressed when Roman ruins 2,000 years old or an Egyptian artifact 5,000 years old is found.
 
 I thought the topic would be a nice contrast to the previous few blogs.
 
Tada!
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[image: I finally had my turn to name our cat. I chose to call her ‘Ghlarn.”… I finally had my turn to name our cat. I chose to call her ‘Ghlarn.”
 
It is an acronym for my words of faith: Gratitude, Hope, Love, Attitude, Respect, and Nature.
 
Those 5 words are ‘enuf.’ 
 
The English language has many words with silent letters or combinations of letters that should sound the same but don’t.
 
For my cat’s name, the ‘gh’ has the ‘f’ sound, as in ‘laugh.’ This causes all sorts of delightful conversations as the Vet’s receptionist tries to bring up the proper file. It fits my personality, as I’m the family member who used my turn to call an earlier cat, Dog. Again, it was such fun when my young grandson told the kindergarten teacher that his Dog has a loud meow.
 
But I digress.
 
Take the ‘i’ before ‘e’ except after ‘c’ rule. Now isn’t that weird.
 
Here are a few more mind benders. Laughter and daughter. They should rhyme, but don’t. Sew and new! And here’s one spelled differently, but one could say rhyme, kernel and colonel.
 
Uncle.
 
‘K,’ I’ll stop now.
 
There have been movements to clean up the English language and stop its drift into having more exceptions than rules. A monk in the 1100s tried, but his ideas didn’t catch on. 
 
In the 1700s, Noah Webster was influenced by the times—the early days of the American Revolution. One small way of reducing the power of the oppressors from overseas was to make American English a thing.
 
A man still ahead of his time. He was mocked and ignored, poor man.
 
This simplified spelling seemed to dumb the language down. It spelled words as a young child would spell.
In the 1800s, the spelling reformers overlapped their rationale with social movements. The abolitionists, who were against slavery, used simplified spelling to quickly improve the literacy of newly freed slaves. 
 
Now we get to the current movement for more efficient use of the written word. Or rather, it isn’t a movement but rather a quiet bottom-up takeover. 
 
The English language is never dull.
 
OK becomes ‘k.’ ‘You becomes ‘u’ and so on. Yes, texting and general digital communication have evolved rapidly without any identified leader.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What is your favourite pet peeve about the English Language?
 
My thanks to the folks at CBC Radio and Author Gabe Henry for his book, Enough is Enuf.
 
Photo by Brett Jordan on Unsplash
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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One evening, while visiting my niece, we began to talk about 'faith.' We meandered through the topic for an hour or so. Then we set upon the idea of thinking about what words we would use to capture our faith succinctly. 

We settled on the following: love, nature, hope, respect, gratitude and attitude. With my sense of humour, I rearranged the words to make a pronounceable acronym - Ghlarn.

For this blog, that kernel of an idea led me to a broader topic of the English language.

Tada!
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Yes and No.
 
Many societies and non-profit groups hold their Annual General Meetings, or AGMs, at this time of year, which is a legal requirement.
 
In brief, this is what happens at an AGM.
 
The Agenda is distributed, and the first item of business is the acceptance of the Agenda. Folks from the floor with voting rights (usually a pre-purchased membership) can add items.
 
Can I have a motion to accept the Agenda? Can I have a Seconder? All in favour. Passed.
 
Then come the standard reports from the President, Executive Director (ED), Director of Finance, the Secretary, and various Committee Chairs, such as fundraising. Occasionally, there is a guest speaker.
 
Typically, these are straightforward. Occasionally, a few questions are asked for clarification at the end of each presentation.
 
Here are a few memorable moments from AGMs I have attended.
 
In a small town in Alberta, the MLA was the guest speaker at a political party AGM. A local farmer stood up and walked to the stage to introduce the MLA. “Here is a man who needs no introduction.” Then he walked back to his seat amongst the audience.
 
A man of few words, gets right to the point, then sits down when his job is done.
 
A new ED had been on the job for just a few weeks at another organization. She hadn’t had time to learn where the cow-pies lay hidden. These are the very local and unique hot-button issues that no outsider would be expected to know about ahead of time. Locals don’t even know they are important until they are challenged from the outside. 
 
Thus, there was a huge turnout, as folks wanted to see what the new ED was about. After the ED’s presentation, the first cow-pie was identified. “Why has the menu for the café been changed? Everybody knows that Thursdays are liver and onion days."
 
And the uproar began, and all participants spoke about the concern. Several years later, Thursdays are still liver and onion days.
 
Pick your battles, I say.
 
Sometimes, there are factions within the membership who are like-minded about a particular aspect of the organization, such as raising membership fees or increasing security. When the floor is open to any member’s question, you can feel the tension rise. The full-time staff, often the ED, handles these loaded questions instead of the volunteer board members, but not always. It depends on the skill and comfort level of the volunteer.
 
I’ve never attended an AGM that didn’t eventually end that evening, sometimes with the Board's commitment to follow up and report back to the members.
 
Is all this worth it?
 
I firmly believe it is. It provides a way for average citizens and members who care deeply about the mission and vision of their organizations to speak up, overcoming their fear of ridicule and public speaking. Their two cents count.
Please give this a bit of a think. Have you attended an AGM? Why did you go?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo: AI Request: Create an image of a town hall meeting with a female at the podium holding a microphone.
 
AI Follow-up: Change the flag to a Canadian Flag. 
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
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I set up my electronic devices at the kitchen table in preparation for writing my Blog. I didn’t know what the topic would be, but I’m confident something will come to me.
Today it took a few minutes longer.
 
In about three hours, I plan to leave to attend the AGM of the Edmonton Folk Music Festival (EFMF). This organization is near and dear to my heart. It has kept me anchored to who I am and how I want to walk through this world. It sets me up each summer for the next 12 months.
 
Then I realized I had attended another AGM a few days earlier. And I had another coming up next week.
 
I joined the dots and thought there is a good ‘bit-of-a-think’ to close off the Blog.
 
Tada!]
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He has dehumanized all people with a diagnosis of autism. It would be as accurate as describing all those adults under 5 feet as not only short, but the chronic disease of shortness means they will never pay taxes, never hold a job, never play baseball, never write a poem, never go on a date, and never use the toilet by themselves.
 
As an aside and by way of editorial comment, one need only watch the current season of Survivor on TV to see how well a player with autism is holding her own, to appreciate the stupidity of this powerful and influential American.
 
But what can we do to speak truth to power? I’m glad you asked.
 
Let’s focus on the speaker.
 
I suggest he is suffering from a treatable condition called ‘willful ignorance.’
 
It isn’t an illness, unlike what he has framed autism as. But ‘willful ignorance’ is treatable, thankfully. But in comparison to alcoholism, no matter the root causes, the person with the condition needs to want to change.
 
A person suffering from ‘willful ignorance’ first uses denial to protect themselves from needing to change their thinking. Subsequent research has long since shown that the sources used to support their denial are unsupported in multiple studies by credible researchers.
 
As the speaker’s basis for his beliefs is worn away, he switches to the idea that treatment doesn’t work. “It’s not me, it’s them, deflecting responsibility onto others.
 
Eventually, much damage can be caused by influential people with, at best, misguided views.
 
You can create a porous shield against harmful rhetoric. I deliberately used the word porous because I believe we should reflect on all ideas, regardless of their source. We are all human, and we tend to appreciate ideas that reinforce our existing beliefs. We are also strong enough to recognize that reflection time can change our thinking or confirm some of our beliefs. We have that control.
Please give this a bit of a think. What ideas have challenged you? Perhaps you’ve dismissed them. Were you able to disagree, while understanding, without accepting, opposing views? Did you catch yourself skipping the story beneath a headline, because it contradicted your beliefs?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by David Clode on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
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It isn’t an illness, unlike what he has framed autism as. But ‘willful ignorance’ is treatable, 
thankfully. But in comparison to alcoholism, no matter the root causes, the person with 
the condition needs to want to change.
 
A person suffering from ‘willful ignorance’ first uses denial to protect themselves from 
needing to change their thinking. Subsequent research has long since shown that the 
sources used to support their denial are unsupported in multiple studies by credible 
researchers.
 
As the speaker’s basis for his beliefs is worn away, he switches to the idea that 
treatment doesn’t work. “It’s not me, it’s them, deflecting responsibility onto others.
 
Eventually, much damage can be caused by influential people with, at best, misguided 
views.
 
You can create a porous shield against harmful rhetoric. I deliberately used the word 
porous because I believe we should reflect on all ideas, regardless of their source. We 
are all human, and we tend to appreciate ideas that reinforce our existing beliefs. We are 
also strong enough to recognize that reflection time can change our thinking or confirm 
some of our beliefs. We have that control.
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Please give this a bit of a think. What ideas have challenged you? Perhaps you’ve 
dismissed them. Were you able to disagree, while understanding, without accepting, 
opposing views? Did you catch yourself skipping the story beneath a headline, because it 
contradicted your beliefs?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit 
of a think. 
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I have been hearing about Secretary R. F. Kennedy Jr dehumanizing comments about folks with a diagnosis of autism. Most recently, he declared that he would find a cure for autism by September, just 5 months away!
 
Unfortunately, he has now backed himself into a corner and will declare a cure has been found. I’m confident he already knows the cure that will be found.
 
I tried to have an open mind. His ideas are too dangerous for me to sit on the sidelines.
 
Readers will let me know if I was successful with this Blog.
 
Tada!
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[image: I like a good Scotch more than the next guy. Or so I’d like to think.… I like a good Scotch more than the next guy. Or so I’d like to think.
 
I have an extensive collection of Scotch bottles from around the world. I use the term Scotch loosely. Scotch is legally and narrowly defined as Scotch from Scotland, made to exacting standards. I won’t say how many bottles I have. Shame does have a place in my life. However, I’ll give you a hint. You should use the word ' dozens ' to measure the number of bottles.’
 
I recently heard of a non-alcoholic ‘Scotch.’ I mentioned this sacrilegious beverage to my wife and hinted that it would make a lovely 49th wedding anniversary gift.
 
Voila! There it was on our anniversary. She has such good taste in gifts. She always knows what I appreciate.
 
After properly fondling the bottle and sniffing the cork, I poured the ounce into my crystal glass Scotch glass (another wonderful gift from my wife). I then added a few drops of water from my glass pipette, which again was another gift from the love of my life.
 
How snobby can I be? Why have a hobby if I can’t be a bit pretentious, just for fun?
 
I sniffed the contents of my glass after swirling it about. 
 
Different.

Now the first sip. Ah, there was a familiar hint of smoke that lingered just long enough, followed by a spicy bite that lasted for several minutes at the back of my mouth. Some Scotch have a bite without the spice that can disappear right away, or last for a long time and tingle in different parts of the mouth.
 
Such is the fun of my active Scotch bottles, with regular removal when empty and new ones arriving, coincidentally on special occasions.
 
All these rituals contribute to the experience and have been a part of it around the world for a long time.
 
Along comes a disruptor. Something different. Unfamiliar. Challenging.
 
This new non-alcoholic Scotch was not really Scotch. It didn’t taste like a traditional Scotch. 
 
I was disappointed, as I had hoped to find a new favourite Scotch to drink with friends when I was still driving home.
 
However, I discovered a new beverage category that has yet to be named. By the time I consumed the ounce of my new drink, I was beginning to overcome my disappointment and appreciate it on its own merits. It has a place in my Scotch collection, perhaps with an asterisk. 
Please give this a bit of a think. Have there been people you met, places you’ve been, or rituals you participated in for the first time that didn’t work for you, to put it in simple terms? Were you able to pause your thinking, recalibrate, and assess the situation so you became open to ‘different?’ Different, with first exposure, is not necessarily bad or good. It is just different.
 
This way of reacting to different, made me a better person. It enriched my life with the people I spent time getting to know, sometimes never agreeing with many of their views, but enjoying the conversations that revealed how folks formed opinions that differed from mine. 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Julia Kicova on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]

I
 like a good Scotch more than the next guy. Or so I’d like to think.
 
I have an extensive collection of Scotch bottles from around the world. I use the term 
Scotch loosely. Scotch is legally and narrowly defined as Scotch from Scotland, made to 
exacting standards. I won’t say how many bottles I have. Shame does have a place in my 
life. However, I’ll give you a hint. You should use the word ' dozens ' to measure the 
number of bottles.’
 
I recently heard of a non-alcoholic ‘Scotch.’ I mentioned this sacrilegious beverage to my 
wife and hinted that it would make a lovely 49th wedding anniversary gift.
 
Voila! There it was on our anniversary. She has such good taste in gifts. She always knows 
what I appreciate.
 
After properly fondling the bottle and sniffing the cork, I poured the ounce into my 
crystal glass Scotch glass (another wonderful gift from my wife). I then added a few 
drops of water from my glass pipette, which again was another gift from the love of my 
life.
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How snobby can I be? Why have a hobby if I can’t be a bit pretentious, just for fun?
 
I sniffed the contents of my glass after swirling it about. 
 
Different.
 
Now the first sip. Ah, there was a familiar hint of smoke that lingered just long enough, 
followed by a spicy bite that lasted for several minutes at the back of my mouth. Some 
Scotch have a bite without the spice that can disappear right away, or last for a long time 
and tingle in different parts of the mouth.
 
Such is the fun of my active Scotch bottles, with regular removal when empty and new 
ones arriving, coincidentally on special occasions.
 
All these rituals contribute to the experience and have been a part of it around the world 
for a long time.
 
Along comes a disruptor. Something different. Unfamiliar. Challenging.
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This new non-alcoholic Scotch was not really Scotch. It didn’t taste like a traditional 
Scotch. 
 
I was disappointed, as I had hoped to find a new favourite Scotch to drink with friends 
when I was still driving home.
 
However, I discovered a new beverage category that has yet to be named. By the time I 
consumed the ounce of my new drink, I was beginning to overcome my disappointment and 
appreciate it on its own merits. It has a place in my Scotch collection, perhaps with an 
asterisk. 
Please give this a bit of a think. Have there been people you met, places you’ve been, or 
rituals you participated in for the first time that didn’t work for you, to put it in simple 
terms? Were you able to pause your thinking, recalibrate, and assess the situation so you 
became open to ‘different?’ Different, with first exposure, is not necessarily bad or 
good. It is just different.
 
This way of reacting to different, made me a better person. It enriched my life with the 
people I spent time getting to know, sometimes never agreeing with many of their views, 
but enjoying the conversations that revealed how folks formed opinions that differed 
from mine. 


[image: I like a good Scotch more than the next guy. Or so I’d like to think.… I like a good Scotch more than the next guy. Or so I’d like to think.
 
I have an extensive collection of Scotch bottles from around the world. I use the term Scotch loosely. Scotch is legally and narrowly defined as Scotch from Scotland, made to exacting standards. I won’t say how many bottles I have. Shame does have a place in my life. However, I’ll give you a hint. You should use the word ' dozens ' to measure the number of bottles.’
 
I recently heard of a non-alcoholic ‘Scotch.’ I mentioned this sacrilegious beverage to my wife and hinted that it would make a lovely 49th wedding anniversary gift.
 
Voila! There it was on our anniversary. She has such good taste in gifts. She always knows what I appreciate.
 
After properly fondling the bottle and sniffing the cork, I poured the ounce into my crystal glass Scotch glass (another wonderful gift from my wife). I then added a few drops of water from my glass pipette, which again was another gift from the love of my life.
 
How snobby can I be? Why have a hobby if I can’t be a bit pretentious, just for fun?
 
I sniffed the contents of my glass after swirling it about. 
 
Different.

Now the first sip. Ah, there was a familiar hint of smoke that lingered just long enough, followed by a spicy bite that lasted for several minutes at the back of my mouth. Some Scotch have a bite without the spice that can disappear right away, or last for a long time and tingle in different parts of the mouth.
 
Such is the fun of my active Scotch bottles, with regular removal when empty and new ones arriving, coincidentally on special occasions.
 
All these rituals contribute to the experience and have been a part of it around the world for a long time.
 
Along comes a disruptor. Something different. Unfamiliar. Challenging.
 
This new non-alcoholic Scotch was not really Scotch. It didn’t taste like a traditional Scotch. 
 
I was disappointed, as I had hoped to find a new favourite Scotch to drink with friends when I was still driving home.
 
However, I discovered a new beverage category that has yet to be named. By the time I consumed the ounce of my new drink, I was beginning to overcome my disappointment and appreciate it on its own merits. It has a place in my Scotch collection, perhaps with an asterisk. 
Please give this a bit of a think. Have there been people you met, places you’ve been, or rituals you participated in for the first time that didn’t work for you, to put it in simple terms? Were you able to pause your thinking, recalibrate, and assess the situation so you became open to ‘different?’ Different, with first exposure, is not necessarily bad or good. It is just different.
 
This way of reacting to different, made me a better person. It enriched my life with the people I spent time getting to know, sometimes never agreeing with many of their views, but enjoying the conversations that revealed how folks formed opinions that differed from mine. 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Julia Kicova on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit 
of a think. 
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I opened the Mad Moose non-alcoholic beverage the night before writing this Blog.  It is a Canadian product.
 
I never imagined a Blog evolving from the grand opening. But the different aspect from what I was expecting stirred up memories from other food tasting I had that were different. I couldn’t recall the specifics, but it definitely rang the bell for me.
 
Then it was an easy jump to sketching out in my head, the topic for a Blog over the next 24 hours.
 
I read the label while writing this Backstory and it said to consume within 6 months after opening.
 
I’d better get at it.
 
Tada!
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[image: I have seen a lot of sexual assault cases being covered in the news. Some cases are related to domestic violence, attacks by strangers, or power differentials, to name just a few.… I have seen a lot of sexual assault cases being covered in the news. Some cases are related to domestic violence, attacks by strangers, or power differentials, to name just a few.
 
I came across the research of a PhD student of history at Memorial University in Newfoundland. Here is a summary of her findings regarding 28 rape trials from 800 years ago, from 1201 to 1382.
 
The conviction rate was about 10%.
 
Jumping back to relative current times, between 2009 and 2014, about 12% of sexual assault complaints reported to police resulted in convictions.
 
There is a bit of apples and oranges here, but you get the picture.
 
I was surprised to learn that courts would move from one county to another to hear cases. Women could file rape charges on their own. “They didn’t need a man. They didn’t need a father, brother or husband.” Women had a voice to speak up.
 
The research revealed a significant amount of victim blaming. Did she fight hard enough? She is probably lying. Her story is inconsistent. 
 
One of the prescribed procedures a woman had to follow to report a rape was to report to the sheriff immediately, often called the “hue and cry” step. Then, she had to show her injuries to the most likely male sheriff. If he believed that something bad had occurred, she then had the opportunity to tell her story to a group of “good and honest” men. If these citizens believed that something bad had happened, then it was off to court to retell her story word for word. Any variation in her story resulted in a dismissal of the case. ”He came into the kitchen from the back door, to he came into the kitchen by the front door” was sufficient variation to dismiss.
 
In the context of the current religious and cultural lens of the time, notably, women were lustful, deceitful, dangerous and untrustworthy.  Jurors and judges were impacted in their thinking. 
 
In a 2018 Australian study, 42% thought that sexual assault accusations are a way of getting back at men. And 10% thought women are probably lying about rape if they don’t report it instantly.
 

In Canada, there have been progressive reforms, but conviction rates remain low. “Women continue to experience sexual assault trial processes as brutal and traumatizing, and we continue to have cases in which judicial reasoning is infected by the very same types of stereotypes.”
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you think of current trends of erroneous thinking that have their roots deeply entrenched in the past? Take some time. It’s a tough ask, I know.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
My Source Document: CBC-Ideas.
 
Photo by AI Request: Create an image in landscape format that shows ancient thinking that animals are for human use and modern thinking that animals have rights.
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I
 have seen a lot of sexual assault cases being covered in the news. Some cases are 
related to domestic violence, attacks by strangers, or power differentials, to name 
just a few.
 
I came across the research of a PhD student of history at Memorial University in 
Newfoundland. Here is a summary of her findings regarding 28 rape trials from 800 years 
ago, from 1201 to 1382.
 
The conviction rate was about 10%.
 
Jumping back to relative current times, between 2009 and 2014, about 12% of sexual 
assault complaints reported to police resulted in convictions.
 
There is a bit of apples and oranges here, but you get the picture.
 
I was surprised to learn that courts would move from one county to another to hear cases. 
Women could file rape charges on their own. “They didn’t need a man. They didn’t need a 
father, brother or husband.” Women had a voice to speak up.
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I went back to my collection of potential Blog ideas. This topic was from December 2021!
 
It had caught my interest because the topic is still current 800 years later. Thus, the title “The More Things Change…” I knew that the regular readers of the Blog could complete the sentence.
 
It’s always a challenge to condense a lengthy article on a complex topic into approximately 500 words. I still have never used AI to do this. This topic was no exception.
 
After engaging my valued readers, I need to find a logical transition into the ‘bit-of-a-think’ section. The topic is darker than many Blogs I have written, so the opportunity to reflect took some time. Eventually, simpler is better. It was just one short sentence.
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[image: I love the social custom of clinking glasses or beer bottles. Cheers!… I love the social custom of clinking glasses or beer bottles. Cheers!
 
My wife and I clink our glasses when we first drink together, even if it’s just water. Somehow, it connects us more.
 
During some of my ‘time-well-wasted,’ I came across the latest advances in seawater desalination. The future looks very hopeful.
 
Over the last few years, I've been following the research using graphene membranes to remove salt from seawater. It shows promise.
 
First, a very brief overview of the science.
 
One of several membrane approaches to filter salt from seawater involves using graphene. One of its properties is its nano-sized pores, which allow unsalted water through but not salted water.
 
Enough of the science lesson!
 
Some of the properties of graphene include:
1.     It is 200 times stronger than steel.
2.     It is foldable.
3.     It captures less than 3% of light and transmits the rest, making it invisible.
4.     Graphene is made from carbon, which is readily available.

The science has continued to improve both cost and efficiency. One significant step is to show proof of concept at a large scale. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Small units will likely be manufactured to help in specific situations. 
 
Let’s dream a little. Small coastal communities by the seawater could have an affordable supply of fresh drinking water. Rich soil in the vicinity could now be used for farmland with irrigation. Ships at sea could receive fresh water daily for both humans and animals. Manufacturing plants or large data centres with thousands of servers could be cooled if located near tidal waters.
 
Water is relatively safe and easy to transport via pipeline. It can be treated at the shoreline and moved long distances to population centres. I live in the Greater Edmonton Area (GEA), which has a population of over 1 million. We source our water from glaciers in the Canadian Rockies, about a 500 km drive to the west.
This seems fanciful until I see the receding glaciers markers. Pipelines will be cheaper than many other options.
 
Getting back to the mutual toasting of our water glasses, drinking water is essential to life. Water is too cheap. We flush many litres of water through our toilet system every day. I feel guilty when I run the tap to get hot water. Why can’t that water run into the toilet tank? I take my vehicle to the car wash for weddings and funerals. Otherwise, rain is sufficient. 
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What is your relationship to water? Could it have similar rights to people?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
My thanks to the Chemical Engineering Journal, March 1, 2024
 
Photo by engin akyurt on Unsplash
 


If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.

And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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Some of the properties of graphene include:
1.     It is 200 times stronger than steel.
2.     It is foldable.
3.     It captures less than 3% of light and transmits the rest, making it invisible.
4.     Graphene is made from carbon, which is readily available.
 
The science has continued to improve both cost and efficiency. One significant step is to 
show proof of concept at a large scale. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Small units 
will likely be manufactured to help in specific situations. 
 
Let’s dream a little. Small coastal communities by the seawater could have an affordable 
supply of fresh drinking water. Rich soil in the vicinity could now be used for farmland 
with irrigation. Ships at sea could receive fresh water daily for both humans and animals. 
Manufacturing plants or large data centres with thousands of servers could be cooled if 
located near tidal waters.
 
Water is relatively safe and easy to transport via pipeline. It can be treated at the 
shoreline and moved long distances to population centres. I live in the Greater Edmonton 
Area (GEA), which has a population of over 1 million. We source our water from glaciers in 
the Canadian Rockies, about a 500 km drive to the west.
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[image: The Backstory for this Blog… The Backstory for this Blog
 
No topic had come to mind this morning, so I returned to the collection in my
 ‘Blog Topic Ideas’ folder.
 
I deleted a few items from the bottom of the long list since they seemed quite dated. Additionally, I wrote the last few blogs about events in my life and wanted to shift back to a broader topic. A TED Talk headline appeared promising.
 
This blog serves as a bit of a kitchen sink of water topics that occasionally percolate in my mind. First, there’s desalination. Then, I delve into the uplifting future possibilities. After that, a segue way into my own experiences with drinking water. Finally, I close with a toast using my water glass.
 
Tada!
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[image: I went to an afternoon concert recently—a tribute to Gordon Lightfoot. About 70 people attended in a small venue. The lead of the trio was Benjamin Williams. I first saw him when he was 15 years old, busking on the street corners of Edmonton. He sounded good back then, and it was fun to hear how his voice has improved over the last 15 years or so.… I went to an afternoon concert recently—a tribute to Gordon Lightfoot. About 70 people attended in a small venue. The lead of the trio was Benjamin Williams. I first saw him when he was 15 years old, busking on the street corners of Edmonton. He sounded good back then, and it was fun to hear how his voice has improved over the last 15 years or so.
 
By the end of the performance, I had to put it in the top three of live concerts I have been fortunate enough to attend.
 
“How so?” you ask. Well, let me try to figure out that answer. In the current phrasing, I’ll unpack it.
 
I had front-row, centre seating. I couldn’t quite reach out and play Benjamin’s guitar, but I was close. I had clear light of sight to watch the amazing musicians play their guitars, which ranged from a 12-string to a 6-string and a 4-string.
 
Benjamin’s diction was crystal clear. I mean every syllable.
 
There were many moments when, with eyes closed, I could easily imagine it was Lightfoot on stage. 
 
Lightfoot is a strong songwriter. I enjoy closing my eyes for songs that are strong on imagery, such as “campfire smoke rises to the shadows overhead.” I’ve sat around many campfires and watched that magic play out just above my head.

This concert was one of three. The intriguing fact is that the three are so very different.
 
In second place was Joan Baez for her show at the Winspear Concert Hall in Edmonton. Seating is in a U-shape with lots of floor seating and several levels of seating around the outer wall of the hall, for a total of 1,800. This is 25 times larger than the Lightfoot Tribute show.
 
Joan was such a classy professional. Sitting in the centre of the second row, we did not miss a single facial expression. She recited her own poetry along with the background of each piece. A kind, gentle, strong woman who knew she was at the top of her game, and most songs were written by her. She owned that stage.
 
Now, I put Leonard Cohen, appearing in the local NHL hockey arena, in first place. There were many singers and musicians, with a piano off to the side. At one point, he ran across the stage and then slid on his knees before coming to a stop. He never lost his trademark hat! For a man in his seventies, it was quite a show.
 
Particularly memorable was his introduction of his backup singers and musicians. He stopped the show, turned to each supporting person at a time and spoke eloquently of their background. You could hear a pin drop. This contrasted sharply with the next night, when I was at a Jesse Cook concert in a 500-seat venue. The band played while he told us the hometown of each musician. I never did hear their names or where they were from, given the noise (music) that played over Jesse’s intros.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have significant events in your life that at first glance appear to have little in common with each other? Yet they are connected sufficiently to allow comparisons and ranking of their importance in your life.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Glenn Walmsley
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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When I saw Leonard Cohen in concert thanks to a Christmas gift from a friend, He took the first-place spot for the best concert I had ever seen.  I never added a second concert until seeing Joan Baez. It took more than a decade before I experienced a worthy third-place concert.
 
I had not expected to pick the Gordon Lightfoot concert. Even if you crammed as many as legally permitted, there would still be fewer than 150 people.
 
That got me thinking about the broader picture of ranking different events in my life. The concerts got ranked before I realized how different they were. 
 
I attended all three with my wife so that variable evened things out.
 
I decided not to spoil the moment and try to unpack the events any more than I had already.
 
Tada!
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I picked one prediction that caught my mind – long-acting HIV prevention medication.
 
Over 1 million people worldwide become infected with HIV every year. 
 
Effective preventative drugs exist, but they have an Achilles' heel. Folks must take them every day, or even more challenging, they must be taken ahead of a possible infection.
 
A new long-acting drug, Lonette Capovilla, is more convenient. It is administered by injection once every six months. Despite the title of this blog, I won’t go into the ‘how’ it accomplishes this.
 
A drug trial in Uganda and South Africa involving 5,000 women and girls demonstrated that the drug was 100% effective in preventing HIV infection. No, that wasn’t a typo. What could possibly be ‘a better way?’ This is what caught my mind’s attention.
 
Currently, approved forms of this Lonette Capovilla drug cost $40,000/person/year. Obviously, this isn’t going to work in low and middle-income countries, let alone rich countries.
 
A better way, not the best way, has been adopted. Manufacturing has been licensed to other businesses to make generic copies. They can sell it in 120 low-resource countries with a high incidence of HIV.
 
These manufacturers are not allowed to sell this generic drug in middle-income countries. It is worth noting that these countries probably couldn’t afford the current $40,000 yearly per person price tag.
 
There must be a better way.
 
Unfortunately, I don’t know what that way is. However, a few thoughts might realistically give a starting point for our thinking. I think of smallpox. At one time, it was a worldwide killer. Rich countries had effective vaccines. I remember getting a scratch on my left shoulder as a young child. I just checked in the mirror and can still see a circular scar. Smallpox no longer exists on this planet except in a few laboratories around the world. How did we find a better way?
 
At the United Nations level, representing almost all the countries in the world, there was enough consensus to eradicate it. The Achilles’ heel of this infection was that it needed to live on humans. If we could eliminate it for one second of time from all humans, the war on smallpox would be won. At one point, a small group of people headed off into the jungles of an African country to deal with the last known outbreak of smallpox.
 
Smallpox vaccinations were no longer needed anywhere in the world.
The key was not to find a solution but to first agree that a solution was worth finding.
Please give this a bit of a think. What is one problem in your neighbourhood that poses a challenging issue to solve? Who are the stakeholders that need to come together to agree that the problem is worth addressing? What is required to get these key folks together to focus on building a consensus?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
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Obviously, this isn’t going to work in low and middle-income countries, let alone rich 
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A better way, not the best way, has been adopted. Manufacturing has been licensed to 
other businesses to make generic copies. They can sell it in 120 low-resource countries 
with a high incidence of HIV.
 
These manufacturers are not allowed to sell this generic drug in middle-income countries. 
It is worth noting that these countries probably couldn’t afford the current $40,000 
yearly per person price tag.
 
There must be a better way.
 
Unfortunately, I don’t know what that way is. However, a few thoughts might realistically 
give a starting point for our thinking. I think of smallpox. At one time, it was a worldwide 
killer. Rich countries had effective vaccines. I remember getting a scratch on my left 
shoulder as a young child. I just checked in the mirror and can still see a circular scar. 
Smallpox no longer exists on this planet except in a few laboratories around the world. 
How did we find a better way?
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Smallpox vaccinations were no longer needed anywhere in the world.
The key was not to find a solution but to first agree that a solution was worth finding.
Please give this a bit of a think. What is one problem in your neighbourhood that poses a 
challenging issue to solve? Who are the stakeholders that need to come together to 
agree that the problem is worth addressing? What is required to get these key folks 
together to focus on building a consensus?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit 
of a think. 
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At the United Nations level, representing almost all the countries in the world, there was enough consensus to eradicate it. The Achilles’ heel of this infection was that it needed to live on humans. If we could eliminate it for one second of time from all humans, the war on smallpox would be won. At one point, a small group of people headed off into the jungles of an African country to deal with the last known outbreak of smallpox.
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I’ve just discovered YouTube's “Watch Later” feature. I scroll or troll through lots of videos beyond my many channel subscriptions. I stop and watch some of these—it all depends on my mood at the time. I’m interested in checking these videos out, but not necessarily now. Now, I just click Watch Later. Then, I can settle in for a viewing of the best of the best. Some videos are a few minutes, others can be an hour or more.
 
That’s how I came across the Massachusetts Institute of Technology’s annual review of breakthroughs for 2025. I had a hard time getting past the presenter's very wrinkled shirt and, at times, his ADD or ADHD tendencies. But I persevered.
 
This HIV treatment caught my eye, right at the end. It wouldn’t be a breakthrough unless a way could be found to make it accessible. It was as if I had a problem on one hand and a known effective solution on the other. Yet I couldn’t bring my two hands together.
 
I knew it wasn’t a problem to find the money first. We had to want to find a solution to make it accessible.
 
One day’s worth of military drones flying to deliver their destructive power would go a long way to making the lives of thousands of people with HIV infection return to normal. A ceasefire for 1 day with the resulting saving going to stop the HIV infection would be a starting point.

Tada!]
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[image: I recently went to my first outdoor music festival of the 2025 season. Thankfully, my wife enjoys adversity as much as I do during these events. How do we genuinely reach this attitude? We both enjoy live music, particularly outdoors. Most of the time, we take on the challenge of poor weather conditions with an elbows-up attitude. It’s all part of the adventure of life.… I recently went to my first outdoor music festival of the 2025 season. Thankfully, my wife enjoys adversity as much as I do during these events. How do we genuinely reach this attitude? We both enjoy live music, particularly outdoors. Most of the time, we take on the challenge of poor weather conditions with an elbows-up attitude. It’s all part of the adventure of life. 
 
We also recognize that we are fortunate to see the world this way. As an aside, we found out at the end of the weekend festival that the United States had bombed Iran. For many in the world, life is not fun and games but one of daily survival with no end in sight.
 
Now, back to my primary focus.
 
The closing act on Saturday was a west-coast band, 54-40, from Tsawwassen, British Columbia. Their first gig was in 1980, and their first big hit was "One Day in Your Life."
 
Skipping through the drudgery of life as musicians, they had several record contracts in the States but never made it to the mainstream.  Hootie and the Blowfish covered one of their songs, which was used on the first episode of ‘Friends.’ The royalties from the Hootie and the Blowfish cover enabled the band to build their recording studio in Vancouver.
 
In the late 1990s, they had one album, Go Gold, and three platinum albums in Canada.
 
Before the opening of the recent show, some called out and asked what the band's name meant. The lead pointed to another band member and said, “Ask him; it was his idea.”
 
No response. My wife was quicker than I and provided the answer.
 
54-40 refers to the 50 parallel and 40 minutes. The full expression was 54-40 or fight.
 
President Polk of the United States in the late 1840s was noted for expanding the territory of the United States. He fought with Mexico during his reign and named the newly acquired land Texas. 
 
Then he set his sights on the disputed Oregon Territory. The ‘54-40 or fight the British’ slogan was the battle cry to move the border north to 54 degrees, 40 minutes north. Eventually, it was agreed to use the 49th parallel as their northern border. The slogan went to the trash heap of unsuccessful battle cries.
Anything ringing a bell here? Does ‘Elbows-Up’ have a greater chance of success?
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What slogans do you keep at the ready to help you stay calm and forge ahead through adversity? I’ll give a few hints on some of mine.
 
1.     I only need one I first started using this one when approaching a large commuter parking lot that looked full with about 1,000 vehicles. “I only need one space.” It switched my mind from frustrating and negative thinking to solution-focused. Where would the most likely place be for my one spot?  I drove to the farthest area of the lot from the subway gate. There was my spot, waiting for me!  
2.     It’s a first-world problem’ I use this one to put my life in perspective. I have a home to go to, with a full fridge. I’m warm and fed. Most of the rest of my life is a series of minor issues that pale in comparison to the concerns of many people in the world.  
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Haberdoedas on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
]

I
 recently went to my first outdoor music festival of the 2025 season. Thankfully, my 
wife enjoys adversity as much as I do during these events. How do we genuinely reach 
this attitude? We both enjoy live music, particularly outdoors. Most of the time, we take 
on the challenge of poor weather conditions with an elbows-up attitude. It’s all part of the 
adventure of life. 
 
We also recognize that we are fortunate to see the world this way. As an aside, we found 
out at the end of the weekend festival that the United States had bombed Iran. For many 
in the world, life is not fun and games but one of daily survival with no end in sight.
 
Now, back to my primary focus.
 
The closing act on Saturday was a west-coast band, 54-40, from Tsawwassen, British 
Columbia. Their first gig was in 1980, and their first big hit was "One Day in Your Life."
 
Skipping through the drudgery of life as musicians, they had several record contracts in 
the States but never made it to the mainstream.  Hootie and the Blowfish covered one of 
their songs, which was used on the first episode of ‘Friends.’ The royalties from the 


[image: I recently went to my first outdoor music festival of the 2025 season. Thankfully, my wife enjoys adversity as much as I do during these events. How do we genuinely reach this attitude? We both enjoy live music, particularly outdoors. Most of the time, we take on the challenge of poor weather conditions with an elbows-up attitude. It’s all part of the adventure of life.… I recently went to my first outdoor music festival of the 2025 season. Thankfully, my wife enjoys adversity as much as I do during these events. How do we genuinely reach this attitude? We both enjoy live music, particularly outdoors. Most of the time, we take on the challenge of poor weather conditions with an elbows-up attitude. It’s all part of the adventure of life. 
 
We also recognize that we are fortunate to see the world this way. As an aside, we found out at the end of the weekend festival that the United States had bombed Iran. For many in the world, life is not fun and games but one of daily survival with no end in sight.
 
Now, back to my primary focus.
 
The closing act on Saturday was a west-coast band, 54-40, from Tsawwassen, British Columbia. Their first gig was in 1980, and their first big hit was "One Day in Your Life."
 
Skipping through the drudgery of life as musicians, they had several record contracts in the States but never made it to the mainstream.  Hootie and the Blowfish covered one of their songs, which was used on the first episode of ‘Friends.’ The royalties from the Hootie and the Blowfish cover enabled the band to build their recording studio in Vancouver.
 
In the late 1990s, they had one album, Go Gold, and three platinum albums in Canada.
 
Before the opening of the recent show, some called out and asked what the band's name meant. The lead pointed to another band member and said, “Ask him; it was his idea.”
 
No response. My wife was quicker than I and provided the answer.
 
54-40 refers to the 50 parallel and 40 minutes. The full expression was 54-40 or fight.
 
President Polk of the United States in the late 1840s was noted for expanding the territory of the United States. He fought with Mexico during his reign and named the newly acquired land Texas. 
 
Then he set his sights on the disputed Oregon Territory. The ‘54-40 or fight the British’ slogan was the battle cry to move the border north to 54 degrees, 40 minutes north. Eventually, it was agreed to use the 49th parallel as their northern border. The slogan went to the trash heap of unsuccessful battle cries.
Anything ringing a bell here? Does ‘Elbows-Up’ have a greater chance of success?
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What slogans do you keep at the ready to help you stay calm and forge ahead through adversity? I’ll give a few hints on some of mine.
 
1.     I only need one I first started using this one when approaching a large commuter parking lot that looked full with about 1,000 vehicles. “I only need one space.” It switched my mind from frustrating and negative thinking to solution-focused. Where would the most likely place be for my one spot?  I drove to the farthest area of the lot from the subway gate. There was my spot, waiting for me!  
2.     It’s a first-world problem’ I use this one to put my life in perspective. I have a home to go to, with a full fridge. I’m warm and fed. Most of the rest of my life is a series of minor issues that pale in comparison to the concerns of many people in the world.  
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Haberdoedas on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
]
Hootie and the Blowfish cover enabled the band to build their recording studio in 
Vancouver.
 
In the late 1990s, they had one album, Go Gold, and three platinum albums in Canada.
 
Before the opening of the recent show, some called out and asked what the band's name 
meant. The lead pointed to another band member and said, “Ask him; it was his idea.”
 
No response. My wife was quicker than I and provided the answer.
 
54-40 refers to the 50 parallel and 40 minutes. The full expression was 54-40 or fight.
 
President Polk of the United States in the late 1840s was noted for expanding the 
territory of the United States. He fought with Mexico during his reign and named the 
newly acquired land Texas. 
 
Then he set his sights on the disputed Oregon Territory. The ‘54-40 or fight the British’ 
slogan was the battle cry to move the border north to 54 degrees, 40 minutes north. 
Eventually, it was agreed to use the 49th parallel as their northern border. The slogan 
went to the trash heap of unsuccessful battle cries.
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1.     I only need one

I first started using this one when approaching a large commuter parking lot that looked 
full with about 1,000 vehicles. “I only need one space.” It switched my mind from 
frustrating and negative thinking to solution-focused. Where would the most likely place 
be for my one spot?  I drove to the farthest area of the lot from the subway gate. There 
was my spot, waiting for me!



2.     It’s a first-world problem’

I use this one to put my life in perspective. I have a home to go to, with a full fridge. I’m 
warm and fed. Most of the rest of my life is a series of minor issues that pale in 
comparison to the concerns of many people in the world.
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The Beaumont Music Festival is a two-day outdoor Canadian music festival. Before my first trip to this festival, I was very familiar with the Edmonton Folk Music Festival. In the very early days, folks would camp overnight in the bushes nearby to get a good position in the line-up. Others paid the younger generation to be early in line.
 
So I made sure I arrived at least when the gates opened. Well, I was in for a surprise. With my wife beside me, the other guy and I wandered into the site. An hour later, we were still the only two tarps on the ground. This defines a laid-back festival.
 
The 2025 show has 54-40 as the closing act. I wasn’t familiar with their music, but I had heard of them. One of the delights of music festivals is seeing familiar favourite groups perform live. Equally important is exposing myself to new genres and musicians. There are always surprising new favourites getting added to my list.
 
I enjoyed 54-40. A good closing act. My curious spirit got the best of me, and down the rabbit hole I went. What a fascinating snippet of Canadian history.
 

I hope you enjoyed learning about this as much as I enjoyed sharing it.
 
Tada!]
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[image: I don’t often get so frustrated with technology. My retirement promise to myself, this is before I used a cell phone for personal use, was to maximize my use of technology when it made sense to improve my life. Then ignore the rest.… I don’t often get so frustrated with technology. My retirement promise to myself, this is before I used a cell phone for personal use, was to maximize my use of technology when it made sense to improve my life. Then ignore the rest.
 
I've had a struggle with technology over the last few weeks. It seemed as if it had it in for me. Everything seemed to be failing me. Let me give you a few examples.
 
With my new-to-me 10-year-old car, I was setting up the audio so that we could play music through the car speakers. Technology has advanced since my old car, so I needed new cables and adapters. I purchased a Bluetooth receiver to connect to the AUX port, as the vehicle did not have a built-in Bluetooth feature. I bought a new plug for the cigarette light and a new cable so I could continuously charge the phone while travelling on long road trips. 
 
I sat in the car in my driveway, turned on the motor and managed to play Spotify on my phone. The music was transmitted to the Bluetooth receiver, and then the sound came out of the car speakers. The radio volume on the dashboard controlled the volume. Perfection.
 
I did some stop/start shopping for the next hour, and everything worked as expected. Then, when the 3-hour road trip began, it failed after about 30 minutes into the trip. I had no idea why, and after an unsuccessful stop to fix it, we settled on music through the phone.
 
I had set up the ‘Here we Go’ navigation app, which I’ve used for many years, with our destination address inputted. After a few minutes, it too failed. No idea why, again.
 
When I got to my hotel, I tried to get the navigation app working again as I had to travel to a few unfamiliar addresses. No luck.  So I switched to the Apple Maps app. I have been overloaded with new tech learning, and as I was happy with ‘Here we Go’, I hadn’t bothered learning this app.
 
I set it up with one of my addresses, and it worked fine. I preferred it over the old app, until it failed me as well. I tried to enter a second address. It told me there was no such address. I then tried to go back to the first address, only to be told there was no such address. 
 
Consequently, I sheepishly arrived over an hour late to the luncheon. I was bringing dessert. No fun.
 
With the new car, I wasn’t confident in the accuracy of the fuel gauge. With just two little lines left before ‘empty,’ I pulled in for gas about an hour before arriving home. I knew this fill-up would qualify me for a discount and a bonus of $5.00. My app would not load.
 
I was getting quite flustered with my relationship with technology, but luckily I remembered to ask for a paper receipt.
 
One sleep later, I got started on a training video from my favourite YouTube trainer on all things Apple. He had an hour-long video on how to use Apple Maps. Ah, I was able to sort everything out. The test will come in two days when I leave on a 10-day road trip.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What is your relationship to technology? Do you turn away at every encounter? Do you fully embrace it? How are your coping skills when the technology does what you tell it to do, but not what you want it to do?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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is before I used a cell phone for personal use, was to maximize my use of technology 
when it made sense to improve my life. Then ignore the rest.
 
I've had a struggle with technology over the last few weeks. It seemed as if it had it in 
for me. Everything seemed to be failing me. Let me give you a few examples.
 
With my new-to-me 10-year-old car, I was setting up the audio so that we could play music 
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cables and adapters. I purchased a Bluetooth receiver to connect to the AUX port, as the 
vehicle did not have a built-in Bluetooth feature. I bought a new plug for the cigarette 
light and a new cable so I could continuously charge the phone while travelling on long road 
trips. 
 
I sat in the car in my driveway, turned on the motor and managed to play Spotify on my 
phone. The music was transmitted to the Bluetooth receiver, and then the sound came out 
of the car speakers. The radio volume on the dashboard controlled the volume. Perfection.
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Consequently, I sheepishly arrived over an hour late to the luncheon. I was bringing dessert. No fun.
 
With the new car, I wasn’t confident in the accuracy of the fuel gauge. With just two little lines left before ‘empty,’ I pulled in for gas about an hour before arriving home. I knew this fill-up would qualify me for a discount and a bonus of $5.00. My app would not load.
 
I was getting quite flustered with my relationship with technology, but luckily I remembered to ask for a paper receipt.
 
One sleep later, I got started on a training video from my favourite YouTube trainer on all things Apple. He had an hour-long video on how to use Apple Maps. Ah, I was able to sort everything out. The test will come in two days when I leave on a 10-day road trip.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What is your relationship to technology? Do you turn away at every encounter? Do you fully embrace it? How are your coping skills when the technology does what you tell it to do, but not what you want it to do?
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I did some stop/start shopping for the next hour, and everything worked as expected. 
Then, when the 3-hour road trip began, it failed after about 30 minutes into the trip. I 
had no idea why, and after an unsuccessful stop to fix it, we settled on music through the 
phone.
 
I had set up the ‘Here we Go’ navigation app, which I’ve used for many years, with our 
destination address inputted. After a few minutes, it too failed. No idea why, again.
 
When I got to my hotel, I tried to get the navigation app working again as I had to travel 
to a few unfamiliar addresses. No luck.  So I switched to the Apple Maps app. I have been 
overloaded with new tech learning, and as I was happy with ‘Here we Go’, I hadn’t 
bothered learning this app.
 
I set it up with one of my addresses, and it worked fine. I preferred it over the old app, 
until it failed me as well. I tried to enter a second address. It told me there was no such 
address. I then tried to go back to the first address, only to be told there was no such 
address. 
 
Consequently, I sheepishly arrived over an hour late to the luncheon. I was bringing 
dessert. No fun.
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With the new car, I wasn’t confident in the accuracy of the fuel gauge. With just two 
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knew this fill-up would qualify me for a discount and a bonus of $5.00. My app would not 
load.
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away at every encounter? Do you fully embrace it? How are your coping skills when the 
technology does what you tell it to do, but not what you want it to do?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit 
of a think. 
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One sleep later, I got started on a training video from my favourite YouTube trainer on all things Apple. He had an hour-long video on how to use Apple Maps. Ah, I was able to sort everything out. The test will come in two days when I leave on a 10-day road trip.
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I shortened the blog a bit. After getting the new cigarette plug working and charging my phone, 30 minutes into the road trip, it failed to charge and the little blue light on the plug didn’t light up despite my pushing and twisting it.
 
As soon as I got home, I tried the plug in the other car. It worked!  So, I tried it again in the road-trip car. It worked!!!!!
 
I still haven’t figured out why getting the phone to play the music through the car speakers worked for a few songs in my driveway but failed a few minutes into the road trip.
 
Technology is my best friend when it works, but when it doesn't, I’m sure it exploits how to frustrate me when I’m asleep.
 
Tada!]
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I approach life, including a road trip, as an adventure.  This allows for getting lost, meeting strangers, eating outside my comfort zone with food types and timing, experiencing mishaps, unfriendly weather, car problems, and the unknown!
 
Now I’m ready for anything.
 
I like to have a reason for a road trip, but sometimes the reason is very weak or ‘just because’ covers that aspect.
 
Cat care is covered by my granddaughter, along with other related duties, including plant watering and garbage bin removal.
 
I had a technical mishap a week before my trip. I keep my extensive lists in an app for various purposes, from groceries to music festivals, and they have disappeared, except for the first 20 items in each list. I have developed these lists over the course of many years. Every time I was on a road trip, for example, and realized I’d forgotten something, I would add it to the list on the spot.
 
Sure enough, on our first night in a motel room, I realized I had forgotten microwavable cups and plates. After adding it to my new list in a different app, I used the glasses to heat up my coffee.
 
I was driving a new-to-me vehicle with an expected fuel efficiency that had changed from a known 6L/100km to an unknown estimate of 9L/100km. The gas tank capacity increased from 40L to 60L, so in theory, everything remained the same in terms of the distance we could travel on a tank of gas. But, how accurate was the fuel gauge? 
We were travelling through northern British Columbia, where there were warning signs of no fuel for 200 km! We filled up with gas more frequently than usual.
 
A must-do was a vanilla milkshake from Whitespot. Job done. 
 
We stayed in Smithers, BC. We visited friends, family, and attended the local ’Midsummer Music Festival.’ Thanks to the rain radar on my iPad, we avoided some of the festival but still enjoyed a dry, warm, and entertaining time. There were over 40 acts from across Western Canada. There was not a weak act on any stage. A wonderful, relaxing time.
 
Then it was off to Hudson’s Hope, an hour’s drive north of the city of Prince George.
 
I used to drive 12 hours regularly, but that has decreased as I've aged and become wiser. We completed this part in one overnight session.
 
Hudson’s Hope has a population of about 1,000. The hotel we stayed in was fully booked, but luckily, we had prebooked for our two nights. Our one full day started with a 30-km drive to the W.A.C. Bennett Dam.
 
I’ve been to dams before, but I still learned things I didn’t know. This dam is the first of three hydroelectric dams on the river. Power generated here supplies the mines and mills, as well as local towns, including Hudson’s Hope. Major powerlines carry electricity all the way south to New Mexico! (In a weaker moment, I wondered where that big ‘off’ switch was, given the leader of the country to the south stated quite emphatically there was nothing he needed that Canada had.)
 
Then it was off to the local museum to deliver two beautiful sketches that my wife has had in her possession for many years. She was finally getting them to a person who would appreciate them. She was the local museum curator. She was not a blood relative, but my wife managed to locate her. We learned that she had these same sketches but had lost them in a fire some years ago. Tears welled up when she unwrapped the prints. Job done!
 
After we arrived back at our Hudson’s Hope motel for the last night, our lights went out in part of the room. I went to the front desk to inform them, thinking perhaps a breaker had gone. Then the lights went out everywhere except for the hallway emergency lighting.
 
Oh, well, we headed to the only restaurant on the other side of town. No power. BC Hydro was installing a new power pole, and the electricity would be off, as planned, for the entire town. We found out this would last for another hour. Three hours later, we learned that, coincidentally, a tree had fallen on some wires, causing an indefinite power outage. 
 
I keep telling myself that this is all part of the adventure. 
 
We decided to explore the residential streets. This is where we serendipitously discovered the life-size lawn ornament of the deer in the featured picture for this Blog. I clipped a frame from the 51-second video I made.  As I drove by, I realized it was staring at me, no matter where I was.  I did a U-turn and filmed walking by as well as approaching the creature. Eyes and snout never failed to track my presence. I don’t know how the creator made this lawn ornament, but this made this adventure’s top of the list.
 
After parking back at the hotel, I noticed a blinking red light on the dashboard. The manual was no help in explaining what it meant. Everything electric wouldn’t work, including opening the doors with the keyless system. Fortunately, I remembered the car salesman had shown me the ‘hidden’ key built into the FOB.
 
Lucky for us, we were stranded in a town with no car dealerships, 100km from the next larger community, and the town had no power - he said sarcastically.
 
Somehow, perhaps I had held my tongue just right; everything returned to normal, except for the blinking red light whenever I locked the door.
 
We made it home without any further adventures, and I arrived at the car dealer the next day to find everything was normal.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What attitude do you choose when things go wrong? Do you go to the darkest possible outcome? 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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Sure enough, on our first night in a motel room, I realized I had forgotten microwavable 
cups and plates. After adding it to my new list in a different app, I used the glasses to 
heat up my coffee.
 
I was driving a new-to-me vehicle with an expected fuel efficiency that had changed from 
a known 6L/100km to an unknown estimate of 9L/100km. The gas tank capacity increased 
from 40L to 60L, so in theory, everything remained the same in terms of the distance we 
could travel on a tank of gas. But, how accurate was the fuel gauge? 
We were travelling through northern British Columbia, where there were warning signs of 
no fuel for 200 km! We filled up with gas more frequently than usual.
 
A must-do was a vanilla milkshake from Whitespot. Job done. 
 
We stayed in Smithers, BC. We visited friends, family, and attended the local 
’Midsummer Music Festival.’ Thanks to the rain radar on my iPad, we avoided some of the 
festival but still enjoyed a dry, warm, and entertaining time. There were over 40 acts 
from across Western Canada. There was not a weak act on any stage. A wonderful, 
relaxing time.
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Then it was off to Hudson’s Hope, an hour’s drive north of the city of Prince George.
 
I used to drive 12 hours regularly, but that has decreased as I've aged and become wiser. We completed this part in one overnight session.
 
Hudson’s Hope has a population of about 1,000. The hotel we stayed in was fully booked, but luckily, we had prebooked for our two nights. Our one full day started with a 30-km drive to the W.A.C. Bennett Dam.
 
I’ve been to dams before, but I still learned things I didn’t know. This dam is the first of three hydroelectric dams on the river. Power generated here supplies the mines and mills, as well as local towns, including Hudson’s Hope. Major powerlines carry electricity all the way south to New Mexico! (In a weaker moment, I wondered where that big ‘off’ switch was, given the leader of the country to the south stated quite emphatically there was nothing he needed that Canada had.)
 
Then it was off to the local museum to deliver two beautiful sketches that my wife has had in her possession for many years. She was finally getting them to a person who would appreciate them. She was the local museum curator. She was not a blood relative, but my wife managed to locate her. We learned that she had these same sketches but had lost them in a fire some years ago. Tears welled up when she unwrapped the prints. Job done!
 
After we arrived back at our Hudson’s Hope motel for the last night, our lights went out in part of the room. I went to the front desk to inform them, thinking perhaps a breaker had gone. Then the lights went out everywhere except for the hallway emergency lighting.
 
Oh, well, we headed to the only restaurant on the other side of town. No power. BC Hydro was installing a new power pole, and the electricity would be off, as planned, for the entire town. We found out this would last for another hour. Three hours later, we learned that, coincidentally, a tree had fallen on some wires, causing an indefinite power outage. 
 
I keep telling myself that this is all part of the adventure. 
 
We decided to explore the residential streets. This is where we serendipitously discovered the life-size lawn ornament of the deer in the featured picture for this Blog. I clipped a frame from the 51-second video I made.  As I drove by, I realized it was staring at me, no matter where I was.  I did a U-turn and filmed walking by as well as approaching the creature. Eyes and snout never failed to track my presence. I don’t know how the creator made this lawn ornament, but this made this adventure’s top of the list.
 
After parking back at the hotel, I noticed a blinking red light on the dashboard. The manual was no help in explaining what it meant. Everything electric wouldn’t work, including opening the doors with the keyless system. Fortunately, I remembered the car salesman had shown me the ‘hidden’ key built into the FOB.
 
Lucky for us, we were stranded in a town with no car dealerships, 100km from the next larger community, and the town had no power - he said sarcastically.
 
Somehow, perhaps I had held my tongue just right; everything returned to normal, except for the blinking red light whenever I locked the door.
 
We made it home without any further adventures, and I arrived at the car dealer the next day to find everything was normal.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What attitude do you choose when things go wrong? Do you go to the darkest possible outcome? 
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drive to the W.A.C. Bennett Dam.
 
I’ve been to dams before, but I still learned things I didn’t know. This dam is the first of 
three hydroelectric dams on the river. Power generated here supplies the mines and mills, 
as well as local towns, including Hudson’s Hope. Major powerlines carry electricity all the 
way south to New Mexico! (In a weaker moment, I wondered where that big ‘off’ switch 
was, given the leader of the country to the south stated quite emphatically there was 
nothing he needed that Canada had.)
 
Then it was off to the local museum to deliver two beautiful sketches that my wife has 
had in her possession for many years. She was finally getting them to a person who would 
appreciate them. She was the local museum curator. She was not a blood relative, but my 
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was installing a new power pole, and the electricity would be off, as planned, for the 
entire town. We found out this would last for another hour. Three hours later, we learned 
that, coincidentally, a tree had fallen on some wires, causing an indefinite power outage. 
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The instigation for this Road Trip was to deliver some prints to a friend. These prints had a high emotional connection with our friends. We weren’t in a rush. Weather and smoke forecasts looked favourable.
 
If one looks hard enough, one can always find things that go wrong on such trips. Hopefully, these will be more annoying or irritating than dangerous or life-threatening. I call them ‘first world problems.’ These unexpected bumps in the trip pale in comparison to the problems folks have who suffer from war and starvation. 
 
I think of road trips, big and small, as adventures. By definition, they often include unplanned moments, some beyond my control. These adventures help to create stories and memories that I can look back on and remember the fun of the adventure.
 
Tada!]
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I am discovering amazing new ways it is being used. They range from life-saving to life-destroying. I see it as being like the harnessing of fire in caveman days.
 
I came across an example of AI use by a Canadian company, Samdesk. In short, they utilize AI to predict where various emergencies may occur. This includes addressing forest fires, outbreaks of contagious diseases, and political unrest.
 
How could AI do this?
 
A very simplistic answer is they look at huge, and I mean massive, databases of various sets of information, pulling together anything related to the possible emergency. In a generic example, let’s say they are checking out political unrest. Now remember, they are trying to identify it BEFORE it happens so people can be better prepared to protect themselves, politicians can better assign first responders, military and police. The AI engine could look at social media posts for early signs of planning, inspiring and prodding others towards social unrest. Perhaps a request goes out for picket sign holders. 
 
Here is a real-life example.
 
Several years ago, DoorDash, the home delivery service, asked Samdesk for help. They had lost 3-4 drivers every year to violent crimes in the United States. When they send a driver to an active situation such as a fire or shooting situation, DoorDash could send a message to the driver requesting them “not to complete this order. You could be heading into harm’s way. Get to safety immediately.”
 
Samdesk has been working with DoorDash for almost 3 years, and the company hasn’t lost any drivers since using this technology.
 
Fear is often incubated when ignorance abounds. This is fertile ground. I resist the temptation to consider the worst-case scenario first. When someone is late showing up for a meeting, I could slip into thinking that he could be hurt, in hospital or worse, in a ditch somewhere. 
 
I take a deep breath and encourage a more balanced set of options. Perhaps he is just late due to a flat tire, traffic, weather, or forgetfulness.
 
This is the driver behind my education about AI. A part of that education process involves using AI in very low-level, non-critical ways. A simple example involved putting in the ingredients on a package of a spice blend and then asking AI to create a recipe based on these ingredients. It did that in a few seconds. I made a follow-up request, more to test the feature than anything, to convert all the measurements of volume and weight into grams. I prefer cooking with those measurements as they are more accurate. A few seconds later, I printed out my recipe.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What is your relationship to Artificial Intelligence? Have you used AI? There is a good chance you have, without knowing it! Could you do one thing differently in the future to reduce your apprehension about AI?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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I
 am trying to get a grasp on AI. I believe it will have a profoundly impactful effect on 
my future, so I need to understand it and learn how to utilize it to my advantage. I 
suspect it will be a lifelong interest.
 
I am discovering amazing new ways it is being used. They range from life-saving to life-
destroying. I see it as being like the harnessing of fire in caveman days.
 
I came across an example of AI use by a Canadian company, Samdesk. In short, they 
utilize AI to predict where various emergencies may occur. This includes addressing forest 
fires, outbreaks of contagious diseases, and political unrest.
 
How could AI do this?
 
A very simplistic answer is they look at huge, and I mean massive, databases of various 
sets of information, pulling together anything related to the possible emergency. In a 
generic example, let’s say they are checking out political unrest. Now remember, they are 
trying to identify it BEFORE it happens so people can be better prepared to protect 
themselves, politicians can better assign first responders, military and police. The AI 
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Artificial Intelligence (AI) has become a growing interest of mine. It’s not going away. I can’t just wait it out. The best way to protect myself from the negative aspects of this technology is by learning about and understanding it. That way, I at least have a chance to use the technology to my advantage.
 
For me, the best way to learn about technology, aside from reading about it, is to use it. If I start using it when I don’t have to, I can take my time. I choose tasks of little importance without deadline pressures. Creating a recipe using AI ticked all the boxes to safely give it a try.
 
I’ve been trying to help polish some paragraphs of a book I am writing based on the play I wrote. I spent several years on the play developing characters, having it critiqued by a professional playwright.
 
A few times, I couldn’t find the right featured picture for some Blogs. AI came to the rescue. I included that experience with each featured image credit – I wrote out the “AI Request” at the end of the Blogs.
 
AI is evolving rapidly. New significant features are added every few weeks. I’ll stick with my slow and steady approach, trying not to fall too far behind.

Tada!
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Artificial Intelligence (AI) has become a growing interest of mine. It’s not going away. I 
can’t just wait it out. The best way to protect myself from the negative aspects of this 
technology is by learning about and understanding it. That way, I at least have a chance 
to use the technology to my advantage.
 
For me, the best way to learn about technology, aside from reading about it, is to use it. 
If I start using it when I don’t have to, I can take my time. I choose tasks of little 
importance without deadline pressures. Creating a recipe using AI ticked all the boxes to 
safely give it a try.
 
I’ve been trying to help polish some paragraphs of a book I am writing based on the play I 
wrote. I spent several years on the play developing characters, having it critiqued by a 
professional playwright.
 
A few times, I couldn’t find the right featured picture for some Blogs. AI came to the 
rescue. I included that experience with each featured image credit – I wrote out the “AI 
Request” at the end of the Blogs.
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my slow and steady approach, trying not to fall too far behind.
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[image: I reviewed a list of recent topics for a radio program I enjoy. One title caught my eye: ‘Passing By’ was the theme. I couldn’t resist. Down the rabbit hole I went.… I reviewed a list of recent topics for a radio program I enjoy. One title caught my eye: ‘Passing By’ was the theme. I couldn’t resist. Down the rabbit hole I went.
 
I learned that the message in these two words was that I had a choice. Not everything that caught my eye had to be explored further. Whether it was a radio program idea, a video, a social media post, I had the option to ignore it.
 
I had been struggling with not getting caught up, or is it down, with attractive rabbit holes. I have been increasing my viewing of YouTube videos, trying to keep up with the latest political developments, world leaders’ latest pronouncements, trade tariffs’ percentages, and the like.
 
My mental health and my spare time were beginning to suffer.
 
I decided to stop watching most of the political YouTube channels that had vicious biases, as the content was so consistent. I knew what they were going to say before I even heard it. So, any video that highlighted it as shocking, a game-changer, humiliating, stunning, or breaking news was now passed by.
 
It was difficult at first, but I gained control over my curiosity, and now I rarely watch such videos. I am better for it. I’ve moved past my withdrawal anxiety and am now more productive in my other areas of interest.
 
That is just one example of how having the bumper sticker, ‘you too can pass by’, has brought me greater serenity.
 
With that success, I have looked for areas where I can apply it as well.
 
My movie watching is approaching an obsession. I like a wide range of genres and directors. Movies are magical to me. A single frame, which changes slightly from the previous frame, is then shown to me at a rate of 60 frames per second, and fools me every time. These people appear to be walking on screen. I’m fascinated by the behind-the-scenes. BTS is the usual abbreviation. I enjoy watching many movies multiple times; first, to experience the enjoyment, and then to focus on different aspects, such as the music, acting, and special effects. Then maybe I’d watch the movie again, putting all the pieces together again.
 
I have over 150 videos on Netflix in My List. This is not healthy. Once a film makes it onto my list and I start to watch it, I’m reluctant not to see it through to the end, even if I’m not enjoying it.  Sometimes, that is rewarded with a final ‘WOW '- what a great film. Many times, I’m left with a feeling that I’ll never get those 120 minutes back in my life.
 
Lately, I have been practicing ‘passing by.’ Some movies I had put on My List a long time ago may no longer interest me. I delete them and move on, or rather, pass by.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have habits that seem ingrained that give you an uneasy feeling that your time could be better spent elsewhere? Have you tried to quit? Would the idea of ‘passing by’ help you to be successful in using your time in a more fulfilling way?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Inspired by CBC Ideas.
 
Photo by Drew Beamer on Unsplash
 


If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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I
 reviewed a list of recent topics for a radio program I enjoy. One title caught my eye: 
‘Passing By’ was the theme. I couldn’t resist. Down the rabbit hole I went.
 
I learned that the message in these two words was that I had a choice. Not everything 
that caught my eye had to be explored further. Whether it was a radio program idea, a 
video, a social media post, I had the option to ignore it.
 
I had been struggling with not getting caught up, or is it down, with attractive rabbit 
holes. I have been increasing my viewing of YouTube videos, trying to keep up with the 
latest political developments, world leaders’ latest pronouncements, trade tariffs’ 
percentages, and the like.
 
My mental health and my spare time were beginning to suffer.
 
I decided to stop watching most of the political YouTube channels that had vicious biases, 
as the content was so consistent. I knew what they were going to say before I even heard 
it. So, any video that highlighted it as shocking, a game-changer, humiliating, stunning, or 
breaking news was now passed by.
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It was difficult at first, but I gained control over my curiosity, and now I rarely watch 
such videos. I am better for it. I’ve moved past my withdrawal anxiety and am now more 
productive in my other areas of interest.
 
That is just one example of how having the bumper sticker, ‘you too can pass by’, has 
brought me greater serenity.
 
With that success, I have looked for areas where I can apply it as well.
 
My movie watching is approaching an obsession. I like a wide range of genres and 
directors. Movies are magical to me. A single frame, which changes slightly from the 
previous frame, is then shown to me at a rate of 60 frames per second, and fools me 
every time. These people appear to be walking on screen. I’m fascinated by the behind-
the-scenes. BTS is the usual abbreviation. I enjoy watching many movies multiple times; 
first, to experience the enjoyment, and then to focus on different aspects, such as the 
music, acting, and special effects. Then maybe I’d watch the movie again, putting all the 
pieces together again.
 
I have over 150 videos on Netflix in My List. This is not healthy. Once a film makes it 
onto my list and I start to watch it, I’m reluctant not to see it through to the end, even if 


[image: I reviewed a list of recent topics for a radio program I enjoy. One title caught my eye: ‘Passing By’ was the theme. I couldn’t resist. Down the rabbit hole I went.… I reviewed a list of recent topics for a radio program I enjoy. One title caught my eye: ‘Passing By’ was the theme. I couldn’t resist. Down the rabbit hole I went.
 
I learned that the message in these two words was that I had a choice. Not everything that caught my eye had to be explored further. Whether it was a radio program idea, a video, a social media post, I had the option to ignore it.
 
I had been struggling with not getting caught up, or is it down, with attractive rabbit holes. I have been increasing my viewing of YouTube videos, trying to keep up with the latest political developments, world leaders’ latest pronouncements, trade tariffs’ percentages, and the like.
 
My mental health and my spare time were beginning to suffer.
 
I decided to stop watching most of the political YouTube channels that had vicious biases, as the content was so consistent. I knew what they were going to say before I even heard it. So, any video that highlighted it as shocking, a game-changer, humiliating, stunning, or breaking news was now passed by.
 
It was difficult at first, but I gained control over my curiosity, and now I rarely watch such videos. I am better for it. I’ve moved past my withdrawal anxiety and am now more productive in my other areas of interest.
 
That is just one example of how having the bumper sticker, ‘you too can pass by’, has brought me greater serenity.
 
With that success, I have looked for areas where I can apply it as well.
 
My movie watching is approaching an obsession. I like a wide range of genres and directors. Movies are magical to me. A single frame, which changes slightly from the previous frame, is then shown to me at a rate of 60 frames per second, and fools me every time. These people appear to be walking on screen. I’m fascinated by the behind-the-scenes. BTS is the usual abbreviation. I enjoy watching many movies multiple times; first, to experience the enjoyment, and then to focus on different aspects, such as the music, acting, and special effects. Then maybe I’d watch the movie again, putting all the pieces together again.
 
I have over 150 videos on Netflix in My List. This is not healthy. Once a film makes it onto my list and I start to watch it, I’m reluctant not to see it through to the end, even if I’m not enjoying it.  Sometimes, that is rewarded with a final ‘WOW '- what a great film. Many times, I’m left with a feeling that I’ll never get those 120 minutes back in my life.
 
Lately, I have been practicing ‘passing by.’ Some movies I had put on My List a long time ago may no longer interest me. I delete them and move on, or rather, pass by.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have habits that seem ingrained that give you an uneasy feeling that your time could be better spent elsewhere? Have you tried to quit? Would the idea of ‘passing by’ help you to be successful in using your time in a more fulfilling way?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Inspired by CBC Ideas.
 
Photo by Drew Beamer on Unsplash
 


If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
]
I’m not enjoying it.  Sometimes, that is rewarded with a final ‘WOW '- what a great film. 
Many times, I’m left with a feeling that I’ll never get those 120 minutes back in my life.
 
Lately, I have been practicing ‘passing by.’ Some movies I had put on My List a long time 
ago may no longer interest me. I delete them and move on, or rather, pass by.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have habits that seem ingrained that give you an 
uneasy feeling that your time could be better spent elsewhere? Have you tried to quit? 
Would the idea of ‘passing by’ help you to be successful in using your time in a more 
fulfilling way?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit 
of a think. 
 
Inspired by CBC Ideas.
 
Photo by Drew Beamer on Unsplash
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I learned that the message in these two words was that I had a choice. Not everything that caught my eye had to be explored further. Whether it was a radio program idea, a video, a social media post, I had the option to ignore it.
 
I had been struggling with not getting caught up, or is it down, with attractive rabbit holes. I have been increasing my viewing of YouTube videos, trying to keep up with the latest political developments, world leaders’ latest pronouncements, trade tariffs’ percentages, and the like.
 
My mental health and my spare time were beginning to suffer.
 
I decided to stop watching most of the political YouTube channels that had vicious biases, as the content was so consistent. I knew what they were going to say before I even heard it. So, any video that highlighted it as shocking, a game-changer, humiliating, stunning, or breaking news was now passed by.
 
It was difficult at first, but I gained control over my curiosity, and now I rarely watch such videos. I am better for it. I’ve moved past my withdrawal anxiety and am now more productive in my other areas of interest.
 
That is just one example of how having the bumper sticker, ‘you too can pass by’, has brought me greater serenity.
 
With that success, I have looked for areas where I can apply it as well.
 
My movie watching is approaching an obsession. I like a wide range of genres and directors. Movies are magical to me. A single frame, which changes slightly from the previous frame, is then shown to me at a rate of 60 frames per second, and fools me every time. These people appear to be walking on screen. I’m fascinated by the behind-the-scenes. BTS is the usual abbreviation. I enjoy watching many movies multiple times; first, to experience the enjoyment, and then to focus on different aspects, such as the music, acting, and special effects. Then maybe I’d watch the movie again, putting all the pieces together again.
 
I have over 150 videos on Netflix in My List. This is not healthy. Once a film makes it onto my list and I start to watch it, I’m reluctant not to see it through to the end, even if I’m not enjoying it.  Sometimes, that is rewarded with a final ‘WOW '- what a great film. Many times, I’m left with a feeling that I’ll never get those 120 minutes back in my life.
 
Lately, I have been practicing ‘passing by.’ Some movies I had put on My List a long time ago may no longer interest me. I delete them and move on, or rather, pass by.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have habits that seem ingrained that give you an uneasy feeling that your time could be better spent elsewhere? Have you tried to quit? Would the idea of ‘passing by’ help you to be successful in using your time in a more fulfilling way?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Inspired by CBC Ideas.
 
Photo by Drew Beamer on Unsplash
 


If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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“Pass-by” is a quick and memorable phrase. It helps me realize that I have an option – to ignore.
 
I have been intentionally reducing my Facebook time, responses, and comments. My mental outlook has been getting better.
 
I have dedicated more time to creative activities like writing my novel and learning digital art.
 
Tada!]
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I just finished doing an extra shift to support a scheduled wedding reception for over 50 people. 
 
That’s a lot of cutlery; knives, forks, spoons, and dessert forks. That got me thinking about these tools. I know very little about how other cultures achieve the same level of success in feeding themselves at mealtime. 
 
I know I use the ones I already mentioned. Some cultures lean toward chopsticks while others use their fingers to a greater extent. One isn’t any better or more right than another – they are just different. I once asked an Asian parent friend of mine at what age their children learn to use chopsticks. Their children achieved self-feeding at about the same age as my kids mastered the fork. Interesting.
 
My curiosity led me to check out one version of the history of the fork. Join me down this rabbit hole. It’ll only take a minute. OK, maybe 5 minutes.
 
Forks were already common in the Middle East by the 7th century and widespread in Byzantine by the 10th century. From there they travelled to Europe. The foundation of medieval dining was shattered when a Princess arrived in Italy, specifically in Venice, and showed off her fork, which she had discovered during her travels.
 
It didn’t take long for the Holy Roman Empire to catch wind of this new-fangled device. Some clergy are reported to have claimed it as an excessive and unnecessary luxury. They argued the point that God had provided humans with natural forks. They were called fingers. Therefore, forks were an affront to divine providence.
 
To help avoid change, another perspective suggested that the use of forks was unmanly. This only slowed the uptake of forks. By the 14th century, they were becoming common in Italy.
 
One of the Medici women married King Henry II, introducing the fork to the French Court.  Change was still slow.
 
It all started with a little bit of international travel.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What excuses for change have you heard about?  I’ll give you a couple that stick in my mind. “We can’t have women bus drivers as they are too emotional.” Yes, I heard that with my own ears. Or how about, ‘it’s only a passing fad. It isn’t practical. It’ll never catch on.’ I think that one was in the context of the first cell phone or talking pictures – or maybe both.
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Brett Jordan on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]

I
 volunteer at the 50+ Activity Centre, which caters to older adults. Every Thursday, I 
spend 4 hours washing the lunch service dishes and related pots and pans. It is both a 
service and a fundraiser activity. I want to support older adults who aren’t as fortunate as 
I am in terms of mobility and cognitive abilities. I, too, will probably need their services in 
my future.
 
I just finished doing an extra shift to support a scheduled wedding reception for over 50 
people. 
 
That’s a lot of cutlery; knives, forks, spoons, and dessert forks. That got me thinking 
about these tools. I know very little about how other cultures achieve the same level of 
success in feeding themselves at mealtime. 
 
I know I use the ones I already mentioned. Some cultures lean toward chopsticks while 
others use their fingers to a greater extent. One isn’t any better or more right than 
another – they are just different. I once asked an Asian parent friend of mine at what age 
their children learn to use chopsticks. Their children achieved self-feeding at about the 
same age as my kids mastered the fork. Interesting.
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I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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My curiosity led me to check out one version of the history of the fork. Join me down 
this rabbit hole. It’ll only take a minute. OK, maybe 5 minutes.
 
Forks were already common in the Middle East by the 7th century and widespread in 
Byzantine by the 10th century. From there they travelled to Europe. The foundation of 
medieval dining was shattered when a Princess arrived in Italy, specifically in Venice, and 
showed off her fork, which she had discovered during her travels.
 
It didn’t take long for the Holy Roman Empire to catch wind of this new-fangled device. 
Some clergy are reported to have claimed it as an excessive and unnecessary luxury. They 
argued the point that God had provided humans with natural forks. They were called 
fingers. Therefore, forks were an affront to divine providence.
 
To help avoid change, another perspective suggested that the use of forks was unmanly. 
This only slowed the uptake of forks. By the 14th century, they were becoming common in 
Italy.
 
One of the Medici women married King Henry II, introducing the fork to the French 
Court.  Change was still slow.
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emotional.” Yes, I heard that with my own ears. Or how about, ‘it’s only a passing fad. It 
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Hiding in plain sight is an expression that sparks my curiosity about everyday objects. This Blog was about the common fork. Quite a few Blogs ago, I wrote about the common dough hook with its unique and effective shape.
 
This habit makes life so much more interesting. I realize that things in my daily life connect me back hundreds, if not thousands, of years.
 
The distance between the two wheels of Roman chariots led the wagon wheels to be similar in size, which in turn led to train tracks having comparable measurements.
 
Tada!]
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Hiding in plain sight is an expression that sparks my curiosity about everyday objects. 
This Blog was about the common fork. Quite a few Blogs ago, I wrote about the common 
dough hook with its unique and effective shape.
 
This habit makes life so much more interesting. I realize that things in my daily life 
connect me back hundreds, if not thousands, of years.
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similar in size, which in turn led to train tracks having comparable measurements.
 
Tada!

 






 




[image: Blog # 293 First Posted on August 29, 2025 Blog # 293 First Posted on August 29, 2025 ]
Blog # 293

First Posted on August 29, 2025 

[image: The High and the Lows The High and the Lows 
]
The High and the Lows 

[image: 2025-07-11-There Must Be a Better Way.jpeg]

[image: I don’t know anything about that. It’s an expression I hear myself thinking about, leading me down paths with an unknown destination. Such fun.… I don’t know anything about that. It’s an expression I hear myself thinking about, leading me down paths with an unknown destination. Such fun.
 
I was a day late in my reading of the daily paper. I read the headline about a farmer who was retiring and was trying to decide whether it was better to sell the farm outright or to lease the land for someone else to farm.
 
This prompted the columnist to present a helpful problem-solving matrix instead of a specific solution. I was surprised by how effective this matrix was for me.
 
Imagine a large square divided into 4 smaller squares.  The top 2 squares are labelled as High Information/Low Experience and High Information/High Experience. The bottom 2 squares are labelled Low Information/ Low Experience and Low Information/High Experience.
 
Here is how I have and will apply this thinking to my life.
 
High Information / Low Experience
Complicated Problems:
This is likely to require consultation.
 
I am currently reviewing my will, considering several factors such as financial management, choosing executors, and selecting a person to exercise the power of attorney. Not all of these are included in a will, but they are recommended legal documents to be prepared alongside a will.
 
This is more of a linear approach, with many factors to consider; Step A leads to Step B, then to C, and so on. This is my standard problem-solving method.
 
I am comfortable reading legal documents, but I definitely need to consult a lawyer when it comes to writing a final draft.
 
High Information / High Experience
Highly Complex Problems:
This is likely to require collaboration.
 
I volunteered to write a section for a training manual for a local organization. I’ve done this many times in my work history. However, for this particular section, I need to involve several people with knowledge and expertise I don’t possess. Additionally, I have only limited practical experience, and I need to connect with folks who are ‘doing the work’ – the target audience of this section in the training manual.
 
This is a non-linear style with many interactions, and I need to be very mindful of the elements I must consider simultaneously. Collaboration, in a word.
 
Low Information / Low Experience
Simple Problem:
This is a linear style with few considerations.
I solve these on my own.
 
This is the biggest basket of problems, filled with common everyday issues. I won’t waste valuable space on this, other than to suggest a few examples for clarity: restocking the food shelf regularly and making sure the flowers and rose bush don't die on me.
 
Low Information / High Experience
Complex problem.
This is likely to require some counselling.
 
During my postgraduate days, I faced some mental health challenges. I have experienced this situation 3 other times over many years. I didn’t have this framework to understand my choices back then. However, each time I was successful.
 
I had one session with a counsellor. I clarified that my thinking was clear, and I faced difficult choices. I learned that the angst I was feeling would likely persist until I made the best choices I could given the circumstances.
 
I finished each session with a plan, but not always what my decisions would be.
 
This was a non-linear style with very limited interaction.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you apply this matrix to a problem you’re trying to solve? Don’t rush past that sentence. Take a few moments to reflect.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Olav Ahrens Røtne on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
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This is likely to require consultation.
 
I am currently reviewing my will, considering several factors such as financial 
management, choosing executors, and selecting a person to exercise the power of 
attorney. Not all of these are included in a will, but they are recommended legal 
documents to be prepared alongside a will.
 
This is more of a linear approach, with many factors to consider; Step A leads to Step B, 
then to C, and so on. This is my standard problem-solving method.
 
I am comfortable reading legal documents, but I definitely need to consult a lawyer when 
it comes to writing a final draft.
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The story behind selecting this topic was straightforward. The headline about the farmer introduced me to an issue I had never heard of before. That was enough to pique my curiosity, and I started to read the article.
 
After I reflected on whether this was a problem-solving solution to things in my life, I matched them up to compatible problems in my life.
 
I now have a tool to better work toward solutions to future problems.
 
Tada!
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[image: I am a dabbler, and I’m proud of that. It is the Journey vs. Destination continuum.… I am a dabbler, and I’m proud of that. It is the Journey vs. Destination continuum.
 
I remember when desktop computers first became available, and my boss bought one for work. He placed it on a table and left it there. I couldn’t resist; I was immediately captivated. Then I got sucked in, too deep. My wife was at home with 3 children in diapers under 2 years of age — 1 set of twins, if you’re doing the math. I was at work, or should I say volunteer work experience, down the street. I only managed to come up for air after four hours!
 
I knew intuitively that this TV with a keyboard would be significant to my career. My learning usually involved making every mistake known to mankind.
 
Another Destination example, I have no aptitude for colour selection. My wife’s colour skill is only slightly better. When we were buying new flooring for the kitchen, we went to the store with the interior designer we hired to help with the bigger make-over project.
 
I was exploring the samples and was drawn to a particular pattern I liked. I could tell because I approached it and immediately wanted to touch it. I knew it wouldn’t match the colours, so I stepped away. Luckily, our designer saw what I did and asked if I liked it.
“Oh, yes,” I said, “but the colours will never work in our kitchen.”
 
“They will work very well.” 
 
I was surprised.
 
I’m paying her for her expertise, so we agreed to install that touchy-feely pattern. Many years later, we still have no regrets. I love it every day.
 
Another Journey I’ve begun has no known destination. Currently, as an older adult, I have decided to learn digital art. I started by finding an online course that would help me learn the software. I saw the software as the gateway to improving my art skills. 
 
Digital art shares little in common with traditional painting. I’ve been practicing, intermittently, for several years now. My technical skills have progressed from zero to an advanced beginner. I felt confident enough to create one of my book covers for the annual compilation of my Blogs.
 
I am comfortable with dabbling – a Journey for its own sake. I classify it in my nomenclature as ‘Time Well Wasted.”
No explanation or justification is needed.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Are you a dabbler? What is one of your ‘Time Well Wasted’ passions? 
 
Photo is AI-generated by request: An adult participating in his hobby of painting 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
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decided to learn digital art. I started by finding an online course that would help me learn 
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I hadn’t thought of myself as a Dabbler until reading about this phrasing in an article praising its benefits.
 
I wanted to share and give permission to folks who could find it useful. Sometimes, just doing something for the sheer joy of the activity itself has value.
 
Walking a circular trail in nature only to end up where I started is OK. I’m the better for it. 
 
Tada!
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[image: I have experienced a busy summer filled with live music events. I visited a favourite semi-indoor live music venue in a ‘barn’ about an hour’s drive from home. With August well underway as I write this Blog, summer’s end is in sight.… I have experienced a busy summer filled with live music events. I visited a favourite semi-indoor live music venue in a ‘barn’ about an hour’s drive from home. With August well underway as I write this Blog, summer’s end is in sight.
 
It is called “The Blues Barn.” 
 
Let me start from the front gate. There is an old red pickup truck with “Blues Barn” lettered on the door. I swing past it to get behind the residence and enter a road that runs parallel to the ‘barn.’ 
 
Early arrivals are already parked, and folks are headed towards the Hot Mess Food Truck. I ordered my favourite, Messy Grilled Cheese with a side of home-made chips. I’m glad I brought my reusable lap protector. I opened my near-beer and dug into my sandwich. Yum.
 
Singer Rick Vance entertained us for an hour while we chowed down. The sun was too hot for me, so I retreated to share the shade of a vehicle with a stranger – but not for long.
 
I noticed he wore a Gilles Villeneuve cap. I asked him if he was a Formula 1 fan. That’s all it took. We were off to the races, so to speak. Great fun.
 
Then I transitioned from the outdoors tailgate party to the indoors.
 
The so-called barn was built for the owner’s daughter’s wedding. One half has the look of a barn- no surprise there. But the other half is clearly a music venue. The large grey door opens into a long rectangular room with a 12-foot ceiling. In one corner, a permanent stage was constructed, lifting the platform by about 3 feet.
 
The backdrop consists of over 15 working guitars hanging on the wall. There are two signs. One states, “Blues Barn,” and the other “My Barn, My Rules.” Enough said!
 
Along one wall was a modern music theme with pictures and guitars. These guitars had been cut into pieces in various ways, giving the impression of an explosion originating from inside the guitar itself. Intriguing.
 
The opposite wall had a farming theme with field and home accessories.
 
I paid my $30 admission, all of which goes to the performers.
 
A comfortable seating arrangement was provided, with a hodgepodge of chairs, and many folks brought their own seats. I estimated that at least 100 of us live music fans had come to see and hear Big Dave McLean, recent winner of the Juno Blues Album of the Year. He did not disappoint.  
 
It was made clear that this was a listening room, and water bottles may be directed towards those who speak during the performance. A nervous glance followed that announcement.
 
Intermission includes a walk out the back door to the two porta-potties. Then a trip to the “cashier” to purchase a 50/50 lottery ticket to support the maintenance of a local Heritage Grain Elevator
 
My wife and I agree that if our ticket were drawn from the 4000 sold, we’d donate our winnings to the cause. The draw date was more than two months away.
 
I went outside and briefly chatted with fellow live-music lovers before turning to my seat for the second half.
 
The host was invited to join in with the last song with a guitar solo and voice. He was not out of place.
 
Then it was back to the car and arrived home with a bit of daylight left in the sky.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have a happy place you look forward to visiting? Can you articulate why you have this connection?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Larry.
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
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Then I transitioned from the outdoors tailgate party to the indoors.
 
The so-called barn was built for the owner’s daughter’s wedding. One half has the look of 
a barn- no surprise there. But the other half is clearly a music venue. The large grey door 
opens into a long rectangular room with a 12-foot ceiling. In one corner, a permanent 
stage was constructed, lifting the platform by about 3 feet.
 
The backdrop consists of over 15 working guitars hanging on the wall. There are two 
signs. One states, “Blues Barn,” and the other “My Barn, My Rules.” Enough said!
 
Along one wall was a modern music theme with pictures and guitars. These guitars had 
been cut into pieces in various ways, giving the impression of an explosion originating from 
inside the guitar itself. Intriguing.
 
The opposite wall had a farming theme with field and home accessories.
 
I paid my $30 admission, all of which goes to the performers.
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Singer Rick Vance entertained us for an hour while we chowed down. The sun was too hot for me, so I retreated to share the shade of a vehicle with a stranger – but not for long.
 
I noticed he wore a Gilles Villeneuve cap. I asked him if he was a Formula 1 fan. That’s all it took. We were off to the races, so to speak. Great fun.
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The host was invited to join in with the last song with a guitar solo and voice. He was not 
out of place.
 
Then it was back to the car and arrived home with a bit of daylight left in the sky.
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I go to the Blues Barn about 4 times each year. The barn isn’t heated so it can be an iffy experience if the weather turns cold. Coats on, bundle up!
 
The mesic varies despite the title of the venue. But this show was blues for sure. Lots of Muddy Waters tunes.
 
It was such a perfect evening, with the outdoor show starting at 5:00 pm. For those folks needing to get a good night’s sleep, the early start is appreciated.
 
The opportunity to chat with a fellow Formula 1 fan was special, but not an uncommon experience at live music events.
 
It is so easy to get into a conversation with music-loving strangers: “Have you seen this performer before?” or “I love your t-shirt. Did you go to that music festival? What was it like? I’ve never been?”
 
It’s just that easy.
 
With my Formula 1 friend, we chatted about the origins of rugby, the Tour de France bike races, and our favourite food from the food truck.
 
This happy place has few surprises, just a warm wrapping of joy with other like-minded folks. Sitting with my wife, who is an equal fan of these experiences, it is hard to think of life getting any better.

Tada!
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[image: I find the most interesting life lessons in the most unusual places at the most unexpected times.… I find the most interesting life lessons in the most unusual places at the most unexpected times.
 
I attended the local Folk Music Festival and was relaxing on the hill when an artist I didn’t know and hadn’t heard before started his performance with a story as an intro to one of his songs. It was about the Christmas ham.
 
He watched his Mom prepare the Christmas ham. Part of the process was to cut off a little bit of each end of this ham. It was always so, and he didn’t give it a thought. At least until he was at the dinner table.
 
He pulled his chair closer to the Christmas table, anticipating his slice of Christmas ham. Then, without much thought, he asked his Dad, why Mom always cut off the ends of the ham.
 
“Ask your mother,” he answered.
 
“Mom, why do you always cut off the end of the ham. Those two pieces are on the serving platter with the rest of the ham,” the performer-in-the-making asked.
“I watched my mother cut off the ends of the ham, so I’ve always done it.”
 
Fortunately, Grandma was coming for a visit on Boxing Day. The youngster waited eagerly to track down the mystery.
 
Ding-dong, the side doorbell chimed out around noon on Boxing Day.
 
“Grandma, Grandma, why did you cut off the ends of the Christmas Ham?”
 
“Wait until I get settled in. At least time to take my shoes off.”
 
Time passed slowly.
 
Finally, everyone looked settled, and he asked Grandma again.
 
She seemed disinterested but said, “my Mom always did cut off the ends of the ham.”
 
The singer found this quite unsatisfactory but set the little piece of information aside for later. A month or two later, the family visited his Great Grandma in a long-term care facility.
“G-G, I have a question. At Christmas, Mom cuts off the ends of the ham. Why does she do that all the time,” he asked.
 
“I love reminiscing about my good old days. Christmas time with family is one of those cherished memories. Well, my family didn’t have a lot of money. We lived in a small apartment. The appliances we had were small too, including the stove with the built-in oven. We cut off the ends of the ham because the oven was very narrow.”
 
“That’s it,” I exclaimed! “But we have a big oven. I watch Mom bake some biscuits while the ham is finishing cooking.”
 
“That’s it. Now you know why,” G-G closed the conversation.
 
Habits and rituals.
 
I hope the performer still cuts off the ends of his Christmas hams. Now it’s not out of necessity but out of respect and a way to honour his ancestors. It connects him to his past. It reminds him of the sacrifices that others have made to help him have the life he has today.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Are there rituals or habits in your life that have no apparent rationale for doing? Are they somehow satisfying? Is it time to stop or change the ritual? There are no right or wrong answers to this question, so just enjoy a few moments of reflection.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by AI request: Create an image of a family of 2 adults and a son and daughter sitting at a middle-class dining room table set with a Christmas theme, with Dad cutting the Christmas ham.
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]

I
 find the most interesting life lessons in the most unusual places at the most unexpected 
times.
 
I attended the local Folk Music Festival and was relaxing on the hill when an artist I didn’t 
know and hadn’t heard before started his performance with a story as an intro to one of 
his songs. It was about the Christmas ham.
 
He watched his Mom prepare the Christmas ham. Part of the process was to cut off a 
little bit of each end of this ham. It was always so, and he didn’t give it a thought. At least 
until he was at the dinner table.
 
He pulled his chair closer to the Christmas table, anticipating his slice of Christmas ham. 
Then, without much thought, he asked his Dad, why Mom always cut off the ends of the 
ham.
 
“Ask your mother,” he answered.
 
“Mom, why do you always cut off the end of the ham. Those two pieces are on the serving 
platter with the rest of the ham,” the performer-in-the-making asked.
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“I watched my mother cut off the ends of the ham, so I’ve always done it.”
 
Fortunately, Grandma was coming for a visit on Boxing Day. The youngster waited eagerly 
to track down the mystery.
 
Ding-dong, the side doorbell chimed out around noon on Boxing Day.
 
“Grandma, Grandma, why did you cut off the ends of the Christmas Ham?”
 
“Wait until I get settled in. At least time to take my shoes off.”
 
Time passed slowly.
 
Finally, everyone looked settled, and he asked Grandma again.
 
She seemed disinterested but said, “my Mom always did cut off the ends of the ham.”
 
The singer found this quite unsatisfactory but set the little piece of information aside 
for later. A month or two later, the family visited his Great Grandma in a long-term care 
facility.
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Please give this a bit of a think. Are there rituals or habits in your life that have no apparent rationale for doing? Are they somehow satisfying? Is it time to stop or change the ritual? There are no right or wrong answers to this question, so just enjoy a few moments of reflection.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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“G-G, I have a question. At Christmas, Mom cuts off the ends of the ham. Why does she 
do that all the time,” he asked.
 
“I love reminiscing about my good old days. Christmas time with family is one of those 
cherished memories. Well, my family didn’t have a lot of money. We lived in a small 
apartment. The appliances we had were small too, including the stove with the built-in 
oven. We cut off the ends of the ham because the oven was very narrow.”
 
“That’s it,” I exclaimed! “But we have a big oven. I watch Mom bake some biscuits while 
the ham is finishing cooking.”
 
“That’s it. Now you know why,” G-G closed the conversation.
 
Habits and rituals.
 
I hope the performer still cuts off the ends of his Christmas hams. Now it’s not out of 
necessity but out of respect and a way to honour his ancestors. It connects him to his 
past. It reminds him of the sacrifices that others have made to help him have the life he 
has today.
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I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit 
of a think. 
 
Photo by AI request: Create an image of a family of 2 adults and a son and daughter 
sitting at a middle-class dining room table set with a Christmas theme, with Dad cutting 
the Christmas ham.
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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This Blues Barn location hosts performers about 4 times each summer season. The acts are always A-list, so I don’t like to miss any shows.
 
Larry, the owner of the farm/ranch where the venue is located, is most welcoming to others who enjoy his passion for the Blues in particular, and for live music in general.
 
It was such a perfect evening; warm, sunny, with guilty pleasure food, BYOB, my choice is often BYONB, meaning bring your own near beer.
 
I shared the evening with my wife in our high-backed outdoor festival chairs. Big Dave McLean didn’t disappoint, including an invite to Larry to join them in their closing number: Well more than adequate guitar and voice. It was such great fun to share this with a 100 of my closest friends, as I often say.
 
Reflecting on the evening on my short walk to the car, I realized this is just one of a few physical places that I would consider my happy place.
 
Tada!]
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[image: I think I may be getting way ahead of myself with all this AI (Artificial Intelligence) stuff. Let’s take a step out of the rabbit hole for a few minutes.… I think I may be getting way ahead of myself with all this AI (Artificial Intelligence) stuff. Let’s take a step out of the rabbit hole for a few minutes.
 
When was the last time I ever wrote about climbing out of the infamous rabbit hole?
 
Let’s look at a large-scale attempted use of AI with a focus on automation. There was a study of over 2,000 mystery medical cases. The research looked at all files from 3 different perspectives. First, doctors diagnosed on their own, then 5 of the best and latest AI models were used, and lastly, the doctors gave their final diagnosis after reviewing the AI suggestions.
 
The results: The doctors’ reviews of the AI suggestions before giving their final diagnosis were right about 85% of the time, more often than AI alone, which was about 17%.  
 
This is a research project exploring automation vs. collaboration.
 
The article I read was extensive, with many examples exploring this binary choice.
 
But sitting in the sunlight beside my rabbit hole, I see other choices, rather than just 2 as suitable goals, at least for the next decade or so.
 
Instead of aiming to make humans into bystanders to AI reading x-rays, for example, we could move to a collaboration style with medical personnel.
 
Let’s move to a realm I am more familiar with, driving my vehicle, which I park near my home every day.
 
There are enough examples of 100% self-driving cars. On highways, with gentle curves and all necessary white lines clearly visible, in other words, ideal conditions, I could cautiously support 100% self-driving cars. But only partially.
 
Here comes the what abouts.
 
What about a long stretch of newly paved asphalt before the lines have been painted?
 
What about a detour into a formerly head-on driving situation as my 2 lanes take a detour around a bridge repair?
 
What about safety features in newer cars to give a warning about lane drifting, for example? Keep this AI or stop it now?
 
I won’t go on catastrophically anymore.
 
Self-driving currently works as long as humans can take over quickly with situational awareness. I’m not confident I could do that if I had to be awakened from a deep sleep.
 
So, designing AI to collaborate with humans to different levels depending on the seriousness of the moment would be a worthwhile goal.
I still take the collaborative approach with my Blogs. I use a spell checker and a grammar checker. But I always proofread the suggestions. I never click on ‘accept all suggested changes.’ I collaborate with the AI software even in this low-risk consequence situation. I’m a better writer for the help I get, and I’m confident my readers are unknowingly appreciative of the care I take.
 
I now have the language with the help of the title of this Blog, to be supportive of AI but not blindly so.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Where have you found AI helpful in your life, and where do you think we’ve trusted it too much?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
My thanks to The Atlantic magazine, which inspired the topic.
 
Photo by Yivan on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
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latest AI models were used, and lastly, the doctors gave their final diagnosis after 
reviewing the AI suggestions.
 
The results: The doctors’ reviews of the AI suggestions before giving their final diagnosis 
were right about 85% of the time, more often than AI alone, which was about 17%.  
 
This is a research project exploring automation vs. collaboration.
 
The article I read was extensive, with many examples exploring this binary choice.
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Here comes the what abouts.
 
What about a long stretch of newly paved asphalt before the lines have been painted?
 
What about a detour into a formerly head-on driving situation as my 2 lanes take a detour around a bridge repair?
 
What about safety features in newer cars to give a warning about lane drifting, for example? Keep this AI or stop it now?
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Self-driving currently works as long as humans can take over quickly with situational awareness. I’m not confident I could do that if I had to be awakened from a deep sleep.
 
So, designing AI to collaborate with humans to different levels depending on the seriousness of the moment would be a worthwhile goal.
I still take the collaborative approach with my Blogs. I use a spell checker and a grammar checker. But I always proofread the suggestions. I never click on ‘accept all suggested changes.’ I collaborate with the AI software even in this low-risk consequence situation. I’m a better writer for the help I get, and I’m confident my readers are unknowingly appreciative of the care I take.
 
I now have the language with the help of the title of this Blog, to be supportive of AI but not blindly so.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Where have you found AI helpful in your life, and where do you think we’ve trusted it too much?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
My thanks to The Atlantic magazine, which inspired the topic.
 
Photo by Yivan on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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could move to a collaboration style with medical personnel.
 
Let’s move to a realm I am more familiar with, driving my vehicle, which I park near my 
home every day.
 
There are enough examples of 100% self-driving cars. On highways, with gentle curves 
and all necessary white lines clearly visible, in other words, ideal conditions, I could 
cautiously support 100% self-driving cars. But only partially.
 
Here comes the what abouts.
 
What about a long stretch of newly paved asphalt before the lines have been painted?
 
What about a detour into a formerly head-on driving situation as my 2 lanes take a detour 
around a bridge repair?
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What about safety features in newer cars to give a warning about lane drifting, for 
example? Keep this AI or stop it now?
 
I won’t go on catastrophically anymore.
 
Self-driving currently works as long as humans can take over quickly with situational 
awareness. I’m not confident I could do that if I had to be awakened from a deep sleep.
 
So, designing AI to collaborate with humans to different levels depending on the 
seriousness of the moment would be a worthwhile goal.
I still take the collaborative approach with my Blogs. I use a spell checker and a grammar 
checker. But I always proofread the suggestions. I never click on ‘accept all suggested 
changes.’ I collaborate with the AI software even in this low-risk consequence situation. 
I’m a better writer for the help I get, and I’m confident my readers are unknowingly 
appreciative of the care I take.
 
I now have the language with the help of the title of this Blog, to be supportive of AI but 
not blindly so.
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I enjoy settling into a pattern every morning of a fast cup of coffee, breakfast, then a leisurely coffee in my magic cup that keeps at my desired temperature while I sip it for the next hour.
 
My son bought me this cup for a Christmas present. I think he had gotten tired of answering me when I asked everyone within hearing if they’d seen my coffee cup.
 
“Check the microwave,” was the standard reply!
 
Part of this time is reviewing the article in the Atlantic magazine. I recently subscribed to it, but have found it too “Trump” focused, followed by USA politics. But between some of the articles, there is a gem of an article. The article about AI and the perspective of why we were overreaching in designing its use for humans.
 
It resonated right away, and I realized this gave me a framework to hang my AI use.
 
After working on a play for several years, I finished that chapter of my life around the 7th draft. I searched for a new challenge and chose to write a novel based on the characters I had developed in the play. No AI was used in my playwriting.
 
Some of the joy in writing a novel was the discipline it demanded. But, AI had progressed so much that I believed finding ways to include AI in my writing would make it more enjoyable.
 
I felt anxious about the ethics but found some comfort in the fact that all the characters were original creations – they felt like friends and family in my mind.
 
I have a skeleton of 12 chapters, and I’m nearing the completion of the first draft of chapter one.
 
Tada!]
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After working on a play for several years, I finished that chapter of my life around the 
7th draft. I searched for a new challenge and chose to write a novel based on the 
characters I had developed in the play. No AI was used in my playwriting.
 
Some of the joy in writing a novel was the discipline it demanded. But, AI had progressed 
so much that I believed finding ways to include AI in my writing would make it more 
enjoyable.
 
I felt anxious about the ethics but found some comfort in the fact that all the 
characters were original creations – they felt like friends and family in my mind.
 
I have a skeleton of 12 chapters, and I’m nearing the completion of the first draft of 
chapter one.
 
Tada!
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[image: I love the saying that a picture is worth a thousand words. It conveys so much in so few words.… I love the saying that a picture is worth a thousand words. It conveys so much in so few words.
 
Recently, I was listening to a radio program that was focusing on Public Service Announcements. (PSA.) It involved teenagers, Ed Sullivan, conspiracy theories, Elvis Presley, and a picture. How could I not go down that rabbit hole!
 
In the 1950s, polio was running rampant. It was a paralyzing disease. As an aside, my Dad contracted polio as a youngster. He was lucky. It affected his legs, and one was permanently shorter than the other, resulting in a mild lifelong limp.
 
Then, in 1954, Jonas Salk developed a vaccine that proved highly effective. New York City decided to launch a campaign aimed at increasing the percentage of the population vaccinated against polio. Success! Over 900,000 residents received the vaccine. New polio cases dropped to nearly zero!
 
Enter Walter Winchell, an American syndicated newspaper gossip columnist and radio news commentator.
 
He claimed that the vaccine might cause deaths without any supporting information. This fueled fear among the group most at risk of contracting polio, teenagers. So, guess what, they stopped getting vaccinated. Teenagers’ vaccination rate dropped below 1%.
 
The result: Approximately 35,000 new cases among children each year.
 
What to do!
 
Authorities needed to inform these teenagers about the truth regarding polio vaccination. 
 
Enter Elvis Presley, whose career was soaring into the stratosphere after a performance on Ed Sullivan’s variety TV show on Sunday nights. 
 
So, before the Ed Sullivan Show began, he and Ed rolled up their sleeves in front of the press and publicly received their polio shots. Elvis distributed one particular photo to every part of the country. Afterwards, a recording of Elvis delivering the message was circulated with a direct plea to get vaccinated.
 
Within six months, the vaccination rate among the youth of America was 80%.
The power of that one picture saved the lives and high quality of life of millions of young Americans.
 
This made me think about our current times and the measles outbreak. What would happen to vaccination rates if a celebrity such as Taylor Swift opened her show with a polio vaccination campaign?
 
Please give this a bit of a think. The example I gave was what most would consider a positive picture. But what if current-day conspiracy theorists showed a YouTube video of them getting a vaccination – but played the video in reverse with the simple words on the screen, “It can’t be undone. Don’t get vaccinated.” 
 
Do you know of a picture that had a profound impact on you? The image still sticks in your mind, years later.
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Glenn Walmsley: A line of bronzed shoes by the Danube, symbolizing just a few of those who were shot at the water’s edge for being Jewish. 
 
Inspired by the episode “A Moment I’ll Never Forget: The Power of PSAs", from Under the Influence with Terry O’Reilly
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger 
Email to Glenn Walmsley
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Then, in 1954, Jonas Salk developed a vaccine that proved highly effective. New York City 
decided to launch a campaign aimed at increasing the percentage of the population 
vaccinated against polio. Success! Over 900,000 residents received the vaccine. New polio 
cases dropped to nearly zero!
 
Enter Walter Winchell, an American syndicated newspaper gossip columnist and radio news 
commentator.
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He claimed that the vaccine might cause deaths without any supporting information. This 
fueled fear among the group most at risk of contracting polio, teenagers. So, guess what, 
they stopped getting vaccinated. Teenagers’ vaccination rate dropped below 1%.
 
The result: Approximately 35,000 new cases among children each year.
 
What to do!
 
Authorities needed to inform these teenagers about the truth regarding polio 
vaccination. 
 
Enter Elvis Presley, whose career was soaring into the stratosphere after a performance 
on Ed Sullivan’s variety TV show on Sunday nights. 
 
So, before the Ed Sullivan Show began, he and Ed rolled up their sleeves in front of the 
press and publicly received their polio shots. Elvis distributed one particular photo to 
every part of the country. Afterwards, a recording of Elvis delivering the message was 
circulated with a direct plea to get vaccinated.
 
Within six months, the vaccination rate among the youth of America was 80%.
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I like to listen to Terry O’Reilly’s podcasts, “Under the Influence.” I have listened to him over many years, often when I’m out walking. More recently, I switch between his podcasts and watching the YouTube channel, “Prowalk Tours.”
 
Around the time I first started writing these Blogs, during one of my walks, I wondered why the podcasts were so addicting to listen to. I figured it out.
 
The podcasts were about marketing, but always had the most interesting of lead-ins. 
 
That’s when I developed the format for my Blogs. I knew I could maintain my interest, nor the readers’ interest by focusing on very specific aspects of seniors’ lives. The very first Blog is an example of this. ‘Falls’ was the focus.’
 
What in the world would I focus on for my 25th Blog?
 
So, I decided to focus my blogs on the 50+ demographic. I wanted to send an unspoken message to younger people that life doesn't end at age 65. We seniors, or as I prefer to call ourselves, older adults, move among the general population, with only a small percentage in retirement or nursing homes. 
 
Second, my blogs always start with “ I “ to remind the reader that the Blog is very personal. The focus of the topic is on something that caught my attention. I have been successful in not searching for a Blog topic but rather snatching the idea as it naturally flows by me in my life.
 
Third, the ‘bit-of-a-think’ was introduced to keep me off any soapbox I might want to get on. It leaned the Blog towards provoking curiosity by being thoughtful.
 
Taylor Swift was so influential that she served as a clear example who could influence people's considerations of vaccinations.
 
I just joined the dots.
 
Tada!]
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[image: I was a well-seasoned manager when I overheard a staff member passing another in the hallway.… I was a well-seasoned manager when I overheard a staff member passing another in the hallway. 
 
Oh, you just finished a meeting with Glenn.
 
The other responded with, “How did you know?”
 
“You have that look in your eyes – deer in the headlights.”
 
Then they each went their separate ways.
 
I laughed to myself. Then I thought more and realized there was a clear staff reaction to many of my conversations with staff. It was not the response I was aiming for.
 
Why was this happening?
 
It took some time, but I finally figured it out. It has changed how I approach many future conversations. To this day, I remain very aware of the risk of the deer-in-the-headlights reaction.
Here’s what I discovered about myself.
 
I know I can spot links between things that others don't see as connected.
 
Here's an example. Many of the titles for my Blogs are a bit cryptic, and that's intentional. It supports the “for curious spirits” tagline under my signature. The first part of the Blog, the most important part, is a story. After that, I introduce my ‘bit-of-a-think,’ where I connect the dots between an isolated curiosity in my life and something you might relate to. A couple of examples are the familiar bread dough hook and the science built into the wheels of an airplane.
 
When I’m successful, I can pique your interest and then shift your thinking to a reflective moment that is enjoyable and sometimes surprising. I connect the dots by taking you along for a ride through my thought process.
 
When staff had the deer-look, I failed to bring them along for the ride. I didn’t realize that not everyone had connected the obvious dots before me. I made one or more leaps that the staff member didn’t make. They left, shaking their heads as they walked away muttering, “What was that all about?” 
 
Once I understood that dynamic, I paid closer attention to that look in their eyes. I could tell when I was losing them, at least most of the time. I’d back up and add more dots for them to follow. Everybody in my life is happier when I add the dots and bring them along for the ride, rather than unknowingly abandoning them by the side of the road.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Have you ever been in a conversation where you felt as if you were being left behind? What did you do at the time? Did you help the other person find the missing dots? Have you been on the receiving end, as I was, with the deel-look?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Yangfan Gan on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
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I laughed to myself. Then I thought more and realized there was a clear staff reaction to 
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conversations. To this day, I remain very aware of the risk of the deer-in-the-headlights 
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I know I can spot links between things that others don't see as connected.
 
Here's an example. Many of the titles for my Blogs are a bit cryptic, and that's 
intentional. It supports the “for curious spirits” tagline under my signature. The first 
part of the Blog, the most important part, is a story. After that, I introduce my ‘bit-of-
a-think,’ where I connect the dots between an isolated curiosity in my life and something 
you might relate to. A couple of examples are the familiar bread dough hook and the 
science built into the wheels of an airplane.
 
When I’m successful, I can pique your interest and then shift your thinking to a 
reflective moment that is enjoyable and sometimes surprising. I connect the dots by 
taking you along for a ride through my thought process.
 
When staff had the deer-look, I failed to bring them along for the ride. I didn’t realize 
that not everyone had connected the obvious dots before me. I made one or more leaps 
that the staff member didn’t make. They left, shaking their heads as they walked away 
muttering, “What was that all about?” 
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I was in the process of signing a legal document. I didn’t understand the forms, but I had detailed discussions about my intentions and was confident that the form before me was meant to achieve them. Since the form was multi-purpose with several signature spots, I used some deductive reasoning to sign where I thought appropriate and then emailed the form.
 
Job done.
 
Then I sat down to write a Blog. Just as I was about to decide on a topic, I received an incoming email. I had signed in the wrong place, and I needed a witness. I wasn’t completely surprised.
 
The person who sent the form thought it was clear where I should sign. But each signature spot referred to the signee by a different role. I wasn’t sure what my ‘role’ was. I incorrectly inferred.
 


That shifted my thinking over to the deer-in-the-headlights analogy I had learned about myself at work.

I will need to print the blank form again, have a witness watch me sign, and email it back. Life goes on.
 
Tada!
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[image: I can hardly believe it. This is Blog number 300.… I can hardly believe it. This is Blog number 300.
 
In 2019, I called the Executive Director and asked if she would consider an article from me for the Seniors Centre newsletters. She immediately counteroffered with a request, explaining that the organization had decided to increase its social media presence. As part of this, she asked if I would write a Blog. 
 
One of my post-retirement bumper sticker slogans was to say ‘yes’ more often. So.
 
“Yes, I’d be glad to write a Blog.”
 
I had a vague idea of what a blog was, but not much beyond that. I immediately purchased the ‘For Dummies’ book on Blogs. That helped me feel more at ease.
 
She asked if I could write it weekly, but I negotiated my Blog to be published every 2 weeks. I wasn’t sure if I could commit to doing it weekly and still enjoy it by Blog number 100. Could I even come up with enough ideas for Blog number 100? I was confident I had a few topics in me, but if it became a chore, it wouldn’t be fun, and I’d stop writing.
 
I posted my first Blog on November 15, 2019, titled Canada’s Most Famous Fall. I was writing my Blog for a senior’s website, so falls for seniors are a serious issue. After it was posted, I realized anyone can find information about falls for seniors on the internet. I wasn’t contributing anything new. And how many different topics could I write about seniors’ issues that would bring a different perspective?
 
That led me to write something new from my perspective that would challenge seniors’ thinking. The second Blog was about my new Apple AirPods and how these were the new hearing aids in the making.
 
My slogan under my signature on each Blog is “For Those With A Curious Spirit." It reminds me that not everyone may like my Blogs, but I believe there is a large enough audience to make my Blogs worthwhile.
 
I began each Blog with the first word, and in fact the first letter, as “I.” This served as a reminder to me and my readers that I was responsible for what I wrote.
 
In a few months, I was asked to start writing it every week. I was hesitant. To see if this Blog writing was sustainable, I carried a notebook with me for a few days. (Yes, I still do some things in analog.) I jotted down Blog ideas. After the first day, I had a couple of dozen topic ideas. The same thing happened on each of the next few days. I was confident I could do it, so I started writing weekly.
 
I was given free rein to write what I wanted and post without any screening of my Blogs. I valued that trust. One Blog I wasn’t sure about. It might have been a bit too political. I asked for their opinion before posting. They supported the posting, but I could tell there was some unease about it. I decided not to post that one and wrote on a completely different topic. That’s when I started ending each bBog with ‘a bit of a think.’ I could still challenge my readers’ thinking while respecting their right to think however they wanted to.
 
After the first six months or so, I felt I had found my voice and my identity as a Blog Writer. The last noticeable change was that I referenced my target audience slightly differently. I stopped using the term seniors and used ‘older adults,’ as I wanted the age range to include folks aged 50 and over. Some years later, under the leadership of the current Executive Director, Linda Ensley, the organization updated its title to ‘St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre.’
 
Here's hoping for another 300 Blogs.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Are there times in your life when a simple first step led to an unexpected adventure?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Mika Baumeister on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley
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I
 can hardly believe it. This is Blog number 300.
 
In 2019, I called the Executive Director and asked if she would consider an article from 
me for the Seniors Centre newsletters. She immediately counteroffered with a request, 
explaining that the organization had decided to increase its social media presence. As part 
of this, she asked if I would write a Blog. 
 
One of my post-retirement bumper sticker slogans was to say ‘yes’ more often. So.
 
“Yes, I’d be glad to write a Blog.”
 
I had a vague idea of what a blog was, but not much beyond that. I immediately purchased 
the ‘For Dummies’ book on Blogs. That helped me feel more at ease.
 
She asked if I could write it weekly, but I negotiated my Blog to be published every 2 
weeks. I wasn’t sure if I could commit to doing it weekly and still enjoy it by Blog number 
100. Could I even come up with enough ideas for Blog number 100? I was confident I had a 
few topics in me, but if it became a chore, it wouldn’t be fun, and I’d stop writing.
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She asked if I could write it weekly, but I negotiated my Blog to be published every 2 weeks. I wasn’t sure if I could commit to doing it weekly and still enjoy it by Blog number 100. Could I even come up with enough ideas for Blog number 100? I was confident I had a few topics in me, but if it became a chore, it wouldn’t be fun, and I’d stop writing.
 
I posted my first Blog on November 15, 2019, titled Canada’s Most Famous Fall. I was writing my Blog for a senior’s website, so falls for seniors are a serious issue. After it was posted, I realized anyone can find information about falls for seniors on the internet. I wasn’t contributing anything new. And how many different topics could I write about seniors’ issues that would bring a different perspective?
 
That led me to write something new from my perspective that would challenge seniors’ thinking. The second Blog was about my new Apple AirPods and how these were the new hearing aids in the making.
 
My slogan under my signature on each Blog is “For Those With A Curious Spirit." It reminds me that not everyone may like my Blogs, but I believe there is a large enough audience to make my Blogs worthwhile.
 
I began each Blog with the first word, and in fact the first letter, as “I.” This served as a reminder to me and my readers that I was responsible for what I wrote.
 
In a few months, I was asked to start writing it every week. I was hesitant. To see if this Blog writing was sustainable, I carried a notebook with me for a few days. (Yes, I still do some things in analog.) I jotted down Blog ideas. After the first day, I had a couple of dozen topic ideas. The same thing happened on each of the next few days. I was confident I could do it, so I started writing weekly.
 
I was given free rein to write what I wanted and post without any screening of my Blogs. I valued that trust. One Blog I wasn’t sure about. It might have been a bit too political. I asked for their opinion before posting. They supported the posting, but I could tell there was some unease about it. I decided not to post that one and wrote on a completely different topic. That’s when I started ending each bBog with ‘a bit of a think.’ I could still challenge my readers’ thinking while respecting their right to think however they wanted to.
 
After the first six months or so, I felt I had found my voice and my identity as a Blog Writer. The last noticeable change was that I referenced my target audience slightly differently. I stopped using the term seniors and used ‘older adults,’ as I wanted the age range to include folks aged 50 and over. Some years later, under the leadership of the current Executive Director, Linda Ensley, the organization updated its title to ‘St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre.’
 
Here's hoping for another 300 Blogs.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Are there times in your life when a simple first step led to an unexpected adventure?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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I posted my first Blog on November 15, 2019, titled Canada’s Most Famous Fall. I was 
writing my Blog for a senior’s website, so falls for seniors are a serious issue. After it 
was posted, I realized anyone can find information about falls for seniors on the internet. 
I wasn’t contributing anything new. And how many different topics could I write about 
seniors’ issues that would bring a different perspective?
 
That led me to write something new from my perspective that would challenge seniors’ 
thinking. The second Blog was about my new Apple AirPods and how these were the new 
hearing aids in the making.
 
My slogan under my signature on each Blog is “For Those With A Curious Spirit." It 
reminds me that not everyone may like my Blogs, but I believe there is a large enough 
audience to make my Blogs worthwhile.
 
I began each Blog with the first word, and in fact the first letter, as “I.” This served as a 
reminder to me and my readers that I was responsible for what I wrote.
 
In a few months, I was asked to start writing it every week. I was hesitant. To see if this 
Blog writing was sustainable, I carried a notebook with me for a few days. (Yes, I still do 
some things in analog.) I jotted down Blog ideas. After the first day, I had a couple of 
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I was given free rein to write what I wanted and post without any screening of my Blogs. I valued that trust. One Blog I wasn’t sure about. It might have been a bit too political. I asked for their opinion before posting. They supported the posting, but I could tell there was some unease about it. I decided not to post that one and wrote on a completely different topic. That’s when I started ending each bBog with ‘a bit of a think.’ I could still challenge my readers’ thinking while respecting their right to think however they wanted to.
 
After the first six months or so, I felt I had found my voice and my identity as a Blog Writer. The last noticeable change was that I referenced my target audience slightly differently. I stopped using the term seniors and used ‘older adults,’ as I wanted the age range to include folks aged 50 and over. Some years later, under the leadership of the current Executive Director, Linda Ensley, the organization updated its title to ‘St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre.’
 
Here's hoping for another 300 Blogs.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Are there times in your life when a simple first step led to an unexpected adventure?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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dozen topic ideas. The same thing happened on each of the next few days. I was 
confident I could do it, so I started writing weekly.
 
I was given free rein to write what I wanted and post without any screening of my Blogs. 
I valued that trust. One Blog I wasn’t sure about. It might have been a bit too political. I 
asked for their opinion before posting. They supported the posting, but I could tell there 
was some unease about it. I decided not to post that one and wrote on a completely 
different topic. That’s when I started ending each bBog with ‘a bit of a think.’ I could 
still challenge my readers’ thinking while respecting their right to think however they 
wanted to.
 
After the first six months or so, I felt I had found my voice and my identity as a Blog 
Writer. The last noticeable change was that I referenced my target audience slightly 
differently. I stopped using the term seniors and used ‘older adults,’ as I wanted the age 
range to include folks aged 50 and over. Some years later, under the leadership of the 
current Executive Director, Linda Ensley, the organization updated its title to ‘St. 
Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre.’
 
Here's hoping for another 300 Blogs.
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Please give this a bit of a think. Are there times in your life when a simple first step led 
to an unexpected adventure?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit 
of a think. 
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If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
 
Volunteer Blogger
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This was straightforward. There, on my spreadsheet, was row number 300 approaching. Three hundred Blogs. I thought it would be okay for a self-indulgent or reflective moment to look back over my journey as a Volunteer Blog writer.
 
Tada!
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[image: I think of Whispered Words as those ideas that are captured in a phrase. They are easy to remember, understand, and apply in many current situations. They seem to dig deep into my ears and settle in for a lifetime.… I think of Whispered Words as those ideas that are captured in a phrase. They are easy to remember, understand, and apply in many current situations. They seem to dig deep into my ears and settle in for a lifetime.
 
This idea of Whispered Words got me thinking about some of these that are in my ears all the time. Here are some examples.
 
“Say yes More Often.” This one was late to the party. I only acquired it around my Movin’ On departure from paid work. When I hear the phrase, ‘No Thanks,’ it triggers the say yes phrase. It has stopped me a few times from missing fantastic opportunities and adventures.
 
I applied it to a request from the local Seniors Association to help them prepare for the accreditation of their bus service. I did this kind of thing for work over several decades. I retired for a reason. I was looking for new challenges. But I knew I could make a difference. Over the next six months, I worked with staff to complete the numerous tasks required to prepare for the on-site evaluation. The outcome? The examiner, with 14 years of experience, stated that she had never awarded such a high score as the one she gave to the Association that year. Job done.
“Am I in balance?” By balance, I mean how I divide up my time. I have 3 big categories that I try to keep in balance. I’ve learned from a lifetime of experience that when these get out of balance, I don’t feel good. The categories are as follows: Time well wasted, Productive puttering, and Giving to others.
 
I define time well wasted as something I do for no good reason at all, but I enjoy it. Watching cat videos may be an example.
 
Productive puttering is about accomplishing something. It has a start and a recognizable end. It varies from writing my Blog every week to tidying up the corner of the basement.
 
Giving to others is about volunteering. Working a late shift in a casino for a local non-profit group is an example.
 
When I feel out of sorts, low on energy, or spending too much time vegging in my La-Z-Boy, I usually get out of this unhealthy mental state by reviewing my balance. I intentionally adjust how I spend my time.  
 
“I Haven’t Walked In His Shoes.” This one comes to the top of my mind when I can feel my frustration with people I encounter throughout my day: The pedestrian who seems to 

be ambling in the crosswalk in front of me, The person at the cash register who had lots of time to find their credit card before the final total was run up, now has spent my precious time digging into their coat pockets to find their credit card.
 
The Whispered Words come to the fore to remind me to be patient, compassionate, and grateful.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have Whispered Words deep in your ears that come out to guide you along a path to be the person you want to be? Do they help with your mental health with a different outlook on life? 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.

And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger 
Email to Glenn Walmsley
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I
 think of Whispered Words as those ideas that are captured in a phrase. They are 
easy to remember, understand, and apply in many current situations. They seem to dig 
deep into my ears and settle in for a lifetime.
 
This idea of Whispered Words got me thinking about some of these that are in my ears all 
the time. Here are some examples.
 
“Say yes More Often.” This one was late to the party. I only acquired it around my Movin’ 
On departure from paid work. When I hear the phrase, ‘No Thanks,’ it triggers the say yes 
phrase. It has stopped me a few times from missing fantastic opportunities and 
adventures.
 
I applied it to a request from the local Seniors Association to help them prepare for the 
accreditation of their bus service. I did this kind of thing for work over several decades. I 
retired for a reason. I was looking for new challenges. But I knew I could make a 
difference. Over the next six months, I worked with staff to complete the numerous 
tasks required to prepare for the on-site evaluation. The outcome? The examiner, with 14 
years of experience, stated that she had never awarded such a high score as the one she 
gave to the Association that year. Job done.
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be ambling in the crosswalk in front of me, The person at the cash register who had lots of time to find their credit card before the final total was run up, now has spent my precious time digging into their coat pockets to find their credit card.
 
The Whispered Words come to the fore to remind me to be patient, compassionate, and grateful.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have Whispered Words deep in your ears that come out to guide you along a path to be the person you want to be? Do they help with your mental health with a different outlook on life? 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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“Am I in balance?” By balance, I mean how I divide up my time. I have 3 big categories 
that I try to keep in balance. I’ve learned from a lifetime of experience that when these 
get out of balance, I don’t feel good. The categories are as follows: Time well wasted, 
Productive puttering, and Giving to others.
 
I define time well wasted as something I do for no good reason at all, but I enjoy it. 
Watching cat videos may be an example.
 
Productive puttering is about accomplishing something. It has a start and a recognizable 
end. It varies from writing my Blog every week to tidying up the corner of the basement.
 
Giving to others is about volunteering. Working a late shift in a casino for a local non-
profit group is an example.
 
When I feel out of sorts, low on energy, or spending too much time vegging in my La-Z-
Boy, I usually get out of this unhealthy mental state by reviewing my balance. I 
intentionally adjust how I spend my time.  
 
“I Haven’t Walked In His Shoes.” This one comes to the top of my mind when I can feel 
my frustration with people I encounter throughout my day: The pedestrian who seems to 
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This idea of Whispered Words got me thinking about some of these that are in my ears all the time. Here are some examples.
 
“Say yes More Often.” This one was late to the party. I only acquired it around my Movin’ On departure from paid work. When I hear the phrase, ‘No Thanks,’ it triggers the say yes phrase. It has stopped me a few times from missing fantastic opportunities and adventures.
 
I applied it to a request from the local Seniors Association to help them prepare for the accreditation of their bus service. I did this kind of thing for work over several decades. I retired for a reason. I was looking for new challenges. But I knew I could make a difference. Over the next six months, I worked with staff to complete the numerous tasks required to prepare for the on-site evaluation. The outcome? The examiner, with 14 years of experience, stated that she had never awarded such a high score as the one she gave to the Association that year. Job done.
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Productive puttering is about accomplishing something. It has a start and a recognizable end. It varies from writing my Blog every week to tidying up the corner of the basement.
 
Giving to others is about volunteering. Working a late shift in a casino for a local non-profit group is an example.
 
When I feel out of sorts, low on energy, or spending too much time vegging in my La-Z-Boy, I usually get out of this unhealthy mental state by reviewing my balance. I intentionally adjust how I spend my time.  
 
“I Haven’t Walked In His Shoes.” This one comes to the top of my mind when I can feel my frustration with people I encounter throughout my day: The pedestrian who seems to 

be ambling in the crosswalk in front of me, The person at the cash register who had lots of time to find their credit card before the final total was run up, now has spent my precious time digging into their coat pockets to find their credit card.
 
The Whispered Words come to the fore to remind me to be patient, compassionate, and grateful.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have Whispered Words deep in your ears that come out to guide you along a path to be the person you want to be? Do they help with your mental health with a different outlook on life? 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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be ambling in the crosswalk in front of me, The person at the cash register who had lots 
of time to find their credit card before the final total was run up, now has spent my 
precious time digging into their coat pockets to find their credit card.
 
The Whispered Words come to the fore to remind me to be patient, compassionate, and 
grateful.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have Whispered Words deep in your ears that 
come out to guide you along a path to be the person you want to be? Do they help with 
your mental health with a different outlook on life? 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit 
of a think. 
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“Am I in balance?” By balance, I mean how I divide up my time. I have 3 big categories that I try to keep in balance. I’ve learned from a lifetime of experience that when these get out of balance, I don’t feel good. The categories are as follows: Time well wasted, Productive puttering, and Giving to others.
 
I define time well wasted as something I do for no good reason at all, but I enjoy it. Watching cat videos may be an example.
 
Productive puttering is about accomplishing something. It has a start and a recognizable end. It varies from writing my Blog every week to tidying up the corner of the basement.
 
Giving to others is about volunteering. Working a late shift in a casino for a local non-profit group is an example.
 
When I feel out of sorts, low on energy, or spending too much time vegging in my La-Z-Boy, I usually get out of this unhealthy mental state by reviewing my balance. I intentionally adjust how I spend my time.  
 
“I Haven’t Walked In His Shoes.” This one comes to the top of my mind when I can feel my frustration with people I encounter throughout my day: The pedestrian who seems to 

be ambling in the crosswalk in front of me, The person at the cash register who had lots of time to find their credit card before the final total was run up, now has spent my precious time digging into their coat pockets to find their credit card.
 
The Whispered Words come to the fore to remind me to be patient, compassionate, and grateful.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have Whispered Words deep in your ears that come out to guide you along a path to be the person you want to be? Do they help with your mental health with a different outlook on life? 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Ben White on Unsplash
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I found the inspiration for this Blog in an email I sent to myself about 3 years before writing this Blog. It was just a couple of sentences and stemmed from the idea of a song that gets stuck in my head. Folks often refer to it as an earworm. It digs in for an extended stay.
 
I tweaked the idea to guide rails for a healthy life.
 
Tada!
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[image: I have a consistent pattern for solving everyday problems in my life. This is a recent example for which a solution is well beyond my expertise, or so I thought,… I have a consistent pattern for solving everyday problems in my life. This is a recent example for which a solution is well beyond my expertise, or so I thought,
 
I was attending a live music concert. I went through the usual steps after being reminded by the host to turn my phone back on after the concert. What a clever way of telling me there should be no ringing sounds coming from my pocket for the next 2 hours.
 
Because I’m unsure how to handle that, I go all out and turn off everything I can think of. I have about a dozen alarms that go off either daily or weekly on my phone. I disable them for the duration of the concert. Then I turn off notifications. I’m not confident that’s enough, so I put my phone into airplane mode, turn off my cell and Wi-Fi connections if airplane mode hasn’t already done that, and finally set my volume to zero.
 
Now I can settle back to enjoy the music – except for the nagging thought that there must be a more straightforward solution. I envisioned a one-button solution to turn everything off and a one-button restore button to get everything back to normal after the concert.
 
I knew there was a ‘Focus’ app that could manage the phone's settings under certain conditions. When I opened the app, I saw I had already set it for a ‘sleep’ focus. The conditions are from 11:00 p.m. to 8:15 a.m. It has been working well. I sleep with my phone charging in another room. I don’t use it as an alarm clock when travelling.
 
This is how I realized I had a problem. I could turn off notifications, but not alarms. That’s a good thing when I need to get a good sleep, but I need an early start to catch my 5:30 a.m. plane.
 
So, I didn’t do anything about this issue. I find I work better when I let these puzzles percolate in my mind. Then, suddenly, when I least expect it, a solution or at least a next step appears in my mind.
 
Pop!
 
I had two types of alarms and notifications, which I’ll collectively refer to as announcements, since Apple treats these very differently. I needed to test this theory out. So I turned off notifications and set an alarm to ring in one minute. Will I hear any announcements? Hopefully not.
 
Ring. Ring.
 
So that didn’t work. 
 
Back to letting things percolate. 
 
Pop!
 
This cycle repeated itself several times. Try a new approach. Fail. Give Up. Try again. Sometimes these cycles will last just a few minutes. At other times, it takes several months before the Pop occurs.
 
Pop! I accepted that I didn’t have the expertise to reach my goal and would look for outside help. But as luck would have it, I came across an app called Bitrig that could write the code I needed just by me talking about what I wanted. It was free for limited use, so I decided to give it a try.
 
It was terrific in many ways, but it fell short of the task I was faced with. So, back to getting outside help. Now to find that help without an extravagant cost.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Have you ever faced a problem in your life that you couldn’t solve, but somehow the solution arrived at an unexpected time and in an unexpected way? Is this a typical problem-solving pattern for you? Do you have another consistent approach that you prefer?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Glenn Walmsley of the first few lines of code, created from a request to the Bitrig app.
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
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When iOS 26 was released for all my Apple devices, I knew I faced a steep learning curve if I wanted to get the most out of this new technology. It felt overwhelming, but I kept in mind a Q&A I always carry with me. “How do you eat an elephant? Why, one bite at a time, of course.”
 
So, I knew I had to spread my timeframe over perhaps six months. I also need to break the learning into manageable chunks.
 
The first app I chose was Apple Notes. From my exploration of my favourite YouTubers’ videos and newsletters, the benefits seemed to be high for this application. I flagged a few videos and watched them all. I got a good overall impression and then began setting up my Notes structures. I then started using Notes gradually. With each attempt, I gained more competence and confidence. Some features weren’t for me, or I might grow into them later. But this app has been very useful in helping me stay organized.
 
There are two key points here. I can store a variety of information, such as emails, URLs, photos, and screenshots. That’s the easy part of staying organised. But now I can easily find and retrieve what I've stored with just a few clicks. Plus, I can scale it up over the years.
 
While all this was happening, I noticed issues in my tech life that I believed could be solved to make things easier. This prompted me to find a quick and reliable way—using as few clicks as possible—to turn off interruptions on my phone. I didn’t want to completely turn off my phone, since I usually access the camera during shows. This process was happening as I sat down to write a Blog. By the time I arranged my kitchen office to begin writing, the topic became obvious.
 
Tada!]
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[image: I am just one person among about 8 billion people. If I flap my arms and disturb the air around me, nobody notices on the other side of our planet.… I am just one person among about 8 billion people. If I flap my arms and disturb the air around me, nobody notices on the other side of our planet.
 
But.
 
I want to do my part, hoping that if everyone did their part, we might make a difference to global preservation.
 
The conundrum I have is how to measure what I do every day to help the planet and ensure it's actually helping, not hurting.
 
For example, is it better for me to wash my car with clean, high-quality drinking water rather than rainwater, whether from actual rainfall or saved rainwater collected in a bucket and used with a brush? Or do I have a change in my cultural standards with the acceptability of dirty car exteriors, except perhaps for weddings and funerals?
 
For what it is worth, my car is usually dirty. I don’t equate my vehicle with my self-esteem or other aspects of my personality. I just refuse to use drinking water to wash my car throughout most of the year.
But what if commercial car washes could reduce their use of drinking-quality water by 95%? Allowing for evaporation, their water use would be 100% recycled through filtering.  If we can invent material to block out the smallest of organisms, surely we can filter out visible particles.
 
Another example is the water that goes down the drains into the sewer systems. Since a lot of that water is heated, homes could add on systems to extract the heat and return it to the house in a usable form. This invention exists and is in use.
 
Unlike oil, water doesn’t lose its ability to return to its original state. Steam and ice return easily to water at room temperature. Even the dirtiest of water samples can be cleaned with existing filters.
 
Much of the water we use doesn’t need to be drinking-quality water. It needs to be safe to be handled. Think of how much water goes down your bathroom sink, just after you flush the toilet. It should be a standard building code that any new buildings or sales of new sinks for renovations feature a diversion of sink water into a holding tank for the bathroom.
 
If we extend our thinking further, individual residences could aim to reduce 80% of their water use with minimal impact on their standard of living. I note that the final 20% is usually very costly.
 
The glaciers in the Canadian Rockies are receding quickly. Some estimates suggest that by the end of the century, these glaciers may no longer provide major cities downstream with the amount of water they use today.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What are some water-saving ways we could integrate into our lives, and some cultural norms we could alter? 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by mauro hernandez on Unsplash
 





If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
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But.
 
I want to do my part, hoping that if everyone did their part, we might make a difference to global preservation.
 
The conundrum I have is how to measure what I do every day to help the planet and ensure it's actually helping, not hurting.
 
For example, is it better for me to wash my car with clean, high-quality drinking water rather than rainwater, whether from actual rainfall or saved rainwater collected in a bucket and used with a brush? Or do I have a change in my cultural standards with the acceptability of dirty car exteriors, except perhaps for weddings and funerals?
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Another example is the water that goes down the drains into the sewer systems. Since a lot of that water is heated, homes could add on systems to extract the heat and return it to the house in a usable form. This invention exists and is in use.
 
Unlike oil, water doesn’t lose its ability to return to its original state. Steam and ice return easily to water at room temperature. Even the dirtiest of water samples can be cleaned with existing filters.
 
Much of the water we use doesn’t need to be drinking-quality water. It needs to be safe to be handled. Think of how much water goes down your bathroom sink, just after you flush the toilet. It should be a standard building code that any new buildings or sales of new sinks for renovations feature a diversion of sink water into a holding tank for the bathroom.
 
If we extend our thinking further, individual residences could aim to reduce 80% of their water use with minimal impact on their standard of living. I note that the final 20% is usually very costly.
 
The glaciers in the Canadian Rockies are receding quickly. Some estimates suggest that by the end of the century, these glaciers may no longer provide major cities downstream with the amount of water they use today.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What are some water-saving ways we could integrate into our lives, and some cultural norms we could alter? 
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment below or send me an email with your bit of a think. 
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I went into my archives of topics I'd collected back in 2022.  I found one that looked interesting and played the TED Talk video, but I found that it just didn't quite lend itself to a blog topic. I printed it off and read the entire text, and I still came to the same conclusion, so I deleted that reminder to myself.
 
I sat down and started writing my Blog about my struggles with balancing the need to save the planet and whether my actions actually contribute to that. For example, how much water should I waste scrubbing a plastic green bottle of olive oil to remove the label? At what point is it better for the environment just to throw the bottle out?
 
I let the Blog sit there for an hour or so, then return to it in its rough form, and I didn't like the result. It had some interesting aspects, but it was far too complex a topic to write about in 500 or so words.
 
So I started over again and focused on saving water rather than the planet. This narrowed the topic enough, leading to the Blog you just read above this back story.
 
Tada!]
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[image: I am on the treadmill at the local recreation centre, three times each week, I listen to music or podcasts and watch walking and biking tours from around the world on my favourite YouTube Channel, Prowalks.… I am on the treadmill at the local recreation centre, three times each week, I listen to music or podcasts and watch walking and biking tours from around the world on my favourite YouTube Channel, Prowalks.
 
Currently, I’m ‘walking’ my way around European attractions. A recent walk included a stop at Trevi Fountain. The last, and only time I’ve been there was on my honeymoon. Fifty years ago, I had other things on my mind than the wonders of how all waterworks functioned.
 
For better or worse, when I saw this magnificent fountain recently during my walk, I wondered how it all worked. But wait a minute, they didn’t have pumps way, way back.
 
Join me in this rabbit hole.
 
The Trevi Fountain was built in the mid-1700s in the City of Rome, District Trevi, at the intersection of three roads – this leads to Tre-Vie in Italian.

In 19 BC, the Romans, with the help of a virgin, built a 22 km Aqua Virgo. Or so the legend goes. This scene is presented on the present fountain's façade. It served the residents for 400 years.
 
Over the years, war and neglect caused significant deterioration in the fountain. In the 1100s, a closer water supply was found, and a new aqueduct was built. It is still in use today.
 
In 1629, the Pope thought it should be more elaborate. He died, and the idea was dropped. This is similar to our current politics, where the ruling party adopts pet projects only to see them disappear silently with the removal or passing of their chief proponent.
 
One hundred years later, contests for buildings, fountains, and, specifically, the famous Spanish Steps were in vogue. The then Pope started his own contest amongst fountain designers. A Florentine won. There was such an uproar that it was subsequently given to a designer from Rome. I wonder how the objections were expressed without the Internet.
 
The more things change… But I digress.
 
By this time in history, a palace had been built on the site, so the designer added it to the back of the palace.
 
The contest winner was halfway through his build when he died. Another 10 years passed, and many other designers and builders finally completed it.
 
And we now think construction of major infrastructures takes a long time!
 
There was a significant renovation in 1988 by skilled artisans. It included installing water-circulating pumps.
 
Finally! 
 
Then, in 2015, there was a grand opening after a major renovation sponsored by an Italian Fashion company. To the horror of many, it included 100 LED lights for nighttime illumination.
 
So, the simple concept of water pressure —of one body of water flowing into the receiving body of water —needs to be higher. Easy to understand, but I’m in awe when a height difference of ductwork has to be maintained over 22 km of mountains and valleys.
Please give this a bit of a think. What wonderous sights have you seen that aroused your curiosity? 
 
And speaking of curiosity, I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Gabriella Clare Marino on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
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By this time in history, a palace had been built on the site, so the designer added it to 
the back of the palace.
 
The contest winner was halfway through his build when he died. Another 10 years passed, 
and many other designers and builders finally completed it.
 
And we now think construction of major infrastructures takes a long time!
 
There was a significant renovation in 1988 by skilled artisans. It included installing water-
circulating pumps.
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receiving body of water —needs to be higher. Easy to understand, but I’m in awe when a 
height difference of ductwork has to be maintained over 22 km of mountains and valleys.
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I went into my virtual Archive Box of Blog Ideas from 2022 and found this article on ancient water fountains, both purposeful and decorative.
 
I thought I’d write about the engineering aspects, but first I wanted to do some research. Off I went on a side trip to Wikipedia. On another side trip, I make an annual donation to Wikipedia to help them keep their light on.
 
As I read up on the history, I became fascinated with the mundaneness, if that is even a word, of its history. It had parallels to issues we currently see in our municipal government. Locally, it has taken 3 years of construction at a major intersection, with much of that time spent with no visible construction.
 
So, as I started to write a bit of context, the context took over!
 
Tada!]
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[image: I often get asked, when I meet up with regular readers, how I find all the great rabbit holes to go down. That got me thinking.… I often get asked, when I meet up with regular readers, how I find all the great rabbit holes to go down. That got me thinking.
 
My North Star is a guiderail in life that nudges me towards being the person I want to be. I have more than one star.
 
As you can see by the tagline under my signature, “For Those with a Curious Spirit,” curiosity is one of my North Stars. It reminds me to be curious every day. 
 
So, as I quickly scan the headlines, pull quotes, and sidebars in newspapers and magazines, I will come across some that give me pause, usually because I don’t know anything about the tease. I remember my North Star and give the article a read. I’m rarely disappointed.
 
An example of this was when I was strolling through YouTube videos, wasting a bit of my precious time. It explained the electronics in the professional hockey puck. I never knew it was anything more than a rubber disk. Boy, was I mistaken. So down the rabbit hole I went to reveal the technology for my readers.
 
I’m not as socialable a person as I'd like to be. I have to consciously make small talk with strangers, despite amazing conversations I’ve had with them in one-time interactions. I was recently sitting beside an older adult like myself at the recreation centre. Changing from inside garb to outerwear can be done outside the locker room setting. I initiated a conversation with a “How about those Oilers Hockey Team. Have you watched any of the games?” That’s all it took. We covered sports, growing older, politics, a few jokes, the best bakery in town, and where the cheapest gas was. We finished our conversation about 30 minutes later and went our separate ways.
 
Having re-read the above paragraph, I think another Blog title I could use for a post might be “The Value of Strangers.”
 
Another North Star is a quick “no,” as in “Can you help us out?” When I respond too quickly, but more politely than just a “no,” my North Star kicks in. I didn’t have time even to consider a ‘maybe’ or a ‘yes.’  I promised myself when I was Movin’ On from paid employment that I would not join any Boards or Committees. About six months into my retirement, I was asked to help out a local non-profit organization, an important task that would require intensive work for at least 6 months. 
 
“Sorry, no thanks.” Fortunately, we continued to talk, and I knew I had the skills and experience to get them through the task successfully. “Yes, I’ll do it.” I had just joined a committee, but I was the only one in this group. The outcome was very satisfactory. It then has a twisted story that ultimately led me to write a weekly blog for the St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre.  
 
So, I have several North Stars that guide me to be the person I want to be. I guess it really is a North Star Constellation.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have the equivalent of a North Star Constellation? How have they helped shape you?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. 
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If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
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I
 often get asked, when I meet up with regular readers, how I find all the great rabbit 
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the tease. I remember my North Star and give the article a read. I’m rarely disappointed.
 
An example of this was when I was strolling through YouTube videos, wasting a bit of my 
precious time. It explained the electronics in the professional hockey puck. I never knew it 
was anything more than a rubber disk. Boy, was I mistaken. So down the rabbit hole I went 
to reveal the technology for my readers.
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“Sorry, no thanks.” Fortunately, we continued to talk, and I knew I had the skills and experience to get them through the task successfully. “Yes, I’ll do it.” I had just joined a committee, but I was the only one in this group. The outcome was very satisfactory. It then has a twisted story that ultimately led me to write a weekly blog for the St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre.  
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I’m not as socialable a person as I'd like to be. I have to consciously make small talk with 
strangers, despite amazing conversations I’ve had with them in one-time interactions. I 
was recently sitting beside an older adult like myself at the recreation centre. Changing 
from inside garb to outerwear can be done outside the locker room setting. I initiated a 
conversation with a “How about those Oilers Hockey Team. Have you watched any of the 
games?” That’s all it took. We covered sports, growing older, politics, a few jokes, the 
best bakery in town, and where the cheapest gas was. We finished our conversation about 
30 minutes later and went our separate ways.
 
Having re-read the above paragraph, I think another Blog title I could use for a post 
might be “The Value of Strangers.”
 
Another North Star is a quick “no,” as in “Can you help us out?” When I respond too 
quickly, but more politely than just a “no,” my North Star kicks in. I didn’t have time even 
to consider a ‘maybe’ or a ‘yes.’  I promised myself when I was Movin’ On from paid 
employment that I would not join any Boards or Committees. About six months into my 
retirement, I was asked to help out a local non-profit organization, an important task that 
would require intensive work for at least 6 months. 
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So, I have several North Stars that guide me to be the person I want to be. I guess it really is a North Star Constellation.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have the equivalent of a North Star Constellation? How have they helped shape you?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. 
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“Sorry, no thanks.” Fortunately, we continued to talk, and I knew I had the skills and 
experience to get them through the task successfully. “Yes, I’ll do it.” I had just joined a 
committee, but I was the only one in this group. The outcome was very satisfactory. It 
then has a twisted story that ultimately led me to write a weekly blog for the St. 
Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre.  
 
So, I have several North Stars that guide me to be the person I want to be. I guess it 
really is a North Star Constellation.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Do you have the equivalent of a North Star Constellation? 
How have they helped shape you?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of 
a think. 
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I hadn’t written a Blog that focused on me for a while. Making myself vulnerable is not a strong suit of mine.  A song title about The North Star caught my eye. It focused on it as a help in directing the singer’s life.
 
Upon reflection, I realized I had my own single North Star. As I began to write, I realized I had several North Stars. As I wrote the ending, the idea of a constellation popped into my head.  However, I decided to leave the bracketed ‘s’ in the title. I like a bit of cryptic-ness in my titles.
 
Tada!]
The Backstory for this Blog
 
I hadn’t written a Blog that focused on me for a while. Making myself vulnerable is not a 
strong suit of mine.  A song title about The North Star caught my eye. It focused on it as 
a help in directing the singer’s life.
 
Upon reflection, I realized I had my own single North Star. As I began to write, I 
realized I had several North Stars. As I wrote the ending, the idea of a constellation 
popped into my head.  However, I decided to leave the bracketed ‘s’ in the title. I like a 
bit of cryptic-ness in my titles.
 
Tada!
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[image: I had never heard this story before. And it has been in my home for years!… I had never heard this story before. And it has been in my home for years!
 
Hedy was married to a German businessman, who had many Nazi clients. They openly discussed military topics quite freely in Hedy’s presence. After all, what would a female understand about such things?
 
Hedy absorbed everything she heard. She understood, and she saw the problems with the technology.
 
She did what any young woman would do under the circumstances in 1937 Germany. She drugged her maid, stole her clothes and fled to London. I don’t know how, but Louis B. Mayer, the famous head of MGM, offered her a contract. She subsequently became a Hollywood star known as Hedy Lamarr.
 
Time magazine called her ‘the most beautiful woman in the world.’ Her face appeared on posters and magazine covers, as you’d expect. 
 
But her mind was far from the silver screen. She was thinking about the problems of technology that would be used in World War II. 
She knew that radio-controlled torpedoes could be jammed by the enemy, making ships far less vulnerable.  But, she thought, what if the radio-controlled signals kept changing frequencies? What if it ‘hopped’ from one frequency to another that was unpredictable to the enemy? This was one mental dot.
 
Now, let’s identify another dot that Hedy joined together. 
 
In 1940, Hedy began talking to a music composer at a party. They talked. First, about music; then, about technology; and finally, about synchronized player pianos. They could play in perfect time if they all used the same perforated paper rolls.
 
Joining the dots, Hedy wondered if the frequency of the notes could be used to synchronize radio-controlled torpedoes. The transmitters could switch between the pre-determined 88 notes or frequencies on the paper roll.
 
What would a clever female in America during a world war do next?
 
Along with her music-composing friend, she filed for and received a patent for a “Secret Communication System.” Then she did her patriotic duty for her adopted country and gave it to the United States Navy.
The Navy did its patriotic duty to itself and promptly rejected it. The inventor was ‘just an actress.’ The technology was ‘ahead of its time.’ Which is an impossibility, given it was a proven concept.
 
But the Navy did offer Hedy a job—selling war bonds. Was she successful? She was $25 million successful in the 1940s.
 
The patent expired in 1959. Forgotten and never used, until the Cuban Missile Crisis. The Navy used it on their ships that blockaded Cuba.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What can we learn from all this? Never discredit a source of an idea, but consider it on its own merits. One person can make a difference. Bias towards anything can be the seed of its own destruction. What parallels can you think of that suffer from the ‘navy think’ described here?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. 
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If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley

Note: There is more to this story than space allows, but you can read how all this connects to the movie Blazing Saddles in my annual book compilation, where I write the backstory after each Blog about how the Blog came into being. 
]
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 had never heard this story before. And it has been in my home for years!
 
Hedy was married to a German businessman, who had many Nazi clients. They openly 
discussed military topics quite freely in Hedy’s presence. After all, what would a female 
understand about such things?
 
Hedy absorbed everything she heard. She understood, and she saw the problems with the 
technology.
 
She did what any young woman would do under the circumstances in 1937 Germany. She 
drugged her maid, stole her clothes and fled to London. I don’t know how, but Louis B. 
Mayer, the famous head of MGM, offered her a contract. She subsequently became a 
Hollywood star known as Hedy Lamarr.
 
Time magazine called her ‘the most beautiful woman in the world.’ Her face appeared on 
posters and magazine covers, as you’d expect. 
 
But her mind was far from the silver screen. She was thinking about the problems of 
technology that would be used in World War II. 
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She knew that radio-controlled torpedoes could be jammed by the enemy, making ships 
far less vulnerable.  But, she thought, what if the radio-controlled signals kept changing 
frequencies? What if it ‘hopped’ from one frequency to another that was unpredictable to 
the enemy? This was one mental dot.
 
Now, let’s identify another dot that Hedy joined together. 
 
In 1940, Hedy began talking to a music composer at a party. They talked. First, about 
music; then, about technology; and finally, about synchronized player pianos. They could 
play in perfect time if they all used the same perforated paper rolls.
 
Joining the dots, Hedy wondered if the frequency of the notes could be used to 
synchronize radio-controlled torpedoes. The transmitters could switch between the pre-
determined 88 notes or frequencies on the paper roll.
 
What would a clever female in America during a world war do next?
 
Along with her music-composing friend, she filed for and received a patent for a “Secret 
Communication System.” Then she did her patriotic duty for her adopted country and 
gave it to the United States Navy.
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The Navy did its patriotic duty to itself and promptly rejected it. The inventor was ‘just 
an actress.’ The technology was ‘ahead of its time.’ Which is an impossibility, given it was 
a proven concept.
 
But the Navy did offer Hedy a job—selling war bonds. Was she successful? She was $25 
million successful in the 1940s.
 
The patent expired in 1959. Forgotten and never used, until the Cuban Missile Crisis. The 
Navy used it on their ships that blockaded Cuba.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What can we learn from all this? Never discredit a 
source of an idea, but consider it on its own merits. One person can make a difference. 
Bias towards anything can be the seed of its own destruction. What parallels can you 
think of that suffer from the ‘navy think’ described here?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of 
a think. 
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She did what any young woman would do under the circumstances in 1937 Germany. She drugged her maid, stole her clothes and fled to London. I don’t know how, but Louis B. Mayer, the famous head of MGM, offered her a contract. She subsequently became a Hollywood star known as Hedy Lamarr.
 
Time magazine called her ‘the most beautiful woman in the world.’ Her face appeared on posters and magazine covers, as you’d expect. 
 
But her mind was far from the silver screen. She was thinking about the problems of technology that would be used in World War II. 
She knew that radio-controlled torpedoes could be jammed by the enemy, making ships far less vulnerable.  But, she thought, what if the radio-controlled signals kept changing frequencies? What if it ‘hopped’ from one frequency to another that was unpredictable to the enemy? This was one mental dot.
 
Now, let’s identify another dot that Hedy joined together. 
 
In 1940, Hedy began talking to a music composer at a party. They talked. First, about music; then, about technology; and finally, about synchronized player pianos. They could play in perfect time if they all used the same perforated paper rolls.
 
Joining the dots, Hedy wondered if the frequency of the notes could be used to synchronize radio-controlled torpedoes. The transmitters could switch between the pre-determined 88 notes or frequencies on the paper roll.
 
What would a clever female in America during a world war do next?
 
Along with her music-composing friend, she filed for and received a patent for a “Secret Communication System.” Then she did her patriotic duty for her adopted country and gave it to the United States Navy.
The Navy did its patriotic duty to itself and promptly rejected it. The inventor was ‘just an actress.’ The technology was ‘ahead of its time.’ Which is an impossibility, given it was a proven concept.
 
But the Navy did offer Hedy a job—selling war bonds. Was she successful? She was $25 million successful in the 1940s.
 
The patent expired in 1959. Forgotten and never used, until the Cuban Missile Crisis. The Navy used it on their ships that blockaded Cuba.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What can we learn from all this? Never discredit a source of an idea, but consider it on its own merits. One person can make a difference. Bias towards anything can be the seed of its own destruction. What parallels can you think of that suffer from the ‘navy think’ described here?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Pawel Czerwinski on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley

Note: There is more to this story than space allows, but you can read how all this connects to the movie Blazing Saddles in my annual book compilation, where I write the backstory after each Blog about how the Blog came into being. 
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The story just popped up in my Facebook Feed. I’m a sucker for checking out stuff I know nothing about. I confess I don’t always stay on the topic for very long – but most of the time I follow the thread for quite a distance.
 
The Hedy story fits this description. While preparing to sit down and write a Blog, I remembered that Madeline Kahn, in “Blazing Saddles,” portrayed her. But I was wrong. A male actor, Harvey Korman, played Hedley Lamarr. The only difference was the 'l' in Hedley. Lawsuits ensued, and after some time, a settlement was reached out of court.
 
Tada!]
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[image: I know it’s been about a month since the Blue Jays finished second in the World Series. So, I thought it was time for quiet reflection.… I know it’s been about a month since the Blue Jays finished second in the World Series. So, I thought it was time for quiet reflection.
 
I often enjoy overthinking the broader meaning of events in my life. It’s not because I think everything happens for a reason, but rather that humans tend to give meaning to everything that happens.
 
I’m not looking for an ultimate truth to squeeze from the event, but for a learning I can use to be a better person. That improvement can range from changing my behaviour to changing my thinking. Sports is something I have to work at, not to reflect upon, but just to enjoy the experience, be it the depths of despair and sadness to the heights of joy and exuberance.
 
Sports is so silly in so many ways. Take baseball, for example. In its simplest form, it is a bunch of men and increasingly women who throw a ball at another person to see how close they can not hit the other person. That other person has a specially made stick to hit the ball as far away as possible. One group of players on the opposing team stand out in a field to try to catch the ball. The hitters try to run for 360 feet in a square pattern to get back to where they started.
Outside of the stadium where the game is being played, all this activity has little impact on the world. Oh, beer is consumed in groups, both in public and in the privacy of homes. But the essentials in life, such as acquiring food, clothing, and shelter, remain unchanged. Except for the $100,000,000+ salaries by the players, I’m not any better off. Or am I?
 
Damn, I’m overthinking this. I can’t help myself.
 
I’ve talked with strangers with an easy opening: “How about those Jays.” I’ve never received a strange look in return. I’ve always ended up in an interesting conversation.
 
I was focused on the Jays that I completely missed the transition from late fall to early winter. It flurried snow and rained. The wind blew Halloween decorations from yard to yard. The temperature dropped from well above the norm to a few degrees below the norm. The pantry somehow emptied except for a good supply of Hawkins Cheezies. I woke up many mornings through the play-off run with a spring in my step - another baseball game to look forward to. The daily newscasts led off with storylines of hope and amazement.
 
My world hadn’t changed when the Series ended. But I like to think that a dent had been made in it. It renewed my hope that success can be achieved, not only by the entitled and privileged but by the little guy, too. The ballplayers accepted the challenge to chase an irrelevant dream of winning a trophy. The second-place finish showed that these players still won in the minds of many, doing so with such understated poise and class. Hopefully, by the time this Blog is posted, the City of Toronto will have hosted a public celebration of what they achieved—a Canadian version of what sports is really all about.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. What ‘gift’ did the World Series give you?
 
I am curious about your thoughts. Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. 
 
Photo by Tim Gouw on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
 
Volunteer Blogger 
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
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I thought I was going to sit down and write a Blog about the squares and rectangular shapes found in many doors. I had never thought about this much until I saw a YouTube video about it. I thought, “Come on, this can’t be true.” 
 
Then I checked out the inside of our front door. There were the indentations.  I glanced out the window at my neighbour’s garage door. There they were again.
 
I got my phone and took a picture, then walked to my kitchen table to begin writing.
 
But.

The World Series had just finished and captured the attention of much of the country. While hockey is a tribal sport where folks tend to cheer only for their hometown team, baseball feels different. Almost all of Canada was united in support of the Blue Jays. 
 
I couldn’t let this moment go by.

Tada!]
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[image: I am trying to age in a healthy way, both physically and mentally. One of those factors means taking advantage of technology in its broadest terms. Not all technology. But using technology that provides a net benefit to me in my everyday functioning.… I am trying to age in a healthy way, both physically and mentally. One of those factors means taking advantage of technology in its broadest terms. Not all technology. But using technology that provides a net benefit to me in my everyday functioning.
 
One aspect noted among millennials is their eagerness to adopt the latest technology. They grew up with it. I had to grow into it. Very different. I still have to ask myself ‘What could go wrong?” before trying out the latest technology.
 
Fortunately, I have a curious spirit that nudges me to try new technologies. I am having a current example of this in the analog, or non-tech, world.
 
I decided that the time had come to make my own sourdough bread. I know I’m 5 years behind the home bread-making craze of the pandemic. Better late than never.
 
One resource I’ve grown to appreciate is YouTube. It used to be part of my ‘time well wasted’ kind of activity; cat videos and numerous ways humans enjoy risking life and limb. Over the last couple of years, I’ve used it for searching ‘how to…’, sort of like a visual Google search result.
 
I started slowly, then pushed along when I was trying to remove the cover from the bathroom fan, which I was sure needed a good cleaning. A few search terms, and there was the demo I needed to get the job done.
 
I took the same approach to make my sourdough bread. I already knew I needed a starter dough. I viewed a few videos from different people until I found one that seemed to make sense and was doable. I converted the transcript into a recipe that I could copy/paste into my digital recipe box. 
 
But.
 
I wanted to use 100% whole wheat flour, but all the videos, including my recipe, used 100% white flour.
 
I used my favourite AI application, Perplexity, and asked, ‘What changes to my sourdough starter recipe do I need to make to switch the white flour to 100% whole wheat flour?’
 
It gave me a lot of background on the differences between the two flours, which led to logical changes in the amounts of water and the allowances for rising time. It recommended to use only a small portion of the whole wheat flour.
I still wanted as much whole wheat as I could squeeze into the dough. I asked myself, What could go wrong? I started my first starter with 100% whole wheat. Getting the dough to look and feel like it looked in the video was part science, part art. That’s the analog side of this. I could feel the dough.
 
I was confident I had it right, so into the jar with the air-tight seal it went. It should finish bubbling by the end of the second day, possibly early on the third day.
 
I couldn’t wait, so I checked it after 24 hours. Nothing. Then after 48 hours. Nothing. I knew it might take longer, but so far, not a bubble. I checked it this morning, 72 hours after. 
 
Glory be. Bubbles were forming along the edge of the glass. 
 
This all started with a curiosity to learn how to do something I had never done before. Usually, this involves technology. This time, it was much more of an analog experience.
 
Please give this a bit of a think.  What is something that you’ve accomplished, initiated partly by curiosity, and in part by ‘What could go wrong?’
 
Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. I am curious about your thoughts.
 
Photo by Glenn Walmsley
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
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bathroom fan, which I was sure needed a good cleaning. A few search terms, and there 
was the demo I needed to get the job done.
 
I took the same approach to make my sourdough bread. I already knew I needed a 
starter dough. I viewed a few videos from different people until I found one that seemed 
to make sense and was doable. I converted the transcript into a recipe that I could copy/
paste into my digital recipe box. 
 
But.
 
I wanted to use 100% whole wheat flour, but all the videos, including my recipe, used 
100% white flour.
 
I used my favourite AI application, Perplexity, and asked, ‘What changes to my sourdough 
starter recipe do I need to make to switch the white flour to 100% whole wheat flour?’
 
It gave me a lot of background on the differences between the two flours, which led to 
logical changes in the amounts of water and the allowances for rising time. It 
recommended to use only a small portion of the whole wheat flour.
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It gave me a lot of background on the differences between the two flours, which led to logical changes in the amounts of water and the allowances for rising time. It recommended to use only a small portion of the whole wheat flour.
I still wanted as much whole wheat as I could squeeze into the dough. I asked myself, What could go wrong? I started my first starter with 100% whole wheat. Getting the dough to look and feel like it looked in the video was part science, part art. That’s the analog side of this. I could feel the dough.
 
I was confident I had it right, so into the jar with the air-tight seal it went. It should finish bubbling by the end of the second day, possibly early on the third day.
 
I couldn’t wait, so I checked it after 24 hours. Nothing. Then after 48 hours. Nothing. I knew it might take longer, but so far, not a bubble. I checked it this morning, 72 hours after. 
 
Glory be. Bubbles were forming along the edge of the glass. 
 
This all started with a curiosity to learn how to do something I had never done before. Usually, this involves technology. This time, it was much more of an analog experience.
 
Please give this a bit of a think.  What is something that you’ve accomplished, initiated partly by curiosity, and in part by ‘What could go wrong?’
 
Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. I am curious about your thoughts.
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My sourdough bread adventure had been percolating, or should I say bubbling, for a while. The stars finally aligned, and I added it to my current to-do list. 
 
As I checked my starter jar just before sitting down to write, I realized that there were parallels between my curiosity and ‘bravery’ in the millennial world of technology and my formative adolescent years of hands-on adventures. 
 
I was using a transferable skill to address the beneficial uses of technology while retaining it in the old analog world. 
 
I was pessimistic that the starter would work out and was preparing to retreat into the ‘time well wasted’ mode. The only thing I was going to lose was 100 grams of 100% whole wheat flour. 
 
An aside: The whole wheat flour was from my sister-in-law, who grinds her own flour from the wheat grain. 
 
My eyes opened wide this morning as I saw bubbles along the outer edge of the jar.
 
Maybe, just maybe, it takes longer to go through the cycle. Patience may be the missing ingredient in the recipe.
 
Tada!]
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[image: I try not to argue with such folks. I remind myself that the fool is busy doing the same thing.… I try not to argue with such folks. I remind myself that the fool is busy doing the same thing.
 
Usually, the fools in these circumstances are in an altered state. Once, a good friend of my daughter bumped into me, literally, on the sidewalk on the main street of town. I liked her, and she seemed to be suitable for my daughter. 
 
We started to chat. The conversation seemed a bit off.  I noticed her eyes were unlike what I expected from a healthy pair. I asked her if she was ok. Her answer was not reassuring, not in words but in her delivery of her answer to my question. I concluded that she was high on something and therefore was not in the moment. She probably wouldn’t remember even meeting with me. I politely ended the conversation and headed home.
 
I have personally experienced a blackout that lasted several hours. I was told that I was up dancing, climbing stairs, and interacting with others during the blackout. My friends, who were with me all evening, never realized I was in a blackout stage. I was the fool that evening, even though I didn’t act like one. What a lot of pointless conversations I must have had.
 
Throughout my career, I have had the chance to speak with many adults under the influence of alcohol. Besides conversations to evaluate their health and risk factors, any meaningful discussion would need to wait at least 12 hours.
 
I try not to argue with close-minded people, except in one case. I might learn something, so I ask clarifying questions. My goal is to be sure I understand their position. It's hopeless and a waste of time to expect they will do the same. 
 
Religion can be a sensitive subject. I keep mine private and rarely share my off-mainstream faith. It doesn’t have a common label, so explaining it takes time. I’ve honed a response to share over coffee when we both have the time. I’m rarely taken up on my offer. Though once I was, leading to several months of email discussions as we both tried to understand each other’s faith framework. 
 
Please take a moment to think about this. Are there people or topics in your life that you’ve learned not to have casual conversations with or about? Why did you come to this conclusion? Are there conversations you wish you could avoid, as they often turn into arguments? Are family members frequently part of this situation?
 
Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. I am curious about your thoughts.
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and she seemed to be suitable for my daughter. 
 
We started to chat. The conversation seemed a bit off.  I noticed her eyes were unlike 
what I expected from a healthy pair. I asked her if she was ok. Her answer was not 
reassuring, not in words but in her delivery of her answer to my question. I concluded that 
she was high on something and therefore was not in the moment. She probably wouldn’t 
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influence of alcohol. Besides conversations to evaluate their health and risk factors, any 
meaningful discussion would need to wait at least 12 hours.
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Religion can be a sensitive subject. I keep mine private and rarely share my off-
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response to share over coffee when we both have the time. I’m rarely taken up on my 
offer. Though once I was, leading to several months of email discussions as we both tried 
to understand each other’s faith framework. 
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Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. I am curious about your 
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I reached back into my archive of Blog Ideas to 2022-3 years previous. I re-read the article and thought it stood the test of time.  I had re-read a few others from that time or earlier, but deleted them as being too dated.
 
I just started typing, surprising myself when I included some personal anecdotes.
 
Tada!]
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[image: I know it is Boxing Day, so I thought I would tell a family story, since we try to get together each year at this time.… I know it is Boxing Day, so I thought I would tell a family story, since we try to get together each year at this time.
 
When one of my daughters was young, in the you’re not the boss of me stage, she developed a habit of stomping off to her bedroom when life wasn’t behaving the way she thought it should. She added a touch of drama by slamming her bedroom door.
 
I had warned her a few times not to slam the door, but she kept doing it. As a conscientious parent, I didn’t want to slip into the “I’ve told you a thousand times not to slam the door” mould. Futile. So I tried to think of another approach.
 
I received feedback from friends and coworkers that I was great at thinking outside of the box. My creativity was appreciated. I understood the meaning of this phrase, but I never found it useful for creativity. I visualized being in the centre of a large box with looming sides. Trying to think outside of this visual restriction didn’t help.
 
I always changed the expression to “thinking of an expanded box.” Suddenly, I could visualize adding ideas to the situation under review. It was an unimportant factor whether the box got bigger or I added items to the original box. What it did was free my thinking away from the obvious. It allowed fresh air (ideas) to appear.
 
So, getting back to the door-slamming pattern, I came up with an option I thought would work. I gave her some control over the situation. It would reduce the risk of harping on her behaviour, and it had a high chance of success.
 
I had taken a step back from our locked horns to look at my responses. What was I trying to achieve? I wanted the door slamming to stop in a win-win way.
 
I try hard not to use limiting or dead-end thinking, such as ‘I just don’t get it.’ Or ‘how could anybody do that,’ or ‘I’ve tried everything.’
 
I removed her bedroom door.
 
I told her she could have it back when she agreed to stop the slamming.
 
We were both stunned into silence.
 
A week passed and she never mentioned the missing door or her behaviour, so I asked her if she was through slamming her door.
 
“No,” she replied, much to my surprise. I tried hard not to laugh or respond in any way other than a simple “ok.”
 
I told her I didn’t want to keep checking so when she was ready to stop with the door, to let me know.
 
During the 3 weeks the door was missing, we never got into any arguments about it. The door was never slammed. Our interactions were quite cordial. Peace reigned.
 
Then, out of the blue, she said she wouldn’t slam her door anymore. That was good enough for me, and I promptly rehung the door.
 
She never did slam the door again.
 
I read her this Blog to get her permission to tell this story. Her response – “Yup, that’s all true. That was me back then. Go ahead and post it.” Ah, family time to reminisce.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you think of a situation where you took a step back from solving a problem? Did you try adding new ideas rather than trying to peer over the side of the box?
 
Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. I am curious about your thoughts.
 
Photo by Diana Parkhouse on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
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I received feedback from friends and coworkers that I was great at thinking outside of the box. My creativity was appreciated. I understood the meaning of this phrase, but I never found it useful for creativity. I visualized being in the centre of a large box with looming sides. Trying to think outside of this visual restriction didn’t help.
 
I always changed the expression to “thinking of an expanded box.” Suddenly, I could visualize adding ideas to the situation under review. It was an unimportant factor whether the box got bigger or I added items to the original box. What it did was free my thinking away from the obvious. It allowed fresh air (ideas) to appear.
 
So, getting back to the door-slamming pattern, I came up with an option I thought would work. I gave her some control over the situation. It would reduce the risk of harping on her behaviour, and it had a high chance of success.
 
I had taken a step back from our locked horns to look at my responses. What was I trying to achieve? I wanted the door slamming to stop in a win-win way.
 
I try hard not to use limiting or dead-end thinking, such as ‘I just don’t get it.’ Or ‘how could anybody do that,’ or ‘I’ve tried everything.’
 
I removed her bedroom door.
 
I told her she could have it back when she agreed to stop the slamming.
 
We were both stunned into silence.
 
A week passed and she never mentioned the missing door or her behaviour, so I asked her if she was through slamming her door.
 
“No,” she replied, much to my surprise. I tried hard not to laugh or respond in any way other than a simple “ok.”
 
I told her I didn’t want to keep checking so when she was ready to stop with the door, to let me know.
 
During the 3 weeks the door was missing, we never got into any arguments about it. The door was never slammed. Our interactions were quite cordial. Peace reigned.
 
Then, out of the blue, she said she wouldn’t slam her door anymore. That was good enough for me, and I promptly rehung the door.
 
She never did slam the door again.
 
I read her this Blog to get her permission to tell this story. Her response – “Yup, that’s all true. That was me back then. Go ahead and post it.” Ah, family time to reminisce.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you think of a situation where you took a step back from solving a problem? Did you try adding new ideas rather than trying to peer over the side of the box?
 
Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. I am curious about your thoughts.
 
Photo by Diana Parkhouse on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
A week passed and she never mentioned the missing door or her behaviour, so I asked her 
if she was through slamming her door.
 
“No,” she replied, much to my surprise. I tried hard not to laugh or respond in any way 
other than a simple “ok.”
 
I told her I didn’t want to keep checking so when she was ready to stop with the door, to 
let me know.
 
During the 3 weeks the door was missing, we never got into any arguments about it. The 
door was never slammed. Our interactions were quite cordial. Peace reigned.
 
Then, out of the blue, she said she wouldn’t slam her door anymore. That was good enough 
for me, and I promptly rehung the door.
 
She never did slam the door again.
 
I read her this Blog to get her permission to tell this story. Her response – “Yup, that’s 
all true. That was me back then. Go ahead and post it.” Ah, family time to reminisce.
 


[image: I know it is Boxing Day, so I thought I would tell a family story, since we try to get together each year at this time.… I know it is Boxing Day, so I thought I would tell a family story, since we try to get together each year at this time.
 
When one of my daughters was young, in the you’re not the boss of me stage, she developed a habit of stomping off to her bedroom when life wasn’t behaving the way she thought it should. She added a touch of drama by slamming her bedroom door.
 
I had warned her a few times not to slam the door, but she kept doing it. As a conscientious parent, I didn’t want to slip into the “I’ve told you a thousand times not to slam the door” mould. Futile. So I tried to think of another approach.
 
I received feedback from friends and coworkers that I was great at thinking outside of the box. My creativity was appreciated. I understood the meaning of this phrase, but I never found it useful for creativity. I visualized being in the centre of a large box with looming sides. Trying to think outside of this visual restriction didn’t help.
 
I always changed the expression to “thinking of an expanded box.” Suddenly, I could visualize adding ideas to the situation under review. It was an unimportant factor whether the box got bigger or I added items to the original box. What it did was free my thinking away from the obvious. It allowed fresh air (ideas) to appear.
 
So, getting back to the door-slamming pattern, I came up with an option I thought would work. I gave her some control over the situation. It would reduce the risk of harping on her behaviour, and it had a high chance of success.
 
I had taken a step back from our locked horns to look at my responses. What was I trying to achieve? I wanted the door slamming to stop in a win-win way.
 
I try hard not to use limiting or dead-end thinking, such as ‘I just don’t get it.’ Or ‘how could anybody do that,’ or ‘I’ve tried everything.’
 
I removed her bedroom door.
 
I told her she could have it back when she agreed to stop the slamming.
 
We were both stunned into silence.
 
A week passed and she never mentioned the missing door or her behaviour, so I asked her if she was through slamming her door.
 
“No,” she replied, much to my surprise. I tried hard not to laugh or respond in any way other than a simple “ok.”
 
I told her I didn’t want to keep checking so when she was ready to stop with the door, to let me know.
 
During the 3 weeks the door was missing, we never got into any arguments about it. The door was never slammed. Our interactions were quite cordial. Peace reigned.
 
Then, out of the blue, she said she wouldn’t slam her door anymore. That was good enough for me, and I promptly rehung the door.
 
She never did slam the door again.
 
I read her this Blog to get her permission to tell this story. Her response – “Yup, that’s all true. That was me back then. Go ahead and post it.” Ah, family time to reminisce.
 
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you think of a situation where you took a step back from solving a problem? Did you try adding new ideas rather than trying to peer over the side of the box?
 
Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. I am curious about your thoughts.
 
Photo by Diana Parkhouse on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.

Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley]
Please give this a bit of a think. Can you think of a situation where you took a step back 
from solving a problem? Did you try adding new ideas rather than trying to peer over the 
side of the box?
 
Please comment by sending me an email with your bit of a think. I am curious about your 
thoughts.
 
Photo by Diana Parkhouse on Unsplash
 
If you enjoyed The Blog, please share it with others. Thanks.
 
And my thanks to St. Albert’s 50+ Activity Centre for making this Blog possible.
 
Volunteer Blogger
Email to Glenn Walmsley


[image: The Backstory for this Blog… The Backstory for this Blog

I was ruminating about an idea for a Blog. I’m not sure what instigated it. It had to do with the expression, thinking outside the box.  I think it is impossible to do that. How can you think of something new outside of your box? Are you really still in your box?
 
I try not to overthink these things, but I thought this conundrum might make an interesting Blog post. I could introduce my expanded box thinking, which leads me to look for answers and solutions.  
 
I started by sitting down and blocking out my surroundings to identify a real, personal example of expanded box thinking. Within a few minutes, I came up with the door slamming example. 
 
I’m still proud of that solution, and my daughter and I still have an excellent relationship. She is a proud, strong woman.
 
After finishing the Blog, I called her to get her approval before posting. It is her story, and she should control what I share on social media. We both had a good laugh, and she readily supported my Blog post.
 
I went to my go-to source of royalty-free images. I typed in ‘thinking outside the box,’ and in landscape format.  I was skeptical I would get a hit, but I had to start somewhere. Bingo. The first image offered was the one you see at the beginning of the article.
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with the expression, thinking outside the box.  I think it is impossible to do that. How can 
you think of something new outside of your box? Are you really still in your box?
 
I try not to overthink these things, but I thought this conundrum might make an 
interesting Blog post. I could introduce my expanded box thinking, which leads me to look 
for answers and solutions.  
 
I started by sitting down and blocking out my surroundings to identify a real, personal 
example of expanded box thinking. Within a few minutes, I came up with the door 
slamming example. 
 
I’m still proud of that solution, and my daughter and I still have an excellent relationship. 
She is a proud, strong woman.
 
After finishing the Blog, I called her to get her approval before posting. It is her story, 
and she should control what I share on social media. We both had a good laugh, and she 
readily supported my Blog post.
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Bingo. The first image offered was the one you see at the beginning of the article.
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function stopEventPropagation(event) {
    event.stopPropagation();
}

function isKobo() {
    return 'koboApp' in window;
}

function isADE() {
    var epubReadingSystem = navigator.epubReadingSystem;
    if (epubReadingSystem) {
        return epubReadingSystem.name == 'RMSDK';
    }
    return false;
}

function isIOS() {
    var platform = navigator.platform;
    if (["iPad", "iPod", "iPhone"].includes(platform)) {
        return true;
    }
    return false;
}

function useMouselessButtons() {
    return (isADE() || isKobo()) && isIOS();
}


const ViewfinderAction = {
    none : -1,
    maximize : 0,
    goToPrev : 1,
    goToNext : 2,
    count : 3
};

class GalleryViewfinderObserver {
    constructor(owner) {
        this.owner = owner;
        this.galleryObject = owner.galleryObject;
        this.galleryElement = owner.galleryElement;
        this.viewfinderElement = owner.viewfinderElement;
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex) {}
    
    onMouseMoveInViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onClickInViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinderChild(viewfinderChildElement) {
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinderChild(viewfinderChildElement) {
    }
    
}

class GalleryButtonsViewfinderManager extends GalleryViewfinderObserver {
    constructor(owner) {
        super(owner);
        var viewfinderElement = this.viewfinderElement;
        this.goToPrevButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToPrev")[0];
        this.goToNextButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToNext")[0];
        this.maximizeButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-maximize")[0];
        this.setUpGoToButtonsBounds();
        this.buttonsTimeout = null;
        this.buttonUnderMouseCursor = null;
        this.setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(this.goToPrevButtonElement);
        this.setButtonFocusHandlers(this.goToPrevButtonElement);
        this.setButtonKeyupHandlers(this.goToPrevButtonElement);
        this.setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(this.goToNextButtonElement);
        this.setButtonFocusHandlers(this.goToNextButtonElement);
        this.setButtonKeyupHandlers(this.goToNextButtonElement);
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(this.maximizeButtonElement);
            this.setButtonFocusHandlers(this.maximizeButtonElement);
        }
    }
    
    setUpGoToButtonsBounds() {
        var preferredButtonMargin = window.getComputedStyle(this.goToPrevButtonElement).getPropertyValue("--margin");
        var minButtonMargin = 2.0;
        var preferredButtonWidth = this.goToPrevButtonElement.getBoundingClientRect().width;
        var preferredButtonLayoutWidth = preferredButtonWidth + 2 * preferredButtonMargin;
        var viewfinderWidth = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect().width;
        var buttonLayoutWidth = preferredButtonLayoutWidth;
        if (buttonLayoutWidth > viewfinderWidth / 2) {
            // One button plus its margins must not occupy more than half the viewfinder.
            buttonLayoutWidth = viewfinderWidth / 2;
        }
        var buttonWidth = preferredButtonWidth;
        var buttonMargin = (buttonLayoutWidth - buttonWidth) / 2;
        if (buttonMargin < minButtonMargin) {
            // The margin would result less than the minimum.
            // Shrink the button to ensure a minimum margin.
            buttonMargin = minButtonMargin;
            buttonWidth = buttonLayoutWidth - 2 * buttonMargin;
            if (buttonWidth <= 0) {
                // The available width (half of the viewfinder) is less than the minimum margins.
                // Use all the available width for the button.
                buttonMargin = 0;
                buttonWidth = buttonLayoutWidth / 2;
            }
        }
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.left = buttonMargin + "px";
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.width = buttonWidth + "px";
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.height = buttonWidth + "px";
        this.goToNextButtonElement.style.right = buttonMargin + "px";
        this.goToNextButtonElement.style.width = buttonWidth + "px";
        this.goToNextButtonElement.style.height = buttonWidth + "px";
        this.goToActiveWidth = 0.2 * viewfinderWidth;
        if (this.goToActiveWidth < buttonLayoutWidth) {
            // The area where a click is equivalent to clicking a go-to button
            // shouldn't be less than the width of the button plus the button margins.
            this.goToActiveWidth = buttonLayoutWidth;
        }
    }
    
    handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent(e) {
        var movePrevious = false;
        var moveNext = false;
        if (e.keyCode == 13 || e.keyCode == 32) /* Spacebar or Enter */ {
            e.preventDefault();
            if (e.target == this.goToPrevButtonElement) {
                movePrevious = true;
            }
            else if(e.target == this.goToNextButtonElement) {
                moveNext = true;
            }
        }
        else if (e.keyCode == 37) /* Left Arrow */ {
            movePrevious = true;
        }
        else if (e.keyCode == 39) /* Right Arrow */ {
            moveNext = true;
        }
        if (movePrevious) {
            if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex > 0) {
                this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex == 0) {
                    this.goToNextButtonElement.focus();
                }
            }
        }
        if (moveNext) {
            if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex == this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                    this.goToPrevButtonElement.focus();
                }
            }
        }
        if (movePrevious || moveNext) {
            this.updateButtonsDisplayState();
        }
    }
    
    setButtonMouseEnterLeaveHandlers(buttonElement) {
        buttonElement.onmouseenter = this.onMouseEnterButton.bind(this, buttonElement);
        buttonElement.onmouseleave = this.onMouseLeaveButton.bind(this, buttonElement);
    }
    
    setButtonFocusHandlers(buttonElement) {
        buttonElement.onfocus = this.onButtonGainedFocus.bind(this, buttonElement);
        buttonElement.onblur = this.onButtonLostFocus.bind(this, buttonElement);
    }
    
    setButtonKeyupHandlers(buttonElement) {
        buttonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent.bind(this);
    }
    
    setButtonsVisibility(showPrev, showNext, showMaximize) {
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToPrevButtonElement, showPrev);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToNextButtonElement, showNext);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.maximizeButtonElement, showMaximize);
    }
    
    hideButtonsNotUnderMouseCursor() {
        var showPrev = this.buttonUnderMouseCursor == this.goToPrevButtonElement;
        var showNext = this.buttonUnderMouseCursor == this.goToNextButtonElement;
        var showMaximize = this.buttonUnderMouseCursor == this.maximizeButtonElement;
        this.setButtonsVisibility(showPrev, showNext, showMaximize);
    }
    
    startButtonsTimeout() {
        this.buttonsTimeout = setTimeout(function() { this.hideButtonsNotUnderMouseCursor() }.bind(this), 2500);
    }
    
    killButtonsTimeout() {
        if (this.buttonsTimeout) {
            clearTimeout(this.buttonsTimeout);
            this.buttonsTimeout = null;
        }
    }
    
    hideButtonsWithoutDelay() {
        this.killButtonsTimeout();
        this.setButtonsVisibility(false, false, false);
    }
    
    viewfinderActionForMousePosition(point) {
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var currentItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
        var viewfinderWidth = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect().width;
        var x = point.x;
        
        if (currentItemIndex > 0) {
            if (x < this.goToActiveWidth) {
                return ViewfinderAction.goToPrev;
            }
        }
        var showNext = false;
        if (currentItemIndex + 1 < itemCount) {
            if (viewfinderWidth - x < this.goToActiveWidth) {
                return ViewfinderAction.goToNext;
            }
        }
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            return ViewfinderAction.maximize;
        }
        return ViewfinderAction.none;
    }
    
    updateButtonsVisibility(point) {
        var action = this.viewfinderActionForMousePosition(point);
        var showPrev = action == ViewfinderAction.goToPrev;
        var showNext = action == ViewfinderAction.goToNext;
        var showMaximize = true;
        
        if (!this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.viewfinderElement.style.cursor = (showPrev || showNext) ? 'pointer' : 'default';
        }
        this.setButtonsVisibility(showPrev, showNext, showMaximize);
        this.updateButtonsDisplayState();
    }

    updateButtonsDisplayState() {
        // Update display style of the next/previous buttons so that they are present/removed from the
        // focus loop at the correct indexes.
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var currentIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
        if (currentIndex == 0) {
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.tabIndex = -1;
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
        else {
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.tabIndex = 0;
            this.goToPrevButtonElement.style.display = 'block';
        }
        
        if (currentIndex == itemCount - 1) {
            this.goToNextButtonElement.tabIndex = -1;
            this.goToNextButtonElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
        else {
            this.goToNextButtonElement.tabIndex = 0;
            this.goToNextButtonElement.style.display = 'block';
        }
    }
    
    onMouseMoveInViewfinder(point) {
        this.killButtonsTimeout();
        this.updateButtonsVisibility(point);
        this.startButtonsTimeout();
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinder(point) {
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinder(point) {
        this.hideButtonsWithoutDelay();
    }
    
    onClickInViewfinder(point) {
        this.killButtonsTimeout();
        var action = this.viewfinderActionForMousePosition(point);
        switch (action) {
            case ViewfinderAction.goToPrev:
                this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                break;
            case ViewfinderAction.goToNext:
                this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                break;
            case ViewfinderAction.maximize:
                if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
                    this.galleryObject.maximizeFrame();
                }
                break;
        }
        this.updateButtonsVisibility(point);
        this.startButtonsTimeout();
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.hideButtonsWithoutDelay();
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.hideButtonsWithoutDelay();
    }
    
    onMouseEnterButton(buttonElement) {
        this.buttonUnderMouseCursor = buttonElement;
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveButton(buttonElement) {
        this.buttonUnderMouseCursor = null;
    }
    
    onButtonGainedFocus(buttonElement) {
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, true);
    }
    
    onButtonLostFocus(buttonElement) {
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, false);
    }
}

class GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        
    }
}

class GalleryImageAndCaptionRollsManager {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        var galleryElement = galleryObject.galleryElement;
        this.imageRollElement = galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-roll")[0];
        if (galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption").length > 1) {
            this.captionRollElement = galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll")[0];
        }
    }
    
    removeTransition() {
        this.imageRollElement.classList.remove("gallery-image-roll-transition");
        if (this.captionRollElement) {
            this.captionRollElement.style.visibility = 'unset';
        }
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.removeTransition();
        if (animate) {
            if (this.captionRollElement) {
                this.captionRollElement.style.visibility = 'hidden';
            }
            this.imageRollElement.classList.add("gallery-image-roll-transition");
            this.imageRollElement.addEventListener("transitionend", this.removeTransition.bind(this));
        }
        this.imageRollElement.style.left = -(newItemIndex * 100) + "%";
        if (this.captionRollElement) {
            this.captionRollElement.style.left = -(newItemIndex * 100) + "%";
        }
    }
}

class GalleryAccessibilityManager extends GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        super(galleryObject);
        this.announcementRegionElement =  this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("ax-announcement-region")[0];
        if (this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll").length > 0) {
            this.initializeCaptionIDs();
        }
    }

    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        var images = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-full-image"));
        var captions = [];
        if (this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll").length > 0) {
            var captionRollElement = this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll")[0];
            captions = Array.prototype.slice.call(captionRollElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption"));
        }
        images.forEach(function(image, imageIndex) {
                       if(captions.length > 0) {
                       var captionIndex = captions.length > 1 ? imageIndex : 0;
                       var caption = captions[captionIndex];
                       var captionTextElement = this.getFirstParagraphElementOfCaption(caption);
                       if (captionTextElement) {
                       var shouldHide = captions.length > 1 && newItemIndex != captionIndex;
                       captionTextElement.setAttribute("aria-hidden", shouldHide ? "true" : "false");
                       }

                       if (newItemIndex == imageIndex) {
                       this.announceForAccessibility(images[newItemIndex].getAttribute("aria-label"));
                       }
                       }
                       }, this);
    }

    initializeCaptionIDs() {
        if (this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll").length > 0) {
            var captionRollElement = this.galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption-roll")[0];
            var captions = Array.prototype.slice.call(captionRollElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption"));
            var galleryObject = this.galleryObject;
            captions.forEach(function(caption, index) {
                             var captionTextElement = this.getFirstParagraphElementOfCaption(caption);
                             if (captionTextElement) {
                             captionTextElement.id = galleryObject.getCaptionElementIDForIndex(index);
                             }
                             }, this);
        }
    }

    getFirstParagraphElementOfCaption(caption) {
        var paragraphTagNameArray = ["p", "li" ];
        for (var index = 0; index < paragraphTagNameArray.length; index++) {
            var paragraphTagName = paragraphTagNameArray[index];
            var paragraphElementList = caption.getElementsByTagName(paragraphTagName);
            if (paragraphElementList.length > 0) {
                return paragraphElementList[0];
            }
        }
        // no paragraphs/list items
        return null;
    }

    announceForAccessibility(announcement) {
        var liveRegionElement = this.announcementRegionElement;
        setTimeout(function() {
                   liveRegionElement.setAttribute("aria-label", announcement);
                   }, 500);

    }
}

class GalleryDotManager extends GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        super(galleryObject);
        this.dotContainerElement = galleryObject.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-container")[0];
        this.setupDotElementKeyupHandlers();
    }
    
    setupDotElementKeyupHandlers() {
        var dotElements = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-selectable"));
        dotElements.concat(Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current")));
        var handler = this.handleDotElementKeyUpEvent.bind(this);
        dotElements.forEach(function(dotElement) {
                            dotElement.onkeyup = handler;
                            });
    }
    
    handleDotElementKeyUpEvent(e) {
        var element = e.target;
        var currentIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        if (e.keyCode == 37) /* Left Arrow */ {
            if (currentIndex > 0) {
                this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                var selectedDotElement = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current"))[0];
                selectedDotElement.focus();
            }
        }
        else if (e.keyCode == 39) /* Right Arrow */ {
            if (currentIndex < itemCount - 1) {
                this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                var selectedDotElement = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current"))[0];
                selectedDotElement.focus();
            }
        }
    }
    
    deselectCurrentDot() {
        var currentDotGroupCollection = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-current");
        if (currentDotGroupCollection.length > 0) {
            currentDotGroupCollection[0].setAttribute("aria-checked", "false");
            currentDotGroupCollection[0].tabIndex = -1;
            currentDotGroupCollection[0].className = "gallery-dot-selectable";
        }
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.deselectCurrentDot();
        var newCurrentDot = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-selectable")[newItemIndex];
        newCurrentDot.setAttribute("aria-checked", "true");
        newCurrentDot.tabIndex = 0;
        newCurrentDot.className = "gallery-dot-current";

        // work around a bug where WebKit will not render DOM updates sometimes, by temporarily
        // setting the div to display:none, and then back to its previous value.
        var dotDisplay = newCurrentDot.style.display;
        newCurrentDot.style.display = "none";

        setTimeout(function() {
            newCurrentDot.style.display = dotDisplay;
        }, 0);
    }
}

class GalleryMouselessButtonsManager extends GalleryCurrentItemObserver {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        super(galleryObject);
        var viewfinderElement = galleryObject.viewfinderElement;
        this.goToPrevButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToPrev")[0];
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.goToPrevFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        this.goToPrevButtonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent;
        this.goToNextButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToNext")[0];
        this.goToNextButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.goToNextFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        this.goToNextButtonElement.onkeyup = this.handleNextPreviousButtonKeyUpEvent;
        this.maximizeButtonElement = viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-maximize")[0];
        if (this.maximizeButtonElement) {
            this.maximizeButtonElement.onclick = galleryObject.maximizeFrame.bind(galleryObject);
        }
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        var itemCount = this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var showNext = newItemIndex + 1 < this.galleryObject.itemCount;
        var showPrev = newItemIndex > 0;
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToPrevButtonElement, showPrev);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.goToNextButtonElement, showNext);
        Gallery.setButtonVisibility(this.maximizeButtonElement, true);
    }
}


class GalleryViewfinderManager {
    addViewfinderHandlers() {
        this.viewfinderElement.onclick = this.onClickInViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmouseenter = this.onMouseEnterViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmouseleave = this.onMouseLeaveViewfinder.bind(this);
        this.viewfinderElement.onmousemove = this.onMouseMoveInViewfinder.bind(this);
    }
    
    addObservers() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray = [];
        if (!useMouselessButtons()) {
            this.viewfinderObserverArray.push(new GalleryButtonsViewfinderManager(this));
        }
    }
    
    constructor (galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        this.galleryElement = galleryObject.galleryElement;
        this.viewfinderElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-viewfinder")[0];
        
        this.addViewfinderHandlers();
        this.addObservers();
    }
    
    viewfinderMouseEventCoordinates(event) {
        var viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
        var point = { "x" : event.clientX - viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : event.clientY - viewfinderBounds.top };
        return point;
    }
    
    onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, handlerName) {
        try {
            var point = this.viewfinderMouseEventCoordinates(event);
            this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                                 observer[handlerName](point);
                                                 });
            stopEventPropagation(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onMouseMoveInViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseMoveInViewfinder");
    }
    
    onMouseEnterViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseEnterViewfinder");
    }
    
    onMouseLeaveViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onMouseLeaveViewfinder");
    }
    
    onClickInViewfinder(event) {
        this.onMouseEventInViewfinder(event, "onClickInViewfinder");
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                             observer.onPageShow();
                                             });
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function (observer) {
                                             observer.onPageHide();
                                             });
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex) {
        this.viewfinderObserverArray.forEach(function(observer) {
                                             observer.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex);
                                             });
    }
    
}

class TouchManager {
    constructor(galleryObject) {
        this.galleryObject = galleryObject;
        this.viewfinderElement = galleryObject.viewfinderElement;
        this.viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
        this.frameWidth = this.viewfinderBounds.width;
        this.dragTouchID = null;
        this.goToPrevButtonElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToPrev")[0];
        this.goToNextButtonElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-button-goToNext")[0];
        var element = this.viewfinderElement;
        element.addEventListener("touchstart", this.onTouchStart.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchmove", this.onTouchMove.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchend", this.onTouchEnd.bind(this), true);
        element.addEventListener("touchcancel", this.onTouchCancel.bind(this), true);
    }
    
    viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event) {
        if (this.dragTouchID) {
            var changedTouchCount = event.changedTouches.length;
            for (var changedTouchIndex = 0; changedTouchIndex < changedTouchCount; changedTouchIndex++) {
                var changedTouch = event.changedTouches[changedTouchIndex];
                if (changedTouch.identifier == this.dragTouchID) {
                    var point = { "x" : changedTouch.pageX - this.viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : changedTouch.pageY - this.viewfinderBounds.top };
                    return point;
                }
            }
        }
        return null;
    }
    
    onTouchEvent(event, doDump) {
        if (doDump) {
        }
        stopEventPropagation(event);
        event.preventDefault();
        if (event.changedTouches.length == 0) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchStart(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, true);
            if (!this.dragTouchID) {
                if (event.changedTouches.length > 0) {
                    var changedTouch = event.changedTouches[0];
                    this.dragTouchID = changedTouch.identifier;
                    this.dragStartPoint = this.viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event);
                    this.dragStartTime = new Date().getTime();
                    this.dragStartX = this.dragStartPoint.x;
                    this.dragStartItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
                    this.lastTouchPosition = this.dragStartPoint;
                }
            }
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchMove(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, false);
            var changedTouchPosition = this.viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event);
            if (changedTouchPosition) {
                var dragCurrX = changedTouchPosition.x;
                var deltaX = dragCurrX - this.dragStartX;
                var relativeDeltaX = deltaX / this.frameWidth;
                var newItemIndex = this.dragStartItemIndex - relativeDeltaX;
                if (newItemIndex >= 0 && newItemIndex <= this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                    this.galleryObject.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, false);
                }
                this.lastTouchPosition = changedTouchPosition;
            }
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchEndOrCancel(event) {
        var changedTouchPosition = this.viewfinderPositionOfChangedTouchMatchingDragID(event);
        if (changedTouchPosition) {
            var dragEndPoint = changedTouchPosition;
            var dragEndTime = new Date().getTime();
            var didChangeIndex = false;
            var endItemIndex = this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex;
            var intEndItemIndex = Math.round(endItemIndex);
            var deltaT = dragEndTime - this.dragStartTime;
            // If duration short enough.
            if (deltaT < 250) {
                // If it hasn't resulted in a current item change.
                if (intEndItemIndex == this.dragStartItemIndex) {
                    var absDeltaX = Math.abs(dragEndPoint.x-this.dragStartPoint.x);
                    var absDeltaY = Math.abs(dragEndPoint.y-this.dragStartPoint.y);
                    // If absDeltaX is not trivially small
                    // and absDeltaY is no larger than a fraction of absDeltaX.
                    if (absDeltaX >= 50 && absDeltaY <= 0.4 * absDeltaX) {
                        if (endItemIndex > intEndItemIndex) {
                            if (intEndItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                                intEndItemIndex++;
                                didChangeIndex = true;
                            }
                        } else if (endItemIndex < intEndItemIndex) {
                            if (intEndItemIndex > 0) {
                                intEndItemIndex--;
                                didChangeIndex = true;
                            }
                        }
                    }
                }
            }
            
            this.galleryObject.changeCurrentItemIndex(intEndItemIndex, true);
            
            if (!didChangeIndex) {
                // see if we can handle this as a tap
                if (this.dragStartPoint.x == dragEndPoint.x && this.dragStartPoint.y == dragEndPoint.y) {
                    var viewfinderBounds = this.viewfinderElement.getBoundingClientRect();
                    var prevButtonBounds = this.goToPrevButtonElement.getBoundingClientRect();
                    var nextButtonBounds = this.goToNextButtonElement.getBoundingClientRect();
                    var pointInViewfinder = { "x" : event.changedTouches[0].clientX - viewfinderBounds.left, "y" : event.changedTouches[0].clientY - viewfinderBounds.top };
                    prevButtonBounds.x -= viewfinderBounds.x;
                    prevButtonBounds.y -= viewfinderBounds.y;
                    nextButtonBounds.x -= viewfinderBounds.x;
                    nextButtonBounds.y -= viewfinderBounds.y;
                    
                    var x = pointInViewfinder.x;
                    var y = pointInViewfinder.y;
                    var gotoPrev = prevButtonBounds.x <= x && x <= prevButtonBounds.x + prevButtonBounds.width && prevButtonBounds.y <= y && y <= prevButtonBounds.y + prevButtonBounds.height;
                    var gotoNext = nextButtonBounds.x <= x && x <= nextButtonBounds.x + nextButtonBounds.width && nextButtonBounds.y <= y && y <= nextButtonBounds.y + nextButtonBounds.height;
                    
                    if (gotoPrev) {
                        if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex > 0)  {
                            this.galleryObject.goToPrevFrame();
                        }
                    }
                    else if (gotoNext) {
                        if (this.galleryObject.currentItemIndex < this.galleryObject.itemCount - 1) {
                            this.galleryObject.goToNextFrame();
                        }
                    }
                }
            }
            
            this.dragStartX = null;
            this.dragStartItemIndex = null;
            this.dragTouchID = null;
            this.lastTouchPosition = null;
        }
    }
    
    onTouchEnd(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, true);
            this.onTouchEndOrCancel(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
    
    onTouchCancel(event) {
        try {
            this.onTouchEvent(event, true);
            this.onTouchEndOrCancel(event);
        }
        catch (error) {
        }
    }
}

class Gallery {
    createImageRollElement() {
        this.viewfinderElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-viewfinder")[0];
        this.imageRollElement = this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-roll")[0];
        
        var imageFrameElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.viewfinderElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-image-cropper"));
        this.itemCount = imageFrameElementArray.length;
    }
    
    completeItemCaptionElements() {
        //this.itemCaptionRolodexElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-item-caption-rolodex")[0];
        //this.itemCaptionRolodexElement.onclick = stopEventPropagation;
    }
    
    addSelectionDots() {
        this.dotContainerElement = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-container")[0];
        this.innerDotContainerElement = this.dotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-inner-container")[0];
        if (this.innerDotContainerElement.getBoundingClientRect().width < this.dotContainerElement.getBoundingClientRect().width) {
            var dotExtenderElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.innerDotContainerElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-dot-extender"));
            for (var itemIndex = 0; itemIndex < this.itemCount; itemIndex++) {
                var dotExtenderElement = dotExtenderElementArray[itemIndex];
                dotExtenderElement.onclick = this.selectFrame.bind(this, itemIndex);

                var captionIndex = this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-caption").length > 1 ? itemIndex : 0;
                var captionID = this.getCaptionElementIDForIndex(captionIndex);
                var dotElement = dotExtenderElement.getElementsByTagName("span")[0];
                dotElement.setAttribute("aria-describedby", captionID);
            }
        } else {
            this.innerDotContainerElement.style.display = 'none';
        }
    }
    
    completeTree() {
        this.createImageRollElement();
        this.completeItemCaptionElements();
        if (!this.isFullscreen()) {
            this.addSelectionDots();
        }
    }
    
    addWindowEventListeners() {
        window.addEventListener("pageshow", this.onPageShow.bind(this));
        window.addEventListener("pagehide", this.onPageHide.bind(this));
    }
    
    createObservers() {
        this.currentItemObserverArray = [];
        if (!this.isFullscreen()) {
            this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryDotManager(this));
            if (useMouselessButtons()) {
                this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryMouselessButtonsManager(this));
            }
        }
        this.currentItemObserverArray.push(new GalleryAccessibilityManager(this));
    }
    
    startUp() {
        this.currentItemIndex = -1;
        var newItemIndex = parseInt(this.galleryElement.getAttribute("data-current-item-index"));
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, false);
        
    }
    
    constructor (galleryElement) {
        this.galleryElement = galleryElement;
        
        this.completeTree();
        
        this.viewfinderManager = new GalleryViewfinderManager(this);
        
        this.addWindowEventListeners();
        
        this.createObservers();
        this.imageAndCaptionRollsManager = new GalleryImageAndCaptionRollsManager(this);
        
        if (!useMouselessButtons()) {
            this.touchManager = new TouchManager(this);
        }
        
        this.startUp();
    }
    
    isFullscreen() {
        return false;
    }
    
    changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, animate) {
        if (this.currentItemIndex != newItemIndex) {
            if (Math.abs(newItemIndex - this.currentItemIndex) > 1.0) {
                // Animation is supported only between neighbouring frames.
                animate = false;
            }
            this.imageAndCaptionRollsManager.onCurrentItemChange(this.currentItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate);
            var intCurrentItemIndex = Math.round(this.currentItemIndex);
            var intNewItemIndex = Math.round(newItemIndex);
            if (intNewItemIndex != intCurrentItemIndex) {
                this.onCurrentItemChange(intCurrentItemIndex, intNewItemIndex, animate);
                this.galleryElement.setAttribute("data-current-item-index", intNewItemIndex);
            }
            this.currentItemIndex = newItemIndex;
            this.updateImagesAXVisibility();
        }
    }
    
    updateImagesAXVisibility() {
        var currentIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        var images = Array.prototype.slice.call(this.galleryElement.getElementsByClassName("gallery-full-image"));
        images.forEach(function(image, index) {
                       image.setAttribute("aria-hidden", index == currentIndex ? "false" : "true");
                       });
    }
    
    goToPrevFrame() {
        var currentItemIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(currentItemIndex-1, true);
    }
    
    goToNextFrame() {
        var currentItemIndex = this.currentItemIndex;
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(currentItemIndex+1, true);
    }
    
    selectFrame(newItemIndex) {
        this.changeCurrentItemIndex(newItemIndex, true);
    }
    
    maximizeFrame() {
    }
    
    onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate) {
        this.currentItemObserverArray.forEach(function(observer) {
                                              observer.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex, animate);
                                              });
        
        this.viewfinderManager.onCurrentItemChange(oldItemIndex, newItemIndex);
    }
    
    onPageShow() {
        this.viewfinderManager.onPageShow();
    }
    
    onPageHide() {
        this.viewfinderManager.onPageHide();
    }
    
    getCaptionElementIDForIndex(index) {
        var captionIndex = index+1;
        return this.galleryElement.id + "-caption-" + captionIndex;
    }
    
    static setButtonVisibility(buttonElement, visible) {
        if (buttonElement) {
            buttonElement.style.opacity = visible ? 1.0 : 0.0;
        }
    }
}

class RegularGallery extends Gallery {
    static setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass(className) {
        var elementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(document.getElementsByClassName(className));
        elementArray.forEach(
                             function(element) {
                             element.style.display = 'none';
                             });
    }
    
    static loadGalleries() {
        this.setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass("gallery-fallback");
        this.setDisplayToNoneForElementsOfClass("gallery-fallback-separator");
        
        var galleryElementArray = Array.prototype.slice.call(document.getElementsByClassName("gallery"));
        galleryElementArray.forEach(function(galleryElement) {
                                    galleryElement.style.display = '';
                                    new RegularGallery(galleryElement);
                                    });
    }
}


function Body_onLoad() {
    RegularGallery.loadGalleries();
}
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