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Retrospect




I want to wake up one mid-September morning and bingo – it’s 1953;
I’m not quite 12 years old; and all my major mistakes lie ahead of
me. But there must be one caveat: at those times when a
decision or action is crucial to the outcome of my future life, I
want a crystal clear vision of what the results of that decision or
action have become in my life today. 

Too much to ask for, right? Who’s to say that the decision to
not eat carrots on my thirteenth birthday or to take business math
instead of algebra in the 10th grade affected my future one way or
the other? On the other hand, some choices and their outcomes are
obvious. Like deciding to never go out with Person A or marrying
Person B. That’s a no- brainer.

But if I could have? – Would it have been different? What kind
of thoughtful decisions does a twelve-year-old make that once made,
cause a ripple in the tides of time that inevitably lead to
happiness or despair? At that age, everything looms as an impending
tragedy or triumph. And maybe, it really is. Maybe that’s the point
that Life is trying to make to us. Maybe there is nothing,
absolutely nothing that we do or choose that does not unalterably
affect what our life is to become.

Or, conversely, maybe there is not absolutely anything that we
can do about it. A kind of post-teenage amnesia is perhaps Nature’s
kindest gift. Although some of us agonized over the smallest
choice, others seemed to drift from event to event with little
concern or heed for the consequences. And a decision, once made, is
rarely recalled as the defining moment that set us on the path to
success or failure.

 In our teens, we simply don’t have the experience to make
the choices wisely, without guidance from someone or something
outside of ourselves. And if that someone or something isn’t
available, then we just muddle through. Life goes on.

 In our twenties, there is the vague fear that we’re
missing out on something, that we haven’t set our courses right;
that we haven’t planned ahead; or that we haven’t had any fun. It
all depends on our level of reasoning at that point. Some are dead
set on the right career, while others don’t seem to care one way or
another what tomorrow brings. But somewhere, way back in our
reptilian brains, we’re thinking about it.

 Ah, the thirties: years of striving, succeeding, failing.
If we haven’t connected in our twenties with reality due to delayed
adolescent or outright denial, Life usually finds a way of bringing
it to our attention during this decade. The bittersweet realization
that you have the freedom to stand on your own two feet and that
you must stand on your own two feet can be exhilarating and
enormously scary at the same time. Yet, the prevailing thought is
that one is young with a lifetime of choices ahead. Surely we can
change what we put in motion now, if we later change our minds.

 The forties – once thought of as the time of maximum
payback for those years of service to a loyal employer – now viewed
as the doorway to a downward spiral. Suddenly, you aren’t one of
them anymore: the young lions, surging ahead to greater
achievements and satisfactions. The line goes past your door,
instead of stopping out front. You develop those worry wrinkles
that cream doesn’t help. You wonder whether you’re going to be
better off in the future, or not.

 The fifties – are you still around? The surprising thing
is not that you’ve been downsized or downgraded by now, but that
you might still be hanging around the edges of the
still-gainfully-employed. A job – you say – once upon a time that
was easy to get, but today's middle manager is on today's
over-qualified list. 

After you’ve spent years in a high profile or high paying
position building your career, hamburger flipping and handing out
shopping carts doesn’t seem like the ideal alternative. You
might be able to keep the wolves from the door with the wages you
can get in a lower-level job, but you may have to sell off the door
hardware  on EBay to help keep up the mortgage payments that
don’t stop just because you’ve become redundant.

 Lord love a duck – sixty? As the hordes of baby boomers go
galloping over that mile marker, the scene comes most to mind is
lemmings running headlong over the cliff into the sea.  Change
masters is what they’ve been through the years, but with the young
lions nipping at their heels as well, it may be bloody slow going.
With 3 generations together in the workplace, if they are still
likely enough to have a job, they will find they are
expected to "pass along the knowledge" to those who often
believe they already know everything anyway. Frustration is a
frequent cubicle mate to those still gainfully employed post
retirement age.

And for those who find their well-planned retirement isn't going
to be all they thought, they’re probably going to learn some of the
hard lessons swallowed without question back in the dark ages of
the 1950’s – do without, buy what you can afford, and oh, yes –
consider yourself lucky to have what you do have.

 And beyond - I'm not ready to think about that - maybe
next September. In the meantime, although I’m not going to wake up
back in the 50’s, I think that if I look at the rest of my life
through the same eyes of that innocent twelve-year-old (who’s had a
50 year education in life) and determine to make the best of what
I’ve got, I may just make it through still smiling. 

 Nobody ever promised me an easy road back then; but
everyone expected me to get on with my life, and appreciate the
dandelions as well as the roses. Now is the time to create some
good along the way to leave behind - just because you should.

So, with a nostalgic sigh, I shall persevere. At least the path
down hill is easier on creaking joints. And the moments get more
precious.

 

THE END
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	When Willis
Walks (2010)
When his westbound train had an unexpected layover in the small
midwestern town that had been his boyhood home, a man haunted by
memories of his older brother's mysterious disappearance, seeks to
uncover the hidden past and find the answer to a mystery buried for
over 50 years.



	


No
Spring Chicken (2011)
Addie had stopped talking at eighty-seven, sick of answering the
same inane questions from those who figured she was dotty and paid
no attention to what she said or wanted. In her own way, Addie
found the freedom she sought to let her spirits soar.



	


The
Crows (2011)
Jeremy is a little boy who spends most of his time with adults
who are far too busy with their own lives to pay much attention to
him. So he spends much of his time alone observing the world around
him through his creative imagination - or is it real?



	


August
Heat (2011)
When a 1960's family received the windfall of a life insurance
policy payout from a semi-distant relative's demise, the first
thing they thought of was a color TV...



	


Sign
Switch (2011)
As a Virgo, Lyla felt that she was missing out on a lot of fun
times, but she found that changing her Sun Sign didn't turn out
quite as she had expected.



	


An
old Flame (2011)
On Halloween night, past & present mingle in a terrifying
way as a young man experiences a ghostly encounter in an old
cemetery.



	


Beckoning
Bonneyville Mill (2011)
A haunted mill attracts 2 young boys to seek treasure and find
ghostly danger. This second in the series of the Fruithills
Suspense Series, visits one of the many spirit inhabited places in
and around a small Town situated in the midst of the beautiful
hilly landscape where early European settlers grew and shipped the
plentiful apples, strawberries, melons and many other fruits by
train to Chicago and beyond.



	


The
Christmas Jester (2011)
For Fiona and Lindy, renovating a 100-year-old home for their
gift shop was a dream come true, until Fiona learned that the
former owners had left behind much more than dust bunnies,
including the strange little jester doll she discovered among the
Christmas displays.



	


New
Year's Evil (2011)
Does evil lurk behind the scenes at a New Year's Eve Mystery
Dinner set in the Wild Willow Bed and Breakfast? Before midnight,
the scene would be set for a ghostly confrontation of murder victim
and murderer. This fourth book in the Fruithills Suspense Series is
yet another visit to places that have never lost their tie to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Eyes
of the Beholder (2012)
The last of the legendary Cartwright clan, Caren became the
custodian not only of the old Fruithills family home filled with
photos and memories, but of a spiritual legacy as well. The
discovery of Aunt Sally's magical glasses opened a window that was
at once intriguing, yet discomforting in revealing her own past.
This is Book 13 in the Fruithills Suspense Series. Each Book is
another visit to places that have never lost their tie to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Last
Chance (2012)
Chance Givings was devoted to two things: his wife Gena and his
career in law enforcement. When he was given the opportunity to
control events, he found himself conflicted. Who should decide life
or death? This is #6 in the Fruithills Suspense Series.



	


April
Fools (2012)
A century old theatre was refurbished by a hardy group of
performers who respected the history, including the resident Ghost,
but when teenagers played a cruel April Fool prank, the joke was on
them.



	


Tie a
Knot...and hang on (2012)
Haunted by a love of reading inspired by her nurturing Aunt
Belle, Director Natalie Drew fought to keep her small library
relevant and funded to meet technology and maintenance challenges.
A simple act of respect triggered help from beyond earthly life.
This 5th Book in the Fruithills Suspense Series examines the
connections between people and circumstances and the ties that bind
them together.



	


February
29 (2012)
A mysterious gravestone in a ruined churchyard of a child with
the same February 29 birthdate as teenage Abby made her obsessed
with the history of the little girl named Amy Sue, and led Abby and
her reluctant friend Ginger to unexpected danger on the evening of
Abby's 16th birthday.



	


Borrowed
Time (2012)
Katie Franklin and her brother Mark worked together to fix up a
bargain house to surprise her husband who would soon return from
Afghanistan. But the house had a haunting history that needed more
mending than hammer and nails could cure. She had to out why the
spirits were restless and how to bring them peace.



	


Second
Sight (2012)
What is there to see in the old mirror that sits in the 100 year
old house that Brooke and her siblings have inherited from their
Great Aunt Lydia, and what truths does it reveal? This is Book #8
in the Fruithills Suspense Series.



	


May
Day Mayhem (2012)
In a year with a milder than usual winter, followed by record
breaking high spring temperatures, it was not surprising that the
month of May brought about a more troubled way of life in the small
town in the valley of the Fruithills. Yet, Helfina, a young healer
from Wales brought a sense of calm to offset the unrest, until that
too was met with opposing forces. This is Book 11 in the Fruithills
Suspence Series. It is a place that has never lost its ties to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Death
Clock (2012)
A small town funeral home closes after 100 years, leaving the
community upset over the loss. Suddenly, no one in town is dying,
and time stands still. This is Book 12 in the Fruithills Suspense
Series, a place that has never lost its ties to a spirit-filled
past.
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