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Only floss the teeth you want. ~Gram

Did you know if do not brush your teeth, you could su er tooth decay or loss, bad breath, even pnuemonia. According to Beth Orenstein
(2012), a writer for Everyday Health, "If you want to minimize your risk of infection and also enhance your overall health, follow these
basic personal hygiene habits: Bathe regularly. Wash your body and your hair often. Trim your nails. Brush and ﬂoss. Wash your hands.
Sleep tight" (para. 1). Personal hygiene should be habit. We learn it when we are young and must continue as we age. If we do not take
care of ourselves, hopefully someone else will.
The lack of personal hygiene signals a few concerns: lack of intent, unwillingness, loneliness, dementia, ... The a ects of poor personal
care can cause to health issues, some of which cannot be corrected. This holds most true with the aging and homeless populations.
Additionally, the matter is critical to food handlers, after using the restroom. Too many people in the latter category do not feel the
necessity to wash after evacuating, defecating, no. 1 or 2, whatever terminology you wish to use.
Let's take Mary Mallon, better known as "Typhoid Mary". Long story made short. Mallon, employed as a cook, did not believe washing her
hands before meal preparation was necessary, as her hands were not dirty. As a consequence, many people for whom she cooked fell ill;
three died (Soper, 1907).
As we age, we may need someone to assist. Start little people early, encourage family and friends around you (if they are a bit lax about
it), help someone who is elderly or disabled. Their life could depend upon it.

Community ... Village ...

Call it what ever you want. Community or village, network, tribe, family, each of us needs one. All I know is my community was most
unique and blessed. Don't get me wrong, it had/s its challenges, but we became stronger and shared our experiences with others. I
suppose you could say, we were/are in the Service Industry.
My mother and father were raised in Washington, D. C. Both grandfathers were physicians and grandmothers, each of whom, earned their
Master's, working in schools. One was the ﬁrst Black woman to move into her Condo Complex, while the other boarded a wagon, ﬁghting
for a woman's right to vote.
This community ALWAYS rallied around the individual, needing assistance. No matter the situation: love, support, or encouragement,
family members stepped in with a call, a knock at the door, even a ﬂight across the country. Today, with the growth in technology, add
texts, video chats, and instant messages to the list.
Children need guidance, which could come from parents, teachers, family, friends, clergy, counselors, ... We must provide opportunities
for children to understand what it means to care, be gracious, proper, polite, and pleasant. And even when angry (us or them), we must
model behaviors we wish them to emulate. Further, remember to guide children while managing destructive feelings.
Remember, they, too, are human and may not have the capacity to place their emotions in appropriate places. Communities, the Village,
must teach them right from wrong, share good and bad, happy and sad. Be honest with them and yourself. The path is not always smooth.
But, be consistent.
How do you know when the message has been received? When they return the gift of care and consideration to you. I experienced this
recently with my adult children. I asked, "How did you turn out so wonderful, so caring?"
They responded, "You showed us how."

Reading

Reading leads to the awareness of the world around us. It enhances our ability to travel, converse, and live.
Reading is a means of communication, a privilege once denied to many. Some readings, I used to feel were rather daunting, like do I really
have to read this? The problem is reading is a barrier between the have and the have nots, which stemmed from slavery, when White
owners did not want slaves reading about freedom in the North.
Segregated and low income schools could not always a ord proper resources to educate and care for students. Often, text books were
used, out of date, and no longer relevant. Mark Keierkeber (2018) reﬂects, "education funding disparities often leave schools ill-equipped
to provide students an adequate education" (para. 1).
Even today, the Academic Performance Index for Public Schools in low-income, minority areas su ers. The disproportioned "funding
inequities leave cash-strapped schools without adequate access to e ective teachers and technology [further falling] short on the most
basic classroom supplies like textbooks, desks — and even toilet paper" (Keierkeber, 2018, para. 2). How are our children and even
adults supposed to get along if the basic needs are not met?
My focus has changed a bit, as I have been reading some pretty heavy books. Read them before your judge: The Shack, The Walk, White
Trash: The 400-Year Untold History of Class in America, I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings, and Twelve Years a Slave .
My point is literacy is freedom. When you read or have someone read to you, you are transported to a place, gleaning knowledge of
another land, power, people, even entertainment, ... True power. Give the gift of reading.
Matthew Gartland (2012) asks his readers to describe in three words, what reading was to them.

Douglas Donegani – A world inside me.
Graeme McNee – The human experience.
Jackie – Escape from reality.
The Literary Analyst – Art illuminating truth.
Mindy Holahan – An emotional touchstone.
Mitch Allen – Time well spent.
Mom2hannahs – A soul exposed.
Nick Thacker – A change catalyst.
Paul Jun – Life making sense.
Ritu Rao – Pleasure without guilt.
Toni – A secret handshake. (para. 2)
So, I leave you with this. Give a book or a giftcard - gotta remember technology. Take someone to the library and give him or her a library
card. You've just given the give of knowledge. Now, see what happens.

Continue Having Fun!

Wrinkles only go where smiles have been. ~ Jimmy Buffet
I'm not certain who said it, but wrinkles mean you've laughed; grey hair means you've cared; and scars mean you've lived! People
manifest things in their lives through internal and external energies, power - whatever you may wish to call "it". Where we focus those
energies becomes a condition of our lives and how we choose to live. Often, expressions of these circumstances settle on our faces and
attitudes.
These circumstances could be trends and fads, which seem to a ect our daily decisions. Be mindful and aware of them but do not change
who you are or how you dress. Suggestions of changing our thoughts and actions are prompted by the media, preparing us for the newest
wave of fashion, technology, political decision, .... Just be ready for them.
Develop positive thinking practices; eliminate that which is not essential; smile, laugh, don't sweat the small stu . Moreover, be kind to
yourself. As you speak to yourself, say kind things. After all, you speak to yourself more than anyone else does. Right?
I saw a quote from tinybudda.com, which made me ponder my daily choices and obligations.
My To Do List for Today: count my blessings, practice kindness, let go of what I can't control, listen to my heart, be productive yet calm,
just breathe.
True wrinkles appear as one ages and can increase because of exposure to sun and dry skin. But, think of the wonders of those history
tellers. Smiles are contagious. Are you a carrier?

Mistakes - the big IT.

A man should never be ashamed to own he has been in the wrong, which is but saying... that he is wiser today than he was yesterday.
~Alexander Pope
Each of us makes mistakes. What we take away from them is crucial.
Were you ever told not to touch something hot? And, you did anyway and wind up with a blister? Waste material? Did you measure once
then cut? Did you ever hit a ball, and it end up someplace it wasn’t supposed to, like someone's window? Ever assemble a chair and have
parts leftover?
Mistakes are caused by poor choices, such as texting while driving, disregarding rules, which produce negative consequences such as an
accident. You know it is bad, which makes it a mistake.
Do not try to justify your mistake or blame someone else for it. Admit you made it. OWN IT! Then, begin to learn from it. The biggest
mistake you can make is not learning from it.
Sometimes mistakes may involve healthcare, the law, family, friends, teachers. Whatever the mistake is you may want to take time to
assess it; make sure it doesn’t happen again. Perhaps this is a calling, giving you a chance to make things right, to become a better
person.

Wear your china!

How many of you have Grandmother's China? Or, for that matter, have China you were given for a wedding gift? Do you use it? Or, is it
in a box packed away in storage?
Looking at the picture above, I am not saying you should repurpose your grandmother's china, but what the heck are you doing with it? I
have china and crystal from my wedding; my husband has his mother's. Wait, I believe I even have my maternal grandmother's, and some
of my parents' silver - the real stuff in velvet, a bit oxidized, too. Why not use it?
Pulling "the good stu " out for special occasions is marvelous. Why not use it more often? Anyone have the red "You are special, today"
plate?
China was created to be used, not to be stored, or collect dust. These treasured items should be used throughout the week! Create an
excuse for a celebration. Don't wait for a fancy day. Put some tofu or hamburger on those plates! If they chip or scratch, replace them
or wear them. Hang them on the wall if you do not want anyone to touch them. But for heaven's sake, get them out of those boxes!
Point is, sometimes we tend to stray from the simple pleasures in life. Consider treating yourself to a new tradition. Enjoy things you have
or get rid of them!
My husband and I were walking the neighborhood and came upon an Estate Sale. Wouldn't you know it, the woman who lived in the house
had four full sets of china. We purchased one set for $200. Now, what am I going to do with it? At the time, we thought it a good idea.
We were saving them - from what we did not know. Preserving them for history. Now, that set too, sits in a box in our attic. Time to
break it out, position it, wear it, or donate it.

It's just stuff, right?

I think I'm at the stage where stu is just stu . A term I learned, as a military spouse, was "Dustable". You know, those little chotskies,
nicknacks that just hang out on your shelves collecting dust. My aunt and grandmother began giving away things as they aged. Wondering
why, I asked, "How come"? Their response often was, "Because I can't take it with me and want you to have it." By giving things away
while they were living meant less for people to clear afterwards, too.
Well, I'm at that stage. Not planning to go anywhere, soon, I would rather give things away, knowing the gesture might make someone
smile: relative, friend, or through community donation. The point is, I've been blessed with ever so much. I would be remiss if I did not
share. Anthony J. D’Angelo said it best, "The most important things in life aren’t things".
Possessions are just that, something controlled or owned. What about possessing good health. Your health is your wealth. It is a gift to
nurture, not a possession to protect. Josef Pieper says, "'Everything gained and everything claimed follows upon something given, and
comes after something gratuitous and unearned; that in the beginning there is always a gift'" (Jenkins, 2016, para. 8). Think carefully
who and what are essential in your life.
Consider your stuff. Let it go. After all, it’s just stuff.

The Dash, by Linda Ellis

I heard The Dash at Rotary, this morning. No more to say.
For it matters not, how much we own, the cars, the house, the cash, What matters is how we live and love and how we spend our dash. So
think about this long and hard; Are there things you would like to change? For you never know how much time is left that can still be
rearranged. If we could just slow down enough to consider what is true and real and always try to understand the way other people feel.
And be less quick to anger and show appreciation more and love the people in our lives like we have never loved before. If we treat each
other with respect and more often wear a smile, Remembering that this special dash might only last a little while. So when your eulogy is
being read with your life’s actions to rehash… Would you be proud of the things they say about how you spent your dash?

Communication

Hashtag this. Hashtag that. Ever get confused? Feel left behind? Whatever happened to full sentences? LMAO. ILY. GTG. BFF. AMA.
AFAIK. OMG. SMH. Get the picture?
A friend of mine and I were texting, this morning. I knew better, as I was still under the covers and not fully awake. But, I was giving it the
ol' college try. She typed something. I responded. She typed something else. Didn't take long before we were confused about what the
other wrote. I looked for an Emoji to express my frustration. Ever feel that way?
Once, I dictated a message to Siri for my husband. You know where this is going, right? Well, I just knew "she" received everything I said
and in the correct order. Well, the sweet, lovely message delivered to him was, "You need to get an attorney!". OMG! Are you kidding?!?
Thank goodness, he does not rely on texting, as much as many of us. I got to him before he opened his messages.
And, then, there is autocorrect! Ever feel as though your conversation is lost in translation? One conversation I saw read, "I have my key,
so lick foot if you want too". The sentence was supposed to say, "I have my keys, so lock door if you want too".
My kids have become rather patient with me. Then again, I can hear them shouting, "Mom! Just type! STOP using Siri. You are not
making sense!" Gosh, then why do I have the darn thing? I mean, it's not like I'm asking her to pour me co ee. Though, that would be
nice.
My point is modern advancements have a ected our means of communication and how we relate to others. Social media plays such a
prominent role in our lives, we forget how to correspond, relate, associate with one another. Perhaps, we should take a timeout every
once in a while and articulate, converse with our voices, ... hey face-to-face. Hum.

Your turn to do the dishes!

My siblings and I had chores - four of us, more than enough to go around. Mother crafted a chart numbered 1-4, which she placed on the
inside of the kitchen cabinet, an easy location for us to ﬁnd when we were curious, as to what day and chore we had. Needless to say, we
would avoid that door at all costs.
"Your turn to do the dishes", calls Mother. Would you believe I challenged her? She wasn't too certain who was going to make through
puberty first, her or me!
Early Saturday Mornings, Daddy would march us downstairs, as we grumbled, guiding us to the unpleasant task of clearing out the garage,
cleaning the attic (that was always in July!), weeding out to the Rock Garden (imagine my little sister waiving dandelions like Ferdinand the
Bull), or mowing the lawn, further noting, chores stood between us and fun.
Chores, we were told, kept the house and property clean. It was a matter of pride, taking care of our home, a tradition. We learned
responsibility and just how hard and long we could work. Cleaning became family recreation, which we never saw at the time.
Unbeknownst to us, those activities brought us together.
In recent generations, chores have fallen out of favor. People become resentful even emotional when asked to pick up, wash, or sweep
something. Obviously, the choice is yours. I've learned the argument was not worth it. Mother was extremely strong, dealing with
prepubescent teenagers griping to clean. Perhaps, if I hadn't fussed, I would know what the vacuum cleaner bag was.
Thanks, Mother and Daddy.

Wealth. Just what is it?

I honestly had a di cult time with this one, trying to choose the "right" image to express wealth. So, I went straight to my garden. That is,
short of showing photos of my family (the most important, valuable entity, thing, item, gift in the world to me), my garden has provided a
wealth of nourishment.
Ever consider just what wealth really is? It's not just one dimensional, believing a uence, prosperity, an abundance of resources,
substance, fortune are it. What about your loved ones? Your health? Your spirituality? Your happiness? I am the richest woman in the
world because of my family and friends.

“Stop and smell the roses” may be a cliché (Kennelly, 2012, para. 1); however, it conjures meanings from satisfaction to appreciation for
things in our lives. The aroma of a rose brings happiness to the senses. Acknowledging the richness in something, as simple as a rose,
creates an emotional connection. Consider what Nature has done to create this woody, prickly plant. Now, ponder those in your life.
Finding appreciation and gratitude for your family and friends, health, job - even volunteering, are sources of goodness and wealth. Next
time you think about someone who lives in a particular neighborhood or drives a certain car, ask yourself, is he or she as wealthy as I am?

Watching your children grow up.

A hard lesson for me to realize is I was the "vessel" who carried my children for 38 weeks. I delivered them to the world, cared for them
until they could care for themselves, loved them, guided them, supported them, and now, I must step aside and watch. That, right there,
became di cult for me to swallow (yes, there goes the umbilical cord snapping!); they are a part of the world, making lives for
themselves.
If you are lucky, you will spend 18 summers with your child(ren) and blessed if they have ten ﬁngers and toes. My babies kept me going.
Never bored, we were active: went on adventures, travelled, sang songs, created an art studio in the garage, played sports, pumpkin
patched, watched movies, ate pizza and popcorn on Friday nights.

At an early age, we began to ﬂy, surprising passengers just how quiet the children were. One trip, we crossed the Atlantic Ocean from
Rota, Spain to Delaware. Boarding the C-130, I carried two carseats, luggage, oh yes, one toddler, and an infant. Some felt sorry for me.
I think; or maybe I was just so slow ascending the stairs, a few decided to assist. After each ﬂight, strangers walked up to us, saying thank
you. Shaking my head, I didn't understand. "Your children are so quiet, we never knew they were even on the plane."
Thanks to my children, life became extraordinary and gave me a greater purpose to live.
Hanging out with my adult children is visiting the best parts of the village who raised them. The village, a community of people, interacted
with them, teaching life's lessons: good and bad. Through those lessons, they helped these young adults experience and evolve in a safe
environment, to prioritize, to learn from mistakes, to cherish relationships, to share, and to love.
Those children are no longer "mine". I just brought them into the world. Now, it's theirs.

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur adipiscing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor incididunt ut labore et dolore magna aliqua. Ut enim ad
minim veniam, quis nostrud exercitationullamco laboris nisi ut aliquip ex ea commodo consequat. Duis aute irure dolor in reprehenderit
involuptate velit esse cillum dolore eu fugiat nulla pariatur. Excepteur sint occaecat cupidatat nonproident, sunt in culpa qui o cia
deserunt mollit anim id est laborum.

