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IN THE
REARVIEW

THROUGH NO FAULT OF 
YOUR OWN

 
 

 

This year everything was 
recalibrating. Not back to 
what it was pre-pandemic but 
adjusting to how things are 
from that point forward.  

I don’t know how 2022 was 
for you but Iooking back at 
2022 feels like something was 
really missing. I really am not 
one to spend a lot of time 
navel gazing, I tend to press 
forward as much as possible. .  

But 2022 felt more like we 
spent it  catching up for lost 
time. 

2021,  groups were still 
reluctant to gather and that 
continued to a�ect our work 
life as group apparel produc-
ers. 2022 hit the accelerator  
but it had been so long, we 
forgot how to work at break 
neck speeds. It felt like we 
were trying to squeeze in two 
years of regular life. There 
didn’t seem to be time to 
realize what was happening.

Even now tho, every �fteenth 
person I meet is continuing to 
wear a mask. Which is always 
a nudge to remember  what 
was in 2020. I know a few 
people it triggers like ptsd. If 
it wasn’t for their keen hatred 
for Dr. Fauci, I don’t think it 
would give those folks a 
second thought.

DRIPPING WITH JUICY DETAILS
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Do you remember 
the excitment you 
felt the �rst time 
you received your 
�rst issue of The 

Magnolian?  It was really a 
shock, huh?       Pictures of me 
and my family carefully edited, 
artistically crafted, lovingly 
photocopied onto tabloid sized 
paper. I even spring for extra 
postage to make sure this drivel 
arrives into your hands! Yes, 
�������� ��� ������ ��� ����� ����
YOU were plopped onto my 
subscriber list so I can assault 
your eyes the way all those 
other guys abuse you by email.  
Luckily, only a handful of sub-
scribers since that �rst mailing 
have asked to be removed from 
the list.  But that’s okay because 

I still have you. *hugs*  



It’s New Year’s Day and I’m thinking back over the year for what to take with me to 2023 and what hard feelings to leave 
behind.  It was a whirlwind year, honestly. Jam packed every moment. We had to make time for fun thanks to our kids.  
We were gifted the pleasure of tickets to three different comedy shows throughout the year: Sebastian Maniscalco, Tom 
Pappa and Brian Regan.  Do I remember one single joke? No. No I don’t, but I remember that I laughed A LOT, especially 
Tom Papa’s show.  Four seats together for every show. It was such a thoughtful gift from our son that brought the four of 
us together for three fun evenings last year. 

For my birthday in August, Angela gifted me a trip to Tacoma to see Sir Elton John in October.  That was pretty hilarious 
getting ready in the car on an 89º day before the show.  We wanted to costume up before entering the Dome. Since it was 
too hot to wear on the way, together we struggled, shoulder to shoulder in the backseat to get our high waisted big bells, 
boots and flashy jackets on. I rolled the windows down so we could breathe. We didn’t care if anyone saw our underpants. 
Altho, it was not a nice neighborhood, it was free street parking. Inside the Dome was plenty chilly for costumes. After 
waiting in a long line for over an hour to enter, we got inside and admired the stage and did the usual selfie routine. Took 
our bathroom breaks. Opted for no souveniers and no drinks. Elton famously starts his show with that first bounce on 
the G major 7 chord, the familiar pause and everyone screams. Suddenly I wonder in my head, very briefly mind you, 
“Did I lock the car?” Then the most amazing thing. I forgot about it completely until actually seeing my car as we walked 
toward it after the concert. Not only did I not lock the car, I never rolled up the windows and the sunroof was wide open. 
My camera and our clothing were in the back seat. No one touched a thing though. Angela said they probably thought it 
was a trap. Lesson: it really isn’t forgetting that is a problem, it’s the remembering and the reaction that follows.

I traveled to Michigan alone in July to visit family. We just had so much work at Blue Rhino Graphics that Mike could not 
leave and God knows good help is hard to find.  October, Mike and I visited his family in New Smyrna Beach.  We visited 
the Oregon Coast twice last year, once in February and once in August.  It’s where we go to renew our energy.  

I hope this picture is big enough. You must know by the size of this booklet how important that is to me. 

















Book a portrait with me this year!

Book a portrait with me this year!
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