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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to the writing community—

especially those who came to creativity later in life,

those who were told they were “too old” to start over,

and those who quietly kept going anyway.
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Author’s Note
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This book is not a technical manual.

It is not a guide to artificial intelligence, nor a promise of productivity or success.

It is a personal account of how one writer—late in life, with limited time and a long history of setbacks—used new tools thoughtfully, cautiously, and deliberately to finish work that mattered.

Artificial intelligence appears in these pages not as a replacement for judgment, creativity, or effort, but as a tool—no different in spirit from the technologies that came before it.

What follows is not advice.

It is experience.
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Introduction




The Red Glove
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(Insert your existing “The Red Glove” section here exactly as written.)
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Chapter 1-September 2, 2025
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The five minute drive home from the administration today took fifteen minutes.  On the unhurried  drive I went by all five of community lakes, stopped to see if the alligator was still hanging out by the lake at the main clubhouse and checked to see if the sandhill cranes were slowly gliding around the walking path on the nature trail.

When I got home, Shirlee knew before I spoke. Wives don’t need explanations—they read the air, the shoulders, the silence. She was angrier than I was. She knew how much the job meant to me. She knew how carefully I held onto routine. She knew the firing could shake the ground beneath me.

She wanted justice. She was infuriated that I was let go at the front gate, we lost my pension for being with the company ten years, and it was just for forgetting to sign in and out on the time clock which was a daily occurrence where she worked.
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