My great-grandmother wasn’t a child of the Second Depression.  She was born in 1978 and grew up flying across the continent every summer to visit family.  In her lifetime, computers went from business items and playthings of the rich to household items and back again.  After finishing university and until her marriage she lived in three different countries—Japan, South Korea and Azerbaijan.

I read somewhere that the great stories are the ones in which we live lifetimes and emerge as changed and tried as through a crucible.  I would add that the greatest stories are not stories at all but the lives of those around us.

