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Dedication 

To Melody— 

my anchor in the waves, 

my calm in the wind, 

and the quiet wisdom that reminds me 

what really matters. 

For every step, every sunrise, and every season, 

thank you for walking beside me 

and helping me make the best of the rest. 

 

 

 

 

 



Volume Two: Waves, Wind, and Wisdom 4 

Foreword 

 
By Deana R. Wolff, MSgt, Retired USAF 

I began my journey into retirement more than a decade 

ago in a little corner of paradise called Port Isabel, Texas. From 

the moment I arrived, I found myself reflecting often on the 

winding road that led me here. 

I had always dreamed of living somewhere tropical, but 

it wasn't until these retirement years in Port Isabel that I 

realized: this is exactly where I was meant to be. The Gulf 

waters just minutes away, the constant, comforting wind 

tempering the Texas heat — this place isn't just where I 

live. It’s home. 

Along the way, I’ve been blessed to meet incredible 

people who have become more than friends — they are family. 

People like Melody and Keith, whose stories, laughter, and 

shared wisdom have opened my mind in ways I never expected. 

Listening — truly listening — to the journeys of others has 

broadened this small-town girl's world beyond measure. 

As the Water Aerobics Instructor at Port Isabel Park 

Center, I am fortunate to get to know people deeply, seeing 

both their strengths and their struggles, physically and 

mentally. I love helping people push their limits and discover 
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what they’re capable of — especially in the pool, where we find 

freedom, resilience, and joy in every movement. 

"Wisdom" — such a small word for something so vast. 

Every day, I uncover new layers of what wisdom truly means. 

It’s not just knowing what to say — it’s knowing when to listen. 

It’s not just doing — it’s knowing when to simply be. 

Finding that balance — between action and stillness, 

between giving and receiving — is a daily challenge as I live 

among the winds and the waves of this tropical place I now call 

home. 

Each morning, I challenge myself to rise to what I call 

“Wisdom Challenges” — small but powerful reminders to live 

more mindfully, more humbly, and more gratefully. 

And now, I challenge you as well, wherever you are, to 

seek your own wisdom among the winds and waves of your life. 
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The Wind’s Whisper 

How the Coastal Breeze Carries Memories, Thoughts, 

and Transformation 

The wind in Port Isabel is never truly silent. It speaks in 

different tones—sometimes as a soft caress against the skin, 

sometimes as a steady push that nudges boats and bends the 

palms, and sometimes as a furious howl that rattles windows 

and reminds you of nature’s power. No matter its form, the 

wind is always carrying something—memories, change, the 

whispers of the past, and the promise of what’s to come. 

I first noticed its voice during a quiet evening walk along 

the Laguna Madre. The air was warm, carrying the scent of salt 

and distant rain. As I stood near the water, I could hear it 

moving around me, shifting sand, rustling palm fronds, tugging 

at my thoughts the same way it tugged at the boats resting in 

the harbor. 

Memories have a way of traveling on the wind. 

Sometimes, they arrive unexpectedly—like the way a sudden 

gust reminds me of my mother, standing in the doorway of our 

childhood home, her hair lifted slightly by the evening breeze. 

Other times, they slip in gently, like the sound of distant 
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laughter from an open-air bar on South Padre, bringing back 

moments of friendship and conversations over cold drinks and 

warm nights. 

The wind here carries the stories of the people who have 

passed through—travelers like me, locals who have known this 

place their entire lives, fishermen who measure time by the way 

the air shifts before a storm. It speaks of resilience, of lives 

shaped by the elements, of learning to move with the forces we 

cannot control rather than fighting against them. 

There’s a lesson in that, I think. We spend so much of 

our lives bracing against change, trying to anchor ourselves in 

the familiar. But the wind doesn’t hesitate. It doesn’t resist. It 

goes where it must, carrying what it needs, leaving behind only 

what no longer serves it. 

As I sit beneath my RV’s canopy, watching the wind 

move through the palms, I realize how much of life is about 

surrender—not in the sense of giving up, but in letting go. 

Letting the past drift where it will, allowing the present to 

shape itself naturally, trusting that the same wind that carried 

me here will carry me forward when it’s time. 

And so, I listen. I let the wind whisper its stories, 

knowing that in its voice, there is wisdom. 

 


