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The grill is the same one my dad used. A Blackstone, beat up at the base, enamel chipping where the flat stone meets the base. I kept it when he moved. Felt wrong to leave it behind.
My daughter is seven. She drags a lawn chair across the backyard while I get the grill going, and I watch her and think about how different this August feels from the ones I grew up with. It’s not something you can fully explain to someone who hasn’t noticed it themselves. The heat just doesn’t let up the way it used to. Even out here in the suburbs, even on a random Wednesday with nothing going on, you feel it. Seven o’clock comes and the air just kind of… lingers.
I spent most of my twenties not really thinking about any of that. I was in sales, B2B, good at it. I knew how to read people, find the real problem underneath whatever they were saying, and close. I hit my numbers. I traveled. I did what you’re supposed to do when you’re building a career and trying to prove yourself.
I don’t know when I started paying attention. It wasn’t one thing. There was a heat wave in Chicago in 2039 that was just brutal like nothing I’d seen before. There were a few summers where the air quality alerts started feeling less like a wow moment and more like just how summers are now. And there was my dad saying at some point, 
By the time I went out on my own, I started being more picky about who I worked with. I told myself it was about fit, about working with companies I actually believed in. But honestly it was more than that. I didn’t want to spend my career helping companies grow that were making things worse. So, I started only taking clients with real sustainability commitments not the ones where it’s just a page on their website, but companies actually trying to do something.
I’m not out here changing the world. I don’t go to protests. I’m not Vanessa. I still fly for work, still drive a car, still have plenty of problems I haven’t figured out. But I do try to use the skills I actually have selling, building relationships, getting people in a room and moving toward something in ways that actually matter.
My daughter calls my name from across the yard. She wants to know when the food’s ready.
“Soon!,” I tell her.
She goes back to whatever she was doing. The grill burns. The neighbor’s sprinkler kicks on.
This isn’t some big defining moment. It’s just a Tuesday in the backyard. But I’m trying to be the kind of person who makes the right calls, even the small ones and I think that has to count for something.
