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This book is dedicated to Draft2Digital.

Not simply as a distribution platform, but as a quiet vote of confidence.

At a moment when speed mattered, credibility mattered, and doing things the right way mattered most, Draft2Digital made it possible to publish widely, professionally, and with dignity—without shortcuts.

For authors who choose patience over panic, craft over noise, and readers over algorithms,Draft2Digital remains a trusted partner.

With gratitude for the gate that stayed open.

— Raymond Dierker

About the Author

Raymond Dierker is an author, educator, and longtime technology professional who explains complex ideas in plain language for adult and senior readers.

Over the course of his career, he has worked in corporate leadership, entrepreneurship, adult education, and independent publishing—experiences that have shaped his belief that technology should serve people, not intimidate or replace them. He began writing later in life and continues to focus on clarity, dignity, and practical understanding rather than speed or trends.

At seventy-eight, Raymond writes from lived experience—navigating change, limits, creativity, and adaptation in real time. His work reflects a lifelong interest in learning, thoughtful execution, and finishing what matters.

He lives in Florida with his wife, Shirlee.

Author’s Note

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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From Tech Publishing

Technology has always arrived faster than people are given time to understand it.

From mainframes to personal computers, from dial-up modems to smartphones, each shift promised efficiency while quietly demanding adaptation. For many readers—especially adults and seniors—those demands often arrived without guidance, patience, or context.

This book exists to slow that moment down.

AI at 78 is not a technical manual and it is not a forecast. It is a lived account of how one writer engaged with new technology late in life—carefully, deliberately, and without surrendering authorship, judgment, or dignity. It reflects an approach to technology grounded in restraint rather than acceleration.

Tech Publishing was created to support work like this: writing that treats technology as a tool to be understood, not a force to be feared or blindly adopted. We believe clarity matters more than speed, and that thoughtful execution matters more than novelty.

This book does not ask readers to keep up.

It invites them to stay human while deciding, at their own pace, what is worth carrying forward.
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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.

I wanted quiet.

I wanted to reflect on my situation and have a one man pity party.

That night, after she went to bed, I sat alone. No TV. No phone. Just stillness. I didn’t feel anger or grief. I felt space—an emptiness that wasn’t painful, just unfamiliar. A pause between the life I had and whatever was coming next.

The turning point came the next morning.

I woke at 3:50 AM out of habit, ready for a shift that no longer existed. The house was quiet. No schedules. No responsibilities. No one waiting at a gate I no longer manned.

For the first time in years, my morning belonged to me.

I sat at the kitchen table and took my meds. I checked my blood pressure. I listened to the hum of the refrigerator. Every movement was slow, intentional, almost ceremonial.

And then, without warning, a single thought appeared:

This one hurt more than all the others combined.

When you are almost 78, in a walker because of a flair up of hip bursitis, and you get knocked down, it is hard to jump back up again like my father taught me.

The average life expectancy of an American male

is 78, so starting on my birthday in October I will be be living on borrowed time.

I did not want to die a failure.

I started my business career at age 23 in an hourly position and was named a Vice President within four years  and after over ten years of outstanding performance I was fired at age 41. 

I decided to leave the corporate world and cashed in almost all of my retirement, sold Shirlee’s dream house that we only lived in a year and bought an Inc 500 franchise which Shirlee really did not want to do and went bankrupt within three years.

We then lived in rental properties for five years. I then went into sales with three different companies all of whom went bankrupt.

In 2012 I decided to become a self published author. In fifteen years, I published over twenty books and had total royalties of less than $100.

An now I can’t even be a successful gate attendant which basically entails trying to decide whether you need to push the up or down button.

Suddenly the pity party is over. I could feel my past psychotic behavior beginning to return and soon I will be like the  network executive fifty years in Network who was mad as hell and wasn’t going to take it anymore.

The one man pity party is over in less than a day this time.

This time I was knocked down but I will get right back swinging with all I have.

It is now or never.
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Chapter 2-The First Step Forward
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Losing the job didn’t take my purpose.
It gave me back my time.
I didn’t have a shift.
But I still had stories.
I didn’t have a uniform.
But I had a voice.
I didn’t have a title.
But maybe the next chapter didn’t need one.
That morning, as the sky brightened, I whispered something quietly, almost timidly:

“I’m not done yet.”

It wasn’t dramatic or heroic. 

It was steady.
It was real.
And it was the truth.
This wasn’t the end.
This was the beginning of something I had unknowingly been preparing for my entire life.
Turning points don’t announce themselves. They come quietly, gently, like a change in temperature you only notice after it’s already shifted.
The morning after the firing, I sat at the kitchen table longer than usual. There was nowhere to be. Nothing urgent. Nothing expected of me. The space felt strange at first—then liberating.

By midmorning, something nudged me.
Not a voice.
Not an idea.
Just a pull.
So I picked up my iPad.

Tapped it awake.

Opened a blank note.

And started typing.

I didn’t begin with a chapter title or an outline. I didn’t worry about structure. I just let the words come, sentence by sentence. At first it felt awkward. Then familiar. Then necessary.

Later that day, Shirlee passed by and saw me still typing.

“It feels good to be doing something, doesn’t it?” she said.

It
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