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Introduction




Kia ora koutou, (Hello!) 

I’m so glad you could join me for a year of tiny joyful moments, spotted in everyday life here in Aotearoa New Zealand.

Feeling joy, even for a brief instant, breeds resilience. It creates room to think, to pause, to breathe. Noticing even the smallest moments of positivity around us can sometimes be a life preserver on the darkest days.

Each of the moments you’re about to read are fleeting, usually observed and noted down in mere seconds as I’ve gone about my regular market day activities of shopping for groceries, stopping to chat to friends and enjoying a pot of tea. 

They are not remarkable in that they’re merely a reflection of people being themselves—as people are everywhere, every moment of the day around the globe. But nevertheless, in a world that is increasingly fraught and divided, I see noticing them as a profound act of resistance.

In 2023 I started sharing the small things I’ve always noticed everyday, and much to my delight, I soon learned that I’m not the only one who feels this way. 

Over the past two years my wonderful readers have told me that they’ve read my small observations to lighten their daily commute, to get to sleep, to help them start their day, while recovering from injury, while going through chemotherapy and—in one very unique instance—to distract themselves while they were in labour!

Observing the tiny moments of joy around us is an active reminder that there is still hope in the world. It reminds us of what we have in common, rather than what divides us. 

If you look around you, you’ll find joy everywhere. It may be hearing someone singing to themselves in their garden as you walk down your street. It may be the goofy look your dog gives you when she sees you want to play ball. It may simply be the way steam drifts from your first coffee of the day. 

In the following pages, we’re going to spot people of all ages, makes and models buying groceries and delicious treats, browsing local arts and crafts and—rather more often than you may expect—showing off their best dinosaur and fairy costumes. 

Following the seasons, we start with January in the height of New Zealand’s summer, then travel through to the year’s end. And as you wander with me, I hope you’ll find some space to relax for a little while, to put put your feet up, to breathe deeply and to smile. 

Ngā mihi (Thank you)  

George Penney

-

P.S. Please feel free to consult the glossary at the back of this book if you encounter any words you aren’t familiar with. 

And finally, this book has been written in New Zealand English, which means that there may be the odd additional ‘l’, ‘s’ or ‘u’ that you’re unfamiliar with. I encourage you to see these differences as a celebration of the breadth of the English language. It pays not to take these things too seriously. 










  
  
Summer




Summer in New Zealand means the click-click-whir of cicadas in the trees, the smell of green on a warm breeze. It means bright blue skies and the promise of the beach on a lazy Sunday. It means tramping along (mostly) dry tracks, navigating snarled tree roots and mighty inclines that the average Kiwi describes as “easy”.  

It means barbecues, Waitangi Day and freedom campers. It means strawberries, cherries and fresh tomatoes. It means bare feet, shorts, T-shirts and summer dresses. It means a wander to the dairy to buy an ice cream and the smell of sunscreen. 

It means long days and making plans to catch up later. It means small humans dressed as dinosaurs and fairies stomping around having fun.

Aotearoa smiles when the summer sun shines.




      ***A man (80s?)


ambles through the markets 


seemingly oblivious to


the peristalsis-like pulses


of the crowd surrounding him.


-


He’s wearing a vivid purple shirt,


stripy purple pants 


and sparkly purple Crocs


that glimmer in the sunlight.


-


His hands are clasped behind his back


as he smiles to himself.


-


It is a good day.





      ***A small human is fervently trying 


to convince his dad


that he needs FOUR 


sausages in a bun


to survive.


-


A dying swan act is implemented.


Dad is impervious.


-


Moments later Small Human declares


he doesn’t like sausages


and just wants a bun.


-


Then he declares that he just wants


the tomato sauce.


-


He is later seen with


his face covered in mustard.





      ***A woman is striding


through a crowd of people 


while holding a bouquet


of lilies


above her head


like a battle flag.


-


Her expression is determined,


her pace is brisk.


-


Her wheelie cart has a giant bag


of cherries in it.


-


She’s got important


fruit business


to attend to.





      ***A young sheepdog


in training has


firm opinions


about the direction


he would like to be going


and is straining


horizontally on his leash.


-


If he had his way,


all these disorderly humans


would be rounded up


and organised.


-


And the one closest to him would


DEFINITELY


give him a bite of that hot dog.





      ***A married couple (80s?)


is arguing with each other


at an ATM.


-


They’re bickering about


him being slow,


how he’s always slow


and how people are watching.


-


Finally he bows to the people waiting,


saying,


“Thank you for attending a performance


of the world’s longest running drama.”


-


He wanders off grinning


as his wife follows, laughing.





      ***Two extremely optimistic tourists


are taking


over twenty minutes


to make a thirty-point-turn


in a huge camper van


on a narrow street,


right next to a bustling market.


-


There are many spectators


by the end


of their magnificent feat


and loud applause


sees them on their way.





      ***A man (60s?)


wearing a blue singlet,


khaki work shorts


and jandals


is walking along,


practising a speech


that’s been written


on a piece of notepaper


covered in scrawled cursive writing.


-


His expression is concerned


and he scratches his beard thoughtfully


as he mumbles


“Thank you all for comin’ out today...”





      ***A small human (6?)


is walking into the markets,


tugging his dad along by the hand.


-


Dad asks where they’re going


and Small Human announces dramatically,


“I CAN’T SURVIVE without bacon!”


-


Dad laughs and they head for


the Māori fried bread truck


for breakfast.





      ***A tiny human (2?)


is sitting in a stroller


with a big punnet of strawberries


on her lap.


-


She’s cheerfully mashing them


into her mouth


with one hand


while waving at passersby


with the other.


-


This is the BEST thing EVER.





      ***A woman (80s?)


in a bright yellow shirt


and a teen (14?)


are ambling past a chai stall.


-


As they walk, she hip bumps the teen.


“Tell me today’s good thing about you.”


-


Teen smiles.


“Ah. I’m good at soaking up the sun?”


-


She laughs


wrapping an arm around his waist.


“Sounds about right.”





      ***A tall man (30s?)


with full-body tattoos


wearing a Mötley Crüe T-shirt,


is dancing


with a small human (5?)


wearing a rainbow dress.


-


They’re both getting their 


made-up steps wrong


and their giggles ring


up and down


the footpath.





      ***A small human (3?)


has been given a coin


to put in a busker’s hat.


-


He spots a bunch of coins


already there


and is soon squatting


over this newfound treasure


like Smaug


lurking on his mighty hoard.


-


The busker starts laughing so much


she can’t sing anymore


and Mum is now stepping in to


explain the idea of ownership.


-


Small Human is not convinced.





      ***A pensive woman (20s?)


is walking past


an organic beauty products stall.


-


She asks her friend,


“Do you think it’s possible to have


a pot plant addiction?


Because I’ve got three monsteras


and I almost just bought another one.”





      ***Two women (40s?)


are sitting side-by-side


at a colourfully painted


public piano.


-


They’re belting out a tune


that started as Chopsticks,


but one’s sped up faster


than the other.


-


And now they’re


howling with laughter


as the melody falls apart.





      ***A tiny human (1?)


has worked out


that blowing raspberries


at strangers


is a LOT of fun.


-


Especially when different strangers


of all ages, makes


and models


blow raspberries


right back at her.


-


Delighted chortles ring through the air.





      ***Two small humans (5?)


are taste-testing


different types of honey.


-


They’re providing detailed notes


on each one’s yumminess


to the vendor who is nodding


with all seriousness.


-


He asks which one they like best


and after much deliberation


they pick the cinnamon.





      ***A small human (2?)


is given a donut by Mum.


-


He decides that the appropriate way


to eat it is


by mashing


the jammy middle


into his face.


-


It does not quite work as planned,


but the result is pleasing anyway.


-


Jam all over his nose and eyelashes


Mum belly laughing


while trying to clean him up.





      ***Two barefoot women (18?)


in bikinis


with towels wrapped around their waists


are walking out of a dairy


with ice creams.


-


It’s a rainy day


but they’re headed to the beach,


laughing and talking to each other


as a light drizzle mists their hair.


-


This is happiness.





      ***At a candied nut stall


a man (60s?)


sidles up to another (50s?)


and asks out the corner of his mouth,


“So... Are you still doin’ the vinyl, mate?”


with the air of someone


asking a friend


if they still have


that hydroponic weed set-up


in their garden shed.


-


Secret music talk ensues.





      ***A small human (3?)


has suddenly lost


all use of her legs


right in front of


a Dutch pancake stand.


(Oh no!)


-


In between being a floppy jelly


on the ground


she sneaks optimistic looks


at the pancake production


taking place nearby.


-


For some strange reason


Dad isn’t buying the act.





      ***A young human (6?)


in sensible overalls


and pink gumboots


is walking down a shady street.


-


A sleek black cat is at her side


trotting along on a leash.


-


Both Black Cat and Young Human


seem happy with this arrangement,


including the bit


where they both pause their walk to


jump on fallen leaves.





      ***A woman (70s?) is talking to


a man (70s?) in a café.


-


She says,


“You know that singer


that sounds like a squashed frog.


The one you like?”


-


He replies, “Bob Dylan.”


-


“No.


The one who sounds like a squashed frog.


He croaks.”


-


He replies, “Bob Dylan.”


-


She frowns. “No. He sounds like—”


-


He sighs. “Bob Dylan.”





      ***A small human (3?)


has somehow gotten a hold
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