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“Strangely heartwarming… perfect for rainy days.”

The New Yorker

“Sunny without being saccharine, it’s a countdown of life’s little joys that reads like a snappy Jerry Seinfeld monologue by way of Maria von Trapp.”

Vancouver Sun

“Laugh-out-loud funny, tinged with just enough sarcastic nostalgia.”

Wired

“Neil Pasricha is the guru of small joys.”

Toronto Star

“Neil Pasricha makes ordinary days light up with awesomeness.”

Gretchen Rubin

“Pasricha provides a contemporary take on everyday inspiration that skips the typical Chicken Soup for the Soul fare…. Though tongue-in-cheek, Pasricha emerges a committed but inviting optimist, combating life’s unending stream of bad news by identifying opportunities to ‘share a universal high five with humanity.’ ”

Publishers Weekly

“Celebrates and honors the little joys of life!”

USA Today

“Laugh-out-loud. You will feel like you’ve thought of these things a thousand times but just haven’t stopped to write them down.”

BBC South America

“It’s nice to remind yourself of life’s sweeter side and the pleasures to be had from the small things—like peeling the thin plastic film off new electronic gadgets and sneaking your own cheap snacks into the cinemas. Life really is awesome after all.”

The Guardian

“Neil Pasricha tops the list of awesome.”

The Globe and Mail
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So what’s this all about?

In my late twenties my wife left me and my best friend took his own life. I couldn’t eat, I couldn’t sleep, and I lost forty pounds due to stress. I started going to therapy twice a week and began a blog to try and cheer myself up. The blog was called 1000 Awesome Things and for the next 1000 straight weekdays I posted a short essay about one small joy in life.

My mind was dark and many of my attempts were duds—my first awesome thing was broccoflower, the “strange mutant hybrid child of nature’s ugliest vegetables”—but some posts started finding a nerve. Warm underwear out of the dryer, the smell of bakery air, when cashiers open new checkout lanes at the grocery store, getting called up to the dinner buffet first at a wedding, and playing on old, dangerous playground equipment. (Who else remembers burning hot slides?)

Still, nobody read the blog except for my mom. Although, one day, she forwarded it to my dad and my traffic doubled. And then one day I started getting tens of hits. And then one day I started getting hundreds. And then thousands. And then… millions. It just got bigger and bigger and bigger and bigger and then I got a phone call and the voice on the other end of the line said, “You just won the Best Blog in the world award!”

And I said, “That sounds totally fake.”

But turns out it was real. It was the International Academy of Digital Arts and Sciences and they flew me down to New York City to parade me down a red carpet before handing me the award for “Best Blog” in the world. When I got home to Toronto I found ten literary agents waiting for me in my inbox, eager to turn 1000 Awesome Things into… The Book of Awesome.

The Book of Awesome came out in 2010 and landed on the New York Times bestseller list and stayed on international bestseller lists for over 200 weeks. Over the next two years a litany of sequels and spinoffs followed: The Book of (Even More) Awesome, The Book of (Holiday) Awesome, The Calendar of Awesome, The Journal of Awesome, The App of Awesome, and on it went.

The book spawned a pre–social media movement of people mailing in photos of themselves with the book in front of famous landmarks and hundreds of elementary and high schools creating plays, projects, and homemade Books of Awesome based on the concept. I was invited to give a TED Talk, got asked to “teach America to be happy” on the Today show, and was flown to Abu Dhabi to speak to the royal family.

It was an overwhelming couple of years. Through it all, I was driving to my nine-to-five job at Walmart every day, going to therapy twice a week, and feeling pretty lonely in my tiny bachelor apartment downtown. I also felt destabilized by the newfound visibility and pressure, so two years after The Book of Awesome came out… I stopped. It was painful but I stopped writing the blog, stopped writing sequels, and finally started realizing how depleted I was inside. I knew something was missing.

After hundreds of bad dates over the next couple years, I met and fell in love with a woman named Leslie, an inner-city elementary school teacher in the Toronto public school board. After a year of dating we moved in together, and then a year after that I got down on one knee and asked her to marry me. She said yes.

Over the next few years, my writing went to new places. After Leslie told me she was pregnant on the flight home from our honeymoon, I started writing a 300-page love letter to our unborn child about how to live a happy life. That letter became The Happiness Equation: Want Nothing + Do Anything = Have Everything. After struggling with overwhelm and mental disorganization I created a daily journal to help myself called Two-Minute Mornings. After getting addicted to social media and late-night scrolling I started a podcast called 3 Books to help me reprioritize reading in my life. And after years suffering with low confidence, low resilience, and thin skin, even despite my perceived success, I wrote a book called You Are Awesome: How to Navigate Change, Wrestle with Failure, and Live an Intentional Life. I continue, or hope to continue, to keep exploring other themes under the big question of how we live our most intentional lives.

So now, more than ten years after The Book of Awesome, why write another? Why return to that old and tired concept? Is this a desperate cash grab? A response to a viral online campaign? A guy completely out of ideas? No, no, and I hope not.

To be honest, I just… needed it. My brain needed awesome things again. Over the past few years, I’ve found myself feeling overwhelmed by a world that seems messed up with algorithm-infused addictions, widening wealth gaps, destabilizing senses of reality, reductions in privacy and freedoms—all against a backdrop of environmental, political, and mental health turmoil. I have felt raw, fried, chewed up, and spit out, and so I have turned to the medicine that works for me. Finding small pleasures. Writing them down. Focusing on gratitude. Soaking into the endless simple joys we’re surrounded by every day.

Sure, yes, I know the research: writing down gratitudes improves our mindset, helping us to be positive. But who cares about the research? What truly matters is how we feel. The Book of Awesome was never designed to be a prescriptive tool-kit teaching you how to find gratitudes. Rather, it’s meant to bathe us all in a big awesome pool and maybe offer us an awesome lens so we might sharpen the same seeing skills ourselves.

What makes something awesome? Awesome things can be simple, free, universal, snappy, idiosyncratic, nostalgic, silly, joyous, poignant, or even bittersweet. I have never been writing from a place of mastery—just one of looking and learning as I go.

Over the last twelve years I have met so many of you. On the blog, in a bookstore, at a conference—even just walking down the street. You know who you are. I know who you are. And I really wanted your heart in this book. So I have woven your letters, submissions, comments, and suggestions into this volume so it hopefully climaxes far from where I started to end somewhere in the great beyond.

My goal is to disappear by the end so that this isn’t my book of awesome or a book of awesome but our book of awesome. I hope it serves your home, classroom, community, or, you know, toilet, and I hope it can be a reminder of just how much we have to be grateful for at the end of the day.

And now…

A deep pool of awesome awaits us.

So let’s strut confidently onto the pool deck in our Speedos.

Toss our sunglasses on the beach chairs without breaking stride.

And let’s look at each other… and smile… and nod.

And let’s start running and jump in.

[image: Image]






Carrying the ice cube tray from the sink to the freezer without spilling

You’re on a tightrope between towers.

Your long waggly stick is short, plastic, and full of water.

Your wind-bouncing high wire in the sky is the orange and brown linoleum between the sink and the fridge.

Crowds line the streets below and you steal a glimpse of wide-eyed children sucking lollipops, an old lady chewing her fingers, and a priest whispering while making silent crosses on his chest.

Pause, close your eyes, take a deep breath.

Stare up to the ceiling and take it step by step by step.

A bit closer, a bit closer, a tip right, a slip left… and you’re there! The crowd roars as you step onto the building ledge, open the freezer door, and carefully set down the tray.

Say goodbye to kitchen puddles, wet feet, and lopsided half-filled cubes.

Say hello—or welcome back—to

AWESOME!






Laugh lines

Since skin creases will wedge into cracks and corners throughout our lives, we’ve only got two real choices on living with them: love ’em or let ’em bother you. And if you choose option two, it’s a world of fancy creams and face stretching for you.

No, I say get used to them. Love your wrinkles! Forehead wrinkles, cheek wrinkles, chin wrinkles: we will have them all. Life will still be a ball and we’ll just be telling the world we lived it.

There’s something especially beautiful about laugh-line wrinkles. I’m talking about the ones in your dimples when you smile, the crow’s-feet in the corners of your eyes, and all the little grooves that appear on your chuckling face-scrunching forehead.

Laugh lines are a sign you have lived and lived well.

Congratulations on laughing your whole life.

AWESOME!






Sending a private message during the video conference and then seeing your coworker look down and silently smirk

It’s like passing notes in third grade.

AWESOME!






How messy your face is after eating shawarma

Pitas aren’t waterproof.

Crusty bread sacs are not built for vast swirling ponds of garlic, tahini, hummus, and hot sauce pooling at the bottom of your heavy two-handed shawarma.

You know this. I know this. The guy sawing the moist crunchy chicken off the spit knows this. Everybody knows this! So what do we do? Assemble armors of twisted wax and tissue papers, tight aluminum foils, and skinny paper bags so we might briefly delay… the gushing.

It happens slowly at first.

A little white drop with an orange oil spot inside it lands on the tray. And just as you notice it… there is another. Suddenly you’re Malcolm in Jurassic Park staring at the plastic cup of water on the dash. Thump, thump, now a drip, now a stream. The wax paper overflow compartments are filling up and you know your shawarma is sinking.

What do you do?

For the love of all that is holy you frantically bite, bite, and bite some more. Close your eyes and stab that shawarma like a frenzied shark. Bite that pink pickled turnip, bite that vinegary tabouli, bite those hot crispy fries. Garlic sauce drips down your chin, hummus mascaras your eyelashes, and two tiny cubes of chopped tomato briefly clog your nostrils till you lurch back and gasp at the ceiling for air.

Gushing liquids coat your hands and slide down your arms but you keep going and going and going—turning your head sideways for air like you’re doing a front crawl—until yes, yes, yes, yes, you are biting bits of wet pita because you successfully made it to the final folds.

Congratulations!

You made it to the end of the shawarma without the whole thing falling into a pathetic wet pile of slop.

Now look up and smile slowly at me as I smile slowly at you. Let’s lean back and twirl on our plastic bolted chairs and laugh because our faces look like they’re coated in cake batter and blood.

Let’s stare into the dark, past the glass, past the flashing neon sign, past the barren parking lot, up and over the empty main drag in this quiet town and the dark, dark forests beyond.

It’s late, late, late on a Tuesday and everyone is quiet and sleeping but we’re out and we’re moving and we’re wild and we’re grooving and we both know this is totally

AWESOME!






Finally unsubscribing from that annoying email you’ve been getting forever

Let freedom ring from the felt-covered walls of cubicle farms. Let freedom ring from the dimly lit university dorms. Let freedom ring from phones at the back of the train. Let freedom ring from laptops at the back of the plane. But not only that—let freedom ring from daily coupon deals! Let freedom ring from annual donation appeals! Let freedom ring from local sponsorship requests! And let freedom ring from spammy marketing contests!

And when this happens, when we let freedom ring, let’s all join hands and sing, “Free at last! Free at last! Look at this empty inbox, we are free at last!”

AWESOME!






Getting really, really sweaty before jumping in the lake

There will be pain.

The moment after jumping off the dock and then splash-landing in an icy body of water is a shocking Electric Skin Jolt. But good news! A second later that jolt soothes into a slow-crescendo, full-body Skin Tingle.

And that’s what we’re playing for here: those first few seconds of pins-and-needles pleasure when every part of your skin is getting freeze-kissed at once.

What could possibly amplify the Skin Tingle?

Simply getting really, really sweaty first.

Power-paddling around the dock, hopscotching across scorching sand, diving for volleyballs—all great ways to get really, really sweaty before running off the dock.

Eyes stinging, back glistening, it’s time to jump into the

AWESOME!






Discovering a shortcut the GPS doesn’t know about

Move over, Marco Polo.

Columbus, Clark, and Cortés, you got nothing, either.

Sure, maybe you sailed over choppy waves and documented life on distant lands. Maybe you traded silk with kings, discovered precious stones, and toppled empires.

But we just figured out cutting through the drugstore parking lot saves us ten seconds on the way to the shawarma place.

Beat that.

AWESOME!






Picking the right thing to unplug out of the mysterious power bar full of wires
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AWESOME!






Completely nailing the timing on that avocado

Are you a watermelon knocker?

Sometimes I go to the grocery store and see someone rapping their knuckles on a watermelon. I’ve talked to a few knockers to understand what they’re thinking. Nice deep reverb? Juicy one on their hands. Hollow and flat? Roll that one back into its pen.

Watermelon knockers were my favorite Fruit Inspectors until I met an old Jamaican woman plucking leaves from the middle of a pineapple crown. “Tells you if it’s ripe,” she said to me without looking up. “Comes out easy… eat it today.”

But what if it doesn’t come out easy?

What if you have to tug it really hard?

She looked up at me with tired eyes. “Then eat it tomorrow.”

And this is the kind of wisdom I need for avocados.

Bright green, dark green, rock hard, wrinkled and squeezy, we’re not lacking things to look for but nothing proves reliable for whether that avocado will be rotten by the time it’s sliced open. How terrible is that first sighting of brown splotches, too? You keep slicing to hopefully find one edible cubic inch of creamy greeny, but all you get inside are deep black rivery veins. Next it’s time to choke back tears and tell your kids you’re very sorry but there’s just not going to be any guacamole tonight.

A rotten avocado is a sorry situation for everyone.

Farmer sighs and shakes her head, picker lifts his hat and squints into the sun, trucker ugly-cries while nearly veering into oncoming traffic, grocer grimaces and kicks a few pebbles off the black mat at the front of the store.

Nobody wanted it to be this way.

The whole supply chain is disappointed.

And that’s why it’s such a beautiful moment when you completely nail the timing on that avocado. That’s why it’s a beautiful moment slicing it open to reveal a perfect bounty inside. Buttery yellow near the pit fading into deep green by the peel. No brown splotches, no black rivers, no hard spots, and a perfect score on scoopability.

Every molecule of that avocado’s body will be put to use nourishing your body… and your soul.

Touch your heart and smile back at the farmer, picker, trucker, and grocer for the perfect job they did delivering the

AWESOME!






Accidentally snorting while laughing

You just sounded like a pig.

AWESOME!






Gravy

Did you know our Egyptian ancestors first started putting gravy on food over 5,000 years ago? It’s true! Hieroglyphics in the tomb of Djer, an early first-dynasty pharaoh, show diners feasting and drinking from gravy boats. Building pyramids is nice, but can we agree that making gravy for the world is even better?

Gravy tastes delicious on Thanksgiving turkey, freshly baked biscuits, mashed potatoes, french fries, roasted chicken, country-fried steak, meatloaf from the diner, slow-cooked pot roasts, bangers and mash, pork chops, vegetables, and everything in between.

Breakfast or lunch, dinner or brunch, pour it on hams, drench it on yams, straight from the glass, right after mass, gravy, gravy, gravy!

AWESOME!






When your friend returns your book and they actually read it

Books are personal sanctuaries of secret, silent moments.

Lifting you up, sending you sideways, stirring emotions deep in your soul, reading a book feels like an invisible adventure. So when a friend returns your copy and tells you they loved the book, too, it’s like they were on the adventure with you.

Let’s expand this adventure together right now.

Because we’re all here celebrating life’s little moments.

Smile and sense us all around you.

As we smile and sense you.

Welcome to our book of

AWESOME!






Finding something to scratch the part of your back you can never reach

The middle of your back is no-hands-land.

All those itchy islands off Spine Beach see shade and showers, but not much in the way of back-scratching. You can try the Reverse Angle Elbow-Bender, but when it fails you’ll need to go with one of these classics:


	
1. Tree trunks. Trees! Nature’s massage therapists. Yes, in addition to oxygen, shade, and shelter, trees are natural back scratchers. For best results, avoid smooth saplings in favor of the hunched-over, wizened ones full of knots in the middle of the forest. Now covered by most major health plans.

	
2. A big metal tool from the barbecue set. Using the burger lifter or rusty tongs works fine, but for Caveman Bonus Points it’s best to go with that one giant fork with the two long, skinny prongs. Close your eyes and you’re outside your clifftop cave using a woolly mammoth tusk in front of your blazing fire. Go ahead and pick your teeth with it after.

	
3. A golf club from the basement. Head down the rickety wooden steps and pull the long string hanging from the ceiling. Fish past boxes of rubber wrestling figures, Fisher-Price telephones, and somehow-still-greasy sandwich presses till you find the big score: Grandpa’s old, leathery golf bag. Now it’s time to consult your caddy for the best club. Driver? Cumbersome. Putter? Nice but no sharp edges. What’s your best shot for this task? Well, Grandpa plunked a lot of shots in the drink. Did he ever ammo up with one of those long, white plastic extendable ball retrievers? If so, that’s your best move.

	
4. The corner of your wall. You keep watching football, I’ll just casually tiptoe to the corner and rub my lower lumbar all over the pointy wainscoting. Ohhhhh yeah. That’s nice. Now I know what the vacuum hose was talking about.

	
5. Your cat. Forget mastering French cuisine, taking years of tennis lessons, or deadlifting yourself into some chiseled hulk. No, I say better to invest thousands of hours mastering the art of getting your kitty to think of your back as a scratching post. Make sure you don’t give up after the first few years.



Yes, finding something to scratch the part of your back you can never reach avoids the awkwardness of flipping your T-shirt up, bending over slightly, and asking someone if they’ll dig their nails in deep.

Just take care of business yourself and enjoy the skin-tingling rush.

AWESOME!


COMMENTS:

Kathy says:

Okay, so I bought a back scratcher at Disney World once. It was awesome, but it broke (too much use?). A friend went to Disney for vacation and I asked him to buy me another one. What did he give me? A Mickey scratcher. What’s wrong with it? Mickey’s gloved! He does not have sharp nails and so all I get is a soft plasticy mitted scratch which is no scratch at all.

Em says:

Am I the only one in the world who doesn’t have a problem with twisting my arms around and scratching my back?

Rose replies:

My guess is you haven’t reached middle age yet. Good Luck!

Daph says:

My cat does that every now and then and it’s wonderful. BTW, who else suddenly has an itchy back??

Hannah says:

I have an intricately carved silver letter opener lying right in front of me. One pointy end, one flat end. Heaven awaits.






Rogue children

Pancake house beside the highway.

You’re chatting in your ripped red polyester booth when a rogue child suddenly appears beside your table. Where did they come from? Nobody knows. You stop to admire this Junior Runaway who is clearly living a romantic nomadic life way out past the sticky tables and chairs by the kitchen.

Rogue children are best observed within one to two miles of busy parents. You can find them in furniture showrooms, on crowded beaches, in grocery stores. Keep your eyes peeled for these footloose creatures who are both shy and curious and pose no threat unless threatened, in which case they may bite.

In an age full of flashing screens and endless programming, let’s celebrate endangered rogue children whose presence helps reflect back to us the free-range beauty and bountiful natural curiosity of childhood.

At the end of the day maybe we’re all just rogue children.

Wandering around looking for interesting things.

AWESOME!






Remembering the attachment right before sending the email

Things looked dicey for a minute there but you came through in the clutch.

AWESOME!






Drinking from the hose

It’s the buffalo of the backyard.

When you were a kid you lived off that hose. Worshipped friend, mystical enemy, the hose provided ritual cooldowns, endless sprinkler jumping, and of course, vital hydration on blazing sun-scorched afternoons.

Some people frown on drinking water from the hose. “It’s too hot,” they whine. “It tastes like rust.” But, what are you going to do when you’re already outside, soaking wet? Go inside for a Perrier on the rocks from mom?

No, don’t be lame, just pass the snaky drain from under the window pane.

Also, please remember to enjoy hose drinking with the classic Dribbly Above-the-Head Pour, the chaotic Thumb-Stop Surprise Spray, or even the painful All-the-Way Power Squeeze to the back of the throat.

Now can we get back to Tag?

Because you’re It.

And you’re

AWESOME!





“Shortly after Nate and I started dating, I moved away for school, and then he joined the Navy, and then we were at least 4,141 km apart every day of the year.

Our first Christmas didn’t work according to plan. Unfortunately, flights didn’t work and the only time we’d have together was in the airport during his two-and-a-half-hour layover. We decided to do Christmas at the airport. We also hadn’t seen each other in person for over a year since he left for Naval Training.

I got the idea to give him The Book of Awesome and personalize it with comments throughout to make it a really special gift. I spent hours writing in the book. So at the airport, I got Nate to open his present first. He peeled back the paper to reveal the cover and looked at me, shocked, and put the gift down. I told him, ‘There’s more, open the book!’ But he was already reaching in his bag. He handed me a parcel and said, ‘Open it.’ I looked at him, smiled, and peeled back the paper to reveal the exact same book. We had both created our own personalized books the same way, writing comments all over.

It was a truly awesome airport Christmas.”

—Sarah






When you finally get rid of that thing that’s been rolling around the trunk of your car forever

Muted thumps from that half-filled water bottle, grass-stained golf ball, or untied pair of skates bang against the side of your trunk and haunt you every turn.

And you think it’s annoying and you say you’ll get rid of it but when you get where you’re going your priorities suddenly shift to getting out, getting in, and getting it tomorrow.

That’s why it’s great when the glorious day finally comes.

When you clean out the trunk and every time you turn it sounds like

…

…

…

—and every time you turn it sounds like

…

…

…

—and every time you turn it sounds like

…

…

…

AWESOME!






When someone calls just to say hi

Conversations can get sharp and edgy wedged into two-point font on tiny screens.

That’s why it’s so great when your phone actually rings and you actually answer and it’s someone calling just to say hi. Whether it’s mom checking in before exams, an old friend you haven’t talked to in years, or your sister across the country just dropping into your day, it always means the same thing.

Someone’s thinking about you right now.

AWESOME!






The smell of a library

Come on in.

Pull open those smooth handles worn to a taffy-colored finish screwed into heavy chestnut doors with big rectangular windows.

As you walk past librarians at waist-high counters, stop to feel the silence spread over everything like a warm blanket.

Massive clothbound atlases, crinkly plastic-wrapped hardcovers, and sticky picture books fill rusty metal bookshelves and that thick overly lacquered circular table at the front—dented from that time someone smacked it with their wheelchair years ago.

Did your library have a Newspaper Room with glass dining room doors? Did you walk in and see long wooden rods holding the latest issues and three mute, statuesque people reading The Guardian, the Times of India, or China Daily, quietly plugging themselves into a global community?

Every book in the library offers its own olfactory immersion as you flip through the pages to that musty sweet spot in the center.

The smell of the library is the smell of sharing stories and tightening bonds between the community we live in today with everyone who came before us.

Hello people of the future.

It’s people from the past.

We’re all here together right now.

AWESOME!


COMMENTS:

An says:

I remember stamped checkout cards… I liked seeing the surnames and return dates scrawled on those cards and see if I recognized anyone.

Essa says:

I’m just going to say it… it works as a laxative on me!

Helena replies:

So that’s why my library’s bathroom is always full?!

Marissa says:

In the same vein I love the smell of old churches. The beeswax candles, the incense, the flowers, the musk, all mingling together after years and years of worship.

Jenni says:

I really miss card catalogues. Growing up, I always felt like I was on a mission when I was looking for the right book. Self-checkouts with receipts are lame!

Alicia says:

When I learned how to read there was a book mobile library that drove to my school every week and they had little cardboard library cards and you had to try and trick the librarian into believing you were a preteen so you could take out Babysitter’s Club books!

Blayne says:

This is my all-time favorite smell. If they could bottle it, I would buy it!

Mel replies:

I love the smell of old books, but one smell I love even more is the scent of glossy magazine paper. I’m addicted to it!

Rosy says:

I’m a fresh-out-of-school young adult librarian—it’s my dream job and everything I wanted it to be. My library smells like bandages (no idea why), and it permeates my hair and clothes. Normally, this would bother me, but since I love my job so much, my workplace is such a great place to be, and the community I work for is so friendly and welcoming, well, the bandage smell is suddenly very appealing.

Kathy says:

My childhood library had a bronze fountain of Christopher Robin and Pooh in the middle of the children’s section. How peaceful sitting there and reading to the sound of tinkling water. The adult section had two-story-tall stained-glass panels extolling the virtues of reading and learning. They mesmerized me as a girl, and I couldn’t wait till I was old enough to get an adult card. It helped me feel like reading was so historic, so formal, so grown-up.






Correctly guessing the secret ingredient

Sniffing bean dip, chewing brownies, spooning around curries for clues, you’re suddenly a Flavor Detective staring at the ceiling while channeling all flavor faculties toward your nose and mouth.

Close your eyes, breathe out slowly through your nose, and swirl that chaw all over your tongue so it touches different taste buds, too.

Doesn’t matter if it’s something sweet in the cheese dip or something spicy in the squares. All that matters is that feeling you get when you know you got it.

Start nodding your head, wink at the chef, and clear your throat loudly so everybody suddenly stops talking and turns to you and sees you reveal a very slow smile before waggling your eyebrows slightly and then opening your mouth to say

“Cardamom?”

AWESOME!






Finishing the workout

[image: Image]

AWESOME!






Hot chocolate in cold arenas

My sister and I took skating lessons when we were kids.

For years my parents piled us into the wood-paneled station wagon and drove us down to the old arena on Sunday nights. Bitter coffee, steamy sweat, and changeroom mold hung in the air as we laced up our skates on lacquered honey-colored benches bolted into black foam floors between other three-foot-tall kids in swishy snow pants.

I have many fond memories of slamming into the boards, slamming onto the ice, and getting snow shavings into my mitts, but it was always worth it because my parents would buy us Celebratory Hot Chocolate at the end of the lessons. I remember skating my last few laps dreaming about that dark sweet liquid splash-spewing into the waxy paper cup from that shuddering brown machine before the old lady behind the wooden counter sprinkled a few small cardboard-like marshmallows on top. She then pushed the burning cup across the counter into my eight-year-old wet, mittened hands without anybody worrying about me possibly tripping over my blades and forever scalding my cherubic features.

Snow melted off our blades and our eyes flashed and sparkled as we wobbled back to those shiny benches holding burning cups… flashing beaming smiles.

AWESOME!






Taking the stairs beside somebody taking the escalator

Coming out of the subway, heading to the gates, or strolling back to the office after lunch, you’re walking beside someone when you hit that classic fork in the road. On the right is a smooth-moving escalator with a bit of traffic and on the left is a wide-open set of stairs. As the person beside you steps onto the escalator you jump on the stairs and a starter’s pistol goes off.

Jump up those stairs, take them two at a time, do whatever you need to do to beat that racing bunny all the way to the top. Celebrate by sucking in huge gasping, wheezy breaths while grabbing your ribs and wiping your shiny forehead on your T-shirt.

Congratulations, friend.

You just burned a calorie.

AWESOME!






Dogs with jobs

Dogs are lazy.

There, I said it.

And you know it’s true.

Look who’s sleeping on the couch, look who’s drooling on my socks, look who’s wandering around in circles. Dogs, my friend, dogs, dogs, dogs.

And sure, maybe the dog economy has dried up so it’s not as easy to give a dog a bone. But that’s why before this old man comes rolling home, I suggest we all stop to say thanks to the K9s actually earning their kibble:


	
Seeing Eye dogs. What was life like for blind people a thousand years ago? Glasses weren’t invented yet and we hadn’t trained dogs to be backup eyes. Did people like me just walk around aimlessly till we fell into geysers or tried petting hyenas? Well, lucky for us the past thousand years has brought us both glasses from the Italians and Seeing Eye dogs from the French. Seeing Eye dogs deftly avoid geysers, help you get on and off the bus, and look both ways before helping you cross the street, too. Ears perked, always alert, there’s a reason we start our list with them. One of the hardest-working dogs in the business.

	
Junkyard dogs. Who did you think was going to guard all these spare tires, rusty chains, and piles of gravel? Rainstorms, mud puddles, and barbed wire makes junkyard dogging a tough life. But an honest life. A respectable life.

	
Dalmatians on the fire squad. Apparently, firefighters took Dalmatians with them a hundred years ago because they were a natural barking siren. Their aggressive nature and loud yaps cleared the streets for big red trucks, or, you know, a couple guys holding pails, to race toward the blaze. Dogs of pure heart and courage, these dogs.

	
Bomb-sniffing dogs. Speaking of courage, do you ever see German Shepherds in the airport sniffing around for duct-taped packages making ticking sounds? That’s a job I wouldn’t want to do. You neither? Make sure to smile and nod at these noble airport warriors next time you’re running in your flip-flops to grab a cinnamon bun before flying home from the beach resort.

	
Sheep dogs. Herding sheep over grassy hills is no walk in the pasture. While his distant cousins lounge on porches all day before taking a crap on my lawn the far nobler actually-still-herding-sheep sheep dog runs around for hours barking till all those aimlessly wandering sheep all walk the same way. Fierce determination and tireless work ethic are hallmarks of the role.



Dogs with jobs keep the rusty gears of our economy creaking as they dedicate their noble lives to service. The least we can do in return is pay them room, board, and a comprehensive benefits plan.

Dogs with jobs, step forward.

Now, step forward. Step! Step!

Siiiiiiiiit.

Good dog.

Today we officially declare you

AWESOME!






Adding a gift note to yourself on your online order


Dear Angie,

I know you think you don’t deserve this and I know you might even be feeling some guilt or shame at the idea you even bought yourself this so I want to remind you that you absolutely DO deserve it and you absolutely DO NOT need to feel guilty because you damn well made that money and you damn well earned that money and who even CARES what Bernard thinks because Bernard’s not in your life anymore and even if that mo

Error: Over Max Character Limit.

Dear Angie,

You are

AWESOME!








When you find out what was making that horrible smell and get rid of it

My eleventh grade chemistry class began with Ms. Serevetas handing each of us a big, broken-spined textbook. A small woman wearing oversized red glasses and a loose white lab coat, she introduced herself briskly and began calling us up, one by one, to the front of the room.

It was the first day so we didn’t know Ms. Serevetas or many of our classmates yet. Nobody had the guts to start talking or play games. We just stared straight ahead in mind-numbing silence while each student shuffled up, collected their ratty textbook, then shuffled back to their desk.

It was a slow and painful ordeal until, out of nowhere… one guy’s book just suddenly stank.

Something steamy and abrasive filled the room and soon eyes started watering and a few people turned to quietly retch. Poor Stinky-Book Guy had no choice but to stare ahead and pretend nothing was happening. “Move along,” he seemed to be saying. “Maybe everyone’s book smells like farts in a fish market.”

But Stinky-Book Guy’s stoicism was no match for the building buzz. Ms. Serevetas was forced to take action. She looked suspiciously at Stinky-Book Guy, scrunched her eyebrows, and with a pained grimace began nodding slowly at him. He seemed to get the message and looked down at his textbook to size it up for battle.

And remember: no phones, no screens, just a roomful of teenagers bored out of our minds, so the Mystery of the Funky Textbook captivated like fireworks. The room got quiet and everyone craned their necks as he slowly began fanning pages. He started fanning quicker and quicker until a few pages slapped together fast to reveal the location of the stench.

Teeth were clenched, desks grabbed for bracing, and we all watched in horror as Stinky-Book Guy peeled open the pages to reveal an old…

rotting…

piece…

of…

salami.

Apparently, someone had the good idea to slide a slice of cured meat between chapters on Boyle’s Law and Avagodro’s Number and then leave it steeping in a musty storage closet all summer. Now that once beautifully speckled spicy slice was gray and slimy and had somehow inched itself even closer to death.
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