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Introduction
Joy Behar
Just reading the front page of the newspaper these days is enough to put even the relentlessly cheerful von Trapp family into a serious state of melancholy. Maybe the world has always been riddled with disasters and misery, but that doesn’t mean that I can’t enjoy a double mocha latte with whipped cream. Too fattening, you say. I agree. It’s getting more and more difficult to eat my way out of my mood swings.
When I was a child, my mother would get into a funk over things that I didn’t understand, but I noticed that she could always snap herself out of it by putting on an aria from Madama Butterfly. The next thing I knew, she’d be singing along and having a wonderful time, even though she was crying for poor Butterfly. It was her way of cheering herself up. I realized then that it was up to me to monitor my ups and downs, and her opera collection.
These days, when the doldrums hit, I head for a department store. I find that loitering near the handbags has a calming effect on me. The smell of a Gucci bag is like a trip to Siena in June.
My second-favorite mood elevator is a manicure and pedicure, with a neck massage thrown in. Lately, I’ve discovered that the little nail salons that are popping up all over the city where I live offer a reflexology treatment between pedicures. I think I’ll just move into one these shops.
If all else fails, I get on the phone with my girlfriends and start marathon blabbing. After two or three hours of nonstop analysis of our issues, I feel completely liberated from any threat of the blues.
In the spirit of group participation, I’ve asked a hundred and one of my friends, associates, and role models what they do when they’re feeling down. I’m happy to say that their responses have been as varied and helpful as they have been interesting and original.
This is not a “how-to” book. I don’t like how-to books. Just because Dr. So-and-So does it one way does not mean that I’m going to want to do it that way. I like to get a variety of answers on the big questions in life. Sigmund Freud was smart and probably right about a lot of things, but “penis envy”? I don’t think so.
So, when you’re in the doldrums and a hot fudge sundae isn’t doing it for you, check out this book. Not everyone’s ideas will appeal to you. If repeating a mantra makes you anxious, don’t meditate. Personally, I find fishing tedious, but if that’s your hook, go for it.
And by all means, stay away from anything that Sylvia Plath wrote.
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Patch Adams
In this world, I think a person can choose who he or she wishes to be, becoming a composition of intentions. Deciding to be happy, I only had to determine the ideal performance to forward my intentions, then notice the resulting consequences. I left living in a syntax of “because” (because I’m too old, I have cancer, of what my father did, I’m shy, etc.) and switched to a syntax of “so that” (I do this…so that my intention is put forward). It is what Buddhists call “mindfulness,” to be present and involved in making me.
The human world is so close to its own extinction that we don’t have time to invest in feeling miserable; it is a self-centered act that stands in the way. Do for others in care, and your down day turns to bright sunshine. Throw away your tablets and be enchanting! Whee!
 
Patch Adams is a medical doctor, clown, performer, and social activist. In 1971, he founded the Gesundheit! Institute, a holistic medical community that has provided free medical care to thousands. He is the author of two books, Gesundheit! and House Calls, and is the subject of a major motion picture starring Robin Williams titled Patch Adams.

David A. Adler
I’m a writer, so being tired or in a bad mood can mean I’ll lose a day’s work. I have lots of deadlines, so I simply cannot afford bad moods. And, of course, they’re no fun.
Talking to friends always improves my mood. If I call you to talk, it could be that talking to you makes me feel good. I have also filled my office with things that cheer me: lots of books, family photographs, good-smelling citrus plants, and tapes of radio programs from the 1930s and ’40s—you know the ones, Fibber McGee and Molly, Lux Radio Theater, The Jack Benny Show, The Whistler, and The Bickersons. I also have several models of cars from my youth, a 1962 Chevy Bel Air (my first car), a 1950 Hudson, and a 1965 Pontiac GTO, among others. You wondered what child would want those toys. Well, I’m that child! Whenever I buy a new toy, I tell myself it’s cheaper than a session with a psychologist or medication.
Just entering my office cheers me. It’s my place. I think it’s great to have a “happy space,” and I feel fortunate that mine is where I spend many hours each day working.
 
David A. Adler is the author of more than two hundred books for young readers, including the Cam Jansen mysteries, the Picture Book Biography series, the Andy Russell books, and The Babe and I.

Brian W. Aldiss
There are many people I love, many I enjoy, many for whom I am grateful.
Nevertheless, I cannot but feel that humanity as a whole is a bit of a flop. We have overrun the planet like a form of pest and are busy ruining it. Even the permafrost in Siberia is melting.
All these things make one feel bad. And bad is what we should feel. It’s not just a question of taking more dope or drinking more wine, though admittedly that helps. I cheer myself up by writing novels where the human race gets into fatal trouble.
Personally, I am sweet-natured. Many women love me, as I love many women. My table manners are good. And I am cheerful despite what I have said above. But if I really want to cheer myself up greatly and have a laugh, I think of the funniest, bitterest joke I ever heard—told to me by a Russian Jewish friend.
The joke goes like this. (Historically, it comes from the time when Poland was under Soviet domination. Polish jokes often take the form of riddles, as does this joke.)
Question: What stands on the corner of the street and does not kick people?
Answer: A Russian-made people-kicker.
If you can’t laugh at that, you don’t deserve to be happy!
 
Brian W. Aldiss is the author of many works of fiction, nonfiction, and poetry. He is most known for his celebrated works of science fiction, which have won several awards, including multiple Hugos and Nebulas. In 2005, Aldiss was awarded the title of Officer of the Order of the British Empire for services to literature.

Max Alexander
I’m a comic. A once-in-a-blue-moon actor. A foodaholic. I’ve a brother who killed two people. Am fifty-three and still single. I’m not only down in the dumps, I got a condo on the beach with a panoramic view of the “dumps.” My name is actually on the rotary sign as you enter Dumpsville, right across the street from Our Lady of “What the Hell Did I Do to Deserve This Crap” High School.
Don’t get me wrong. I’m not making excuses. Just drawing a picture. Having some real drama in my life, I’m just glad to have my health; some work (which I love to do); cash in my pocket; a great, great—did I say great?—brother (the rabbi, not the murderer, long story), Moshe, and his family; and last, but not least, a great friend and mentor, Jerry Lewis.
So what do I do when attacked by the dumps? Which either I could see coming or, with a blink of an eye, they could be waiting for me in my foyer. I really don’t have a foyer, but I love saying the word foyer.
Well, a few things. First and foremost is food. Food glorious food. Oh, how carbohydrates taste on the tongue and make the soul dance. Pizza! The prescription to the cure of a blue mood. Unfortunately, being a native New Yorker and living in Los Angeles (the capital of “Hey, it’s just like New York pizza”), I have to settle for mediocrity. Every kosher deli in L.A. is a misnomer, and I don’t even know what misnomer means…but it sounds right. There was a deli that had the “square” potato knish (potato pie, for the Episcopalians out there) shipped in from New York. They steamed it! Why don’t you just defile a synagogue while you’re at it?
Anyway, food is only a temporary solution. You eat, you get fat, and you’re blue again!
But—and I know you never start a sentence with the word but, but screw the rules; I’m out of school—there are three things that always get me out of the blues:
1. Doing a good thing for someone.
It could be a stranger. It could be a friend. It could be big or it could be small. I won’t tell you about the charitable things I do. If I tell you, it takes away the good feelings I achieve from doing them. I also know that when I get that uplifting feeling from doing charitable work, it won’t make me fat!
2. Calling my brother Moshe.
We are three brothers. The oldest…a murderer by trade. Myself, a comic (having a brother that’s a convicted killer takes the heat off me being a comic), and my Moshe, the rabbi. Even when there is no answer to my bluish feelings, I know there is someone out there who cares for me and feels my pain.
3. Going to someone who always sets me straight: Jerry Lewis.
Now, I know this won’t help you as a reader, so I’m not going to bloviate on how I know this dear friend of mine. Maybe you’ll see it on E! when I die (forty or fifty times during the sweeps). Just let me say this: This mentor has a way of seeing the light and, most important, the directions to get out of the little hamlet I like to call “Dumpsville.”
Max Alexander is a comedian and actor. He has appeared several times on The Tonight Show and has acted in films such as Punchline with Tom Hanks and Roxanne starring Steve Martin. Alexander has also opened for many big names in Las Vegas, including Tom Jones and Frank Sinatra.

Richard Anderson
The world is imperfect. Be cognitive. Work hard. Stay out of politics.
 
Richard Anderson is a film and television actor who has appeared in more than forty films, including Stanley Kubrick’s Paths of Glory and the critically acclaimed Charles Burnett film The Glass Shield. Anderson is also known for becoming the first actor to play the same role in two separate series, Oscar Goldman in both The Six Million Dollar Man and The Bionic Woman.

Richard Ayers
A few years ago I needed a lift. My life had changed. From 1947, I had been a freelance illustrator of comic book adventure stories; in 1986, when assignments had slacked off, I decided to “retire.” Being a frugal couple, my wife and I managed comfortably, although I found reading books in the winters and loafing at the beach in the summers left me feeling I was missing something. I was asked by a magazine to write about my years illustrating comic book stories. My editor stressed he wanted me to write about how badly I was treated, but I wouldn’t write anything negative about the editors or publishers I had worked for and still hoped to work with again.
The idea of writing a memoir about my years in comics inspired me to start typing. I got an outline finished and felt something was missing…. I didn’t get the exciting feeling I had when illustrating. My wife, Lindy, suggested I missed drawing pictures. She was right! Writing words was boring to me. I needed to illustrate the words. Lindy agreed and told me to write and illustrate my autobiography as a comic book story! I felt excitement setting up my studio to start work on the autobiography while adding whimsy and humor to my stories. As I progressed, I showed my autobio to editors and friends, receiving favorable reactions.
Once I had forty pages done, a publisher said he wanted to publish the autobiography. We signed a contract and I finished three-hundred-plus pages—enough to publish my work in three paperback volumes, which we did, and to set out to publish those in one hardcover book. Alas, the press run for the three paperbacks was just over fifteen hundred. I ended up with no big profit from my autobio. I just have a small inventory left for requests for copies.
And now I am seeking a new publisher.
I have no “down-in-the-dumps” feeling, for I look to the future with a hundred-plus-page graphic novel also completed.
Illustrating comic book stories was my solution to correcting my downtime, and that was thanks to my wife encouraging me. Thanks, Lindy. Your love is very sustaining.
 
Richard Ayers is a cartoonist who is known for his artwork in many titles, including Ghost Rider, The Incredible Hulk, and The Fantastic Four. Ayers is famous for his work during the comic gold and silver ages, most notably for Marvel Comics and The Timely/Atlas/Marvel Group.
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Babette E. Babich
I find that animals can almost always bring me joy. This is true when I am in my finest form and this is true especially when I am lost in sadness, down, desolate. My cats—indeed, any cat!—can do this, by dint of sheer beauty: their way of being in the world, their elegance. Even the clumsiest among them enjoys an impossible grace. But it may be that what delights me above all is the chance to touch them. To pet a cat, it has been said, is the privilege of stroking a tiger (a viewpoint most cats take without needing to be told…). Petting a purring cat, as the ever-helpful researchers of health and well-being have found, measurably reduces blood pressure. This calming reduction in blood pressure is apparently mutually beneficial.
Of course, if I am really down, disconsolate, a walk in a park or garden does literal wonders. It doesn’t have to be New York City’s Central Park or the Brooklyn Botanical Gardens or Fort Tryon Park, near Manhattan’s Cloisters; it can be any city, any park, any country walk. And it doesn’t have to be walking; it can be in-line skating along the Hudson or in the park (I don’t have a bike and I don’t do the city cross-country-ski thing, but I am sure that this would work, too), just as long as one can move with ease. For me, it’s not about the exercise (just)—and that is why I left running off the list (which seems to me a kind of second job for those who engage in it). Instead, it is about the trees and the plants and the light of the sky, in every season. These are small things.
Walking in the natural world is all about the chance to notice small things. For me and for my spirit, just the sight of a squirrel, red or gray, or, as one sometimes sees them in New York, black, can do marvels: watching them hunt for nuts, even better; watching them bury acorns, digging a hole for the acorn and then delicately patting it down, using their front paws like careful little hands; watching them climb and descend trees in circular motion, chasing one another (whether in fury or in the hope of love); or seeing them suspend themselves like overfurred bats from tree trunks and branches. But, above all, watching them running, bounding sinuously as they go, furry body followed by an echoing tail—little knots of intention, of purposeful being, as the poet says, natural Prozac and chamomile for the soul! As a kind of payback for this delight, I try to walk around with shelled nuts in a little zip-lock bag most of the fall and winter. These, this is my idea, are fancy nuts: pecans and walnuts and almonds (I have found that cashews perplex them), the sort of nuts a city squirrel has likely never encountered in its life (except, of course, as handouts from New Yorkers like myself, who worry that giving peanuts salted in the shell to squirrels cannot be good for them…). Intriguingly, squirrels, the ones with good experiences, know my intentions and add to my joy by meeting me halfway: a little dance of giver and giftee. I give them the nuts shelled—to save them work, so I pretend. In truth, I am hoping to get them to eat the nut so that I can watch them (and they don’t always do this). Because I like pecans, I tend to carry these preferentially and thus I have a snack on hand for myself. And that, too, is a cheering thing.
I began by mentioning cats and walks and blading, and ended with squirrels, just because I have found that afterward I can turn to friends and family. And yet I almost never turn to my friends or my family to cheer me up to begin with, firstly because that seems a touch unfair and secondly, maybe more crucially, so experience tells me, they, less keen on the wonders of squirrels than I am, may well be in need of someone to cheer them up themselves!
 
Babette E. Babich is a professor of philosophy at Fordham University as well as an adjunct research professor at Georgetown University. She is the author of several books and is the executive editor of New Nietzsche Studies, the journal of the Nietzsche Society. Babich recently received a Fulbright scholarship for her research on the philosophers Friedrich Nietzsche and Martin Heidegger and the poet Friedrich Hölderlin.

OPS/images/Beha_9780307407276_epub_001_r1.jpg
When You
Need a Lift

But Dom't Want to Eat Chacolate,
Pay a Shrink. or Drink a Bottl of Gin

Joy Behar and Friends

@

Crown Publishers





OPS/images/Beha_9780307407276_epub_002_r1.jpg





OPS/images/Beha_9780307407276_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
WHEN YOU
NEED A LIET

But Don’t Want to Eat Chocolate,
Pay a Shrink, or Drink a Bottle of Gin

Joy Behar and Friends






