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The Ministry Of Slightly Annoying Miracles

Life’s true magic isn’t flawless. It’s gloriously, irrepressibly human.
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​

​Dedication
For Suzy (brilliant mother of our two tiny hurricanes)—living proof that patience, love, family, and the occasional well-timed argument are life’s most confusing, slightly annoying, utterly inevitable miracles

​

​

​Remember:
 We’ve twisted, we’ve tumbled, we’ve slammed every door,
 We’ve broken apart just to come back for more.
 We made two small humans—dear Ivy and Sam—
 Now we stare at the chaos like, “Wait...was this the plan?”
 Two weirdos with kids and confused, sleepy goals,
 Hearts full of love and a few plot twists and holes.
 It’s messy, it’s magic, it shifts every day—
 A miracle unfolding in its own strange way... maybe... hopefully.
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“A little absurdity makes the ordinary unforgettable. A lot of it reminds us that reality was never that ordinary to begin with.”

​

​Why This Book Feels Uncomfortably Familiar (and That’s the Point)

Let’s be honest—modern life is one long to-do list interrupted by glitchy group chats, mental load gymnastics, and the creeping suspicion that your coffee machine judges you. We chase productivity with the urgency of an Olympic sprinter but trip over the absurdity of everyday nonsense: office politics, broken printers, surprise existential dread between Zoom calls. Sound familiar?

That’s exactly where The Ministry of Slightly Annoying Miracles lives.

This book is absurd, yes—but so is life. The idea of a ministry that manages random little miracles with flamingos, talking elevators, and origami explosions? It's really just a mirror held up to the chaos we all pretend is normal. The ministry’s daily dysfunction—paperwork rebellions, emotional Wi-Fi, plants demanding sunlight—isn’t just funny. It’s painfully accurate.

Because deep down, we all work in some version of that ministry....
Ours just comes with fewer singing photocopiers and more performance reviews with no real point.
In the Ministry, the absurd is a coping mechanism. The surreal is structure.... And the slightly annoying? That’s the glue holding everything together. Much like real life, miracles aren’t grand events—they’re the tiny moments where you didn’t snap at your kid after 4 hours of sleep, or the day your partner remembered to buy milk without you reminding them.

This book invites you to laugh at the chaos, find meaning in the weird, and maybe—just maybe—embrace the fact that life doesn’t have to make sense to be beautiful. It just has to be shared, survived, and savored... one sticky note at a time.

So go ahead. Make peace with the ridiculous. Take a deep breath.
And remember: slightly annoying miracles are still miracles.

​Meet Your Modern-Day Office Heroes

​In every cubicle jungle, there’s a cast of unlikely champions ready to turn chaos into camaraderie. Meet the faces (and feathers, and springs) behind the daily miracles that keep modern work from spiraling into the abyss.

​🧍‍♂️ Archibald Crispin — The Overthinker Who Accidentally Became a Leader

Real-life role: You. Me. The person who just wanted a normal day and got chaos instead.
Archibald is the reluctant leader we all become when no one else reads the group chat. He overanalyzes everything, hopes no one notices he's winging it, and somehow ends up being everyone’s emotional support human. He’s the well-meaning team lead who walks into a Monday and finds a dragon made of Post-its.

​💃 Deepa — The Ultra-Capable Chaos Controller

Real-life role: That one coworker who does 15 things before 9 AM and still looks unbothered.
Deepa’s the one who thrives in high-pressure group projects, remembers birthdays, and solves tech problems no one else can describe. She's the glue of the team—the multitasker who says “no worries” while lowkey saving the day. Also definitely has snacks and a spreadsheet for everything.

​🎙️ Sharon & Melody (The Copier) — The Office Besties/Codependent Duo

Real-life role: That coworker who talks to machines like they’re people. And wins the argument.
Sharon and her beloved copier Melody are inseparable. Sharon is the extrovert who brings karaoke to the quarterly report, and Melody? She's every workplace tool that’s weirdly more loyal than your health insurance provider. Together, they’re office culture on caffeine.

​🐘 Bartholomew (Security Elephant) — The Gentle Giant Who’s Overqualified for His Job

Real-life role: That overachieving coworker who should be CEO but just wants to be left alone with his tea.
Bartholomew is calm, capable, and oddly wise. He’s the one you trust with your spare keys, secrets, and emotional baggage. His mere presence makes meetings less awkward. Security is just his cover; his real job is keeping your nervous system in check.

​🦩 The Flamingos — HR Meets Performance Art

Real-life role: The culture team that hosts mandatory Zumba, yet somehow pulls it off.
The flamingos represent the well-intentioned but over-the-top initiatives we all roll our eyes at—until we’re actually having fun. They're quirky, loud, and somehow know how everyone takes their coffee. If glitter were a department, it’d be them.

​🐢 The Sloth-Poet — The Philosophical Underachiever

Real-life role: That coworker who misses every deadline but delivers genius when they show up.
This is the guy who spends lunch breaks writing haikus about printer errors. He speaks once a week, but when he does, it changes you. His vibe screams burnout-turned-Buddha. Somehow, his inefficiency is a form of wisdom.

​🪞Reflectra (The Sentient Mirror) — The Reluctant Therapist

Real-life role: The office friend who gives unsolicited life advice but is usually right.
Reflectra doesn’t sugarcoat. She reflects (literally and emotionally), throws shade, and tells you the truth you didn’t ask for. She’s part mentor, part self-help app, part exasperated aunt with an advanced degree in "I told you so."

​🧛 Rival Department — The Cool Kids from Another Floor

Real-life role: The competitive department that always seems to get better snacks and budget approval.
They’re polished, smug, and probably have their own espresso machine. You act like you don’t care, but you absolutely stalk their team retreat photos and compare onboarding slides. They’re who you’d hate if you weren’t slightly obsessed with impressing them.

​👻 Mr. A. Riddle (The Ghost Founder) — The Founder Who Never Really Left

Real-life role: The visionary ex-boss everyone still quotes, even though no one understands what he actually did.
Mr. Riddle is the ghost of office ideals—brilliant, confusing, and haunting every team meeting with “back in my day” energy. He’s the founder whose legacy lingers in the policy manual no one has read, but whose quirky rituals are somehow sacred.

​🪴 The Plants — Burnt-Out Employees with a Silent Union

Real-life role: Us. All of us. Underwater, underlit, and ready to revolt for a little fresh air.
The plants are the quiet workers who’ve had enough. They sit in the background absorbing nonsense until one day, boom—full-blown protest. They demand sunlight, breaks, and the basic dignity of not being watered once every 3 months with stale coffee.

​📦 The Elevator — The Conflicted Middle Manager

Real-life role: The communication platform, project management tool, and overworked supervisor all rolled into one.
Always in motion, rarely appreciated, and trying to hold everyone’s emotional baggage. When the elevator finally speaks, it doesn’t just open doors—it opens old wounds. Its journey is a midlife crisis in button form.

Every character in The Ministry of Slightly Annoying Miracles is someone you’ve met at work—or are. They remind us that modern life is both ridiculous and remarkable, that miracles might come with noise complaints, and that surviving it all with your weird little crew? That’s the real win.
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​Prologue
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Archibald Crispin sat behind his neatly filed pile of “to-do” forms and stared at the blinking clock. Another Monday, another week of gray ties, endless memos, and fluorescent lights. He longed for... well, anything different.

Then his alarm clock winked. The mirror called him “sharp.” His briefcase sang at him. In that moment, he realized this would not be an ordinary day—and that perhaps his entire career at the Ministry of Mundane Affairs was about to change.

What he didn’t know was how wildly it would change. A rubber chicken on a PowerPoint slide. A jungle in the elevator. Flamingos in feathered tuxedos. Midnight carnivals that spark confetti storms. Ghosts reciting forgotten jokes. Machines staging rebellions. Even the office plants would demand dance breaks.

Above all, Archibald would learn that a little absurdity—and a touch of mischief—could transform the dullest tasks into moments of joy, connection, and wonder. With every stapler that chirped and every paperclip that danced, he found that life’s true magic lives not in perfect order, but in the wonderfully unexpected.

Welcome to the Ministry of Slightly Annoying Miracles. Let the delight begin.
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Chapter 1: The Clock That Refused to Behave

[image: ]


Archibald Crispin woke up on what felt like an entirely ordinary Monday. He lay in bed listening to the steady hum of the city outside his window. The sun had just started to stretch its light across the floorboards. Archibald yawned, swung his legs over the edge of the mattress, and planted his feet on the carpet—only to hear a snicker.

He glanced down. The alarm clock on his nightstand glowed back at him with a pixelated grin.

“Good morning, sir,” it chirped in a tiny electronic voice. “Ready for another spectacular routine?”

Archibald blinked. He pinched himself. Nothing changed. The clock tilted its little plastic face and winked.

“You’re joking,” he muttered.

“Of course not,” it replied. “I have a schedule. You’re late.”

He scrambled for his glasses and peered at the display. It read 6:00 AM—and then flipped to 6:01 AM, then 6:02 AM, each time accompanied by a soft giggle.

Archibald rubbed his temples. Mondays were allowed exactly one minor glitch. This was... excessive.

He pushed himself out of bed, nearly slipping on the rug that had inexplicably sprouted polka dots overnight. He shuffled to the bathroom. The mirror greeted him by saying, “Looking sharp,” then promptly sashayed its frame like it was auditioning for a dance recital. Archibald splashed water on his face.

“Focus,” he said to himself.

Breakfast was no less bizarre. The toaster belted out Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony each time Archibald slid in a slice of bread. The bread popped up wearing tiny conductor’s batons. The coffee maker sighed in relief when he poured water in—then wobbled and burped java steam in time with his heartbeat. Archibald accepted the gentle chaos.

He grabbed his briefcase—a dull, gray Samsonite that usually whispered complaints if left too closed for too long. Today, though, it sang a jaunty tune:

“Pack me up! Pack me up! We’re off to work!”

Archibald sighed. “It’s just work,” he mumbled, lost already.

By the time he reached the Ministry of Mundane Affairs, the lobby had been transformed into a carnival for misplaced ideas. A clown in a pinstripe suit juggled staplers. A mariachi band fiddled with fax machines. The security guard dozed under a giant “Welcome” banner that fluttered like a confused bird. Archibald stepped around a pogo stick club practicing kangaroo boxers.

Chief Bureaucrat Gladstone spotted him. Gladstone was a tall man in a dark suit. Normally, he wore a tie so immaculately straight it looked like a ruler. Today, though, the tie was animated—tumbling and looping around his collar like a circus ribbon.

“Crispin!” Gladstone boomed, voice echoing off the marble. “Straight to Theta-4. Bring your briefcase.”

Archibald nodded dumbly. Theta-4 would normally host the Weekly Review of Filing Cabinets. He wondered what the surprise was.

In the elevator, the floor indicator flickered: G, H, I, J... then “Nowhere.” The elevator dinged and the doors opened onto a lush jungle filled with ferns and orchids. Exotic birds cawed corporate buzzwords: “Synergy
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