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				“In the depth of winter, I finally learned that there was in me an invincible summer.”
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			Introduction

			I magine a man meditating on a secluded mountaintop. Imagine another man with jiggling manboobs dancing at a rock concert. Now imagine something in between, and you have me and my approach to life. I tell you this not because I want you to envision me chesty and hairy while showing up to meet you for lunch. Rather, I want you to think about fun and faith in the same sentence. Because there is a place where the party and the prayer can coexist peacefully. There is a place where the chocolate tastes sweeter, the music sounds better, the inspiration feels richer, and the visions look clearer. That place is The Moment.

			This book is an inspirational manual, a funny, irreverent guide that encourages you to protect those sacred moments when life happens and memories are formed. When we pollute the moment with excessive distraction and stimulation, it affects our ability to slow time, to record memories, and to truly appreciate life. Whether it’s the chaos of the cell phone interrupting the perfection of a great sunset or the stress of work clouding precious time with loved ones, so many of us are missing the important moments in our lives—not because we don’t care, but because we’re so busy.

			I believe there’s an urgent need to reclaim The Moment.

			The following story inspired my fascination with the impact one moment can have on a lifetime. When I was fifteen years old, I went with my dad to Game 1 of the 1988 World Series at Dodger Stadium in Los Angeles. With my hometown Dodgers batting, the heavily favored Oakland A’s were ahead 4-3 with two outs in the bottom of the ninth inning. Things were looking bleak for the Dodgers. Their MVP Kirk Gibson was worn down from the long season and sitting out the game to rest his injured body. But in a last gasp of hope, and a man on second base, Gibson was summoned to bat.

			Facing the A’s dominating relief pitcher Dennis Eckersley, Gibson was so badly injured that were he to get a hit, he could barely run to first base let alone to second. He dug into the batter’s box but struggled to get his bat on the ball as he fouled off pitch after pitch. The fans awaited what would surely be the overmatched Gibson’s inevitable strikeout. And then the amazing happened. Gibson got a hold of a pitch and drove a high fly ball deep into the October sky and over the right-field bleachers for a home run! The Dodgers dramatically won the game and went on to the win the World Series. It is still widely considered one of the greatest moments in the history of American sports.

			You want to know where I was sitting when he hit that home run? In the back seat of my dad’s car driving down the 405 freeway. That’s right … we missed a moment for the ages so we could beat twenty minutes of traffic in the parking lot.

			It happens to everyone. We leave early from an event because we’re trying to beat the traffic or we forget to enjoy a meal because we’re watching the news while eating or we fail to notice a full moon because who has time for a full moon when a hundred e-mails await your reply? As the great yogi Iyengar said, “We throw ourselves from one endeavor to another, believing that speed and movement is all there is in life.” And in this mission for speed and movement, we miss so much of the life experience.

			For this reason, there’s an increasing need for a personal ritual or practice that enables—and delivers—sanity and clarity amid the chaos. Yoga became my way of carving out more moments. But I didn’t discover this without striking out a few times.

			Right out of college, I went to work for a sports talent agent, doing PR for NBA legend Shaquille O’Neal. Shaq enjoyed calling me Slowmanelli on account of my less-than-speedy gait around the office. You could say I was oh-so-slowly finding my way.

			After that job, I pursued a few other careers, but nothing really resonated until my buddy Ian Lopatin invited me to a yoga class. The energy in the room was intoxicating. I felt muscles release, tightness melt, and a clarity I didn’t know was possible. After that first class, I was hooked! Yoga got me to that same place that I’d experienced watching the Dodgers, going to Grateful Dead concerts, and pining for my latest love. Yoga was a fusion of everything—physical, mental, and emotional.

			So along with some similarly inspired friends, I promptly quit my job, and headed for Arizona. We like to say we dropped a yoga bomb on Phoenix. In quick order, we opened yoga studios that are now considered pioneering in the international yoga community. The studios offer a modern presentation of the ancient practice, fusing everything you know and love about Western culture (fashion, music, technology) with everything you know and love about ancient Eastern culture (Feng Shui, sacred geometry, soothing chants). Our mission was to make yoga more accessible to the masses by busting through yoga’s stereotype of being an overly serious, pseudo-hippie, woo-woo experience.

			A few months after we opened the first studio, I started teaching yoga. I added mainstream music to my classes—from Willie Nelson to Frank Sinatra, Erykah Badu to Phish, the Gypsy Kings to George Strait—to make the ancient practice a little more familiar. I called my style Yeah Dave Yoga because in college I had a tendency to ask “profound” questions my friends didn’t know how to answer so they’d simply reply, “Yeah Dave.”

			To each of my yoga classes, I add a message using fun themes, quotes, and a touch of humor. My students have proven a captive audience for my questions and ideas. And more important, the questioning ensures that my students never get bored. God knows there’s nothing worse than being bored. I’ve been known to eat at a restaurant and order the check with the meal, such is my dislike for sitting and waiting with even the slightest chance of being bored.

			So, despite my life as a yoga teacher, I am hardly preaching on a pulpit of patience. For though I love yoga and travel the globe teaching it, sometimes it asks too much of a person to remain on a three-by-six yoga mat for sixty to ninety minutes. Clearly, yoga is not for everyone. But there is one benefit from yoga that is absolutely and totally relevant to everyone: an enhanced ability to live in the moment. While so many would want this ability, they might not want to do yoga to get it.

			And such is my motivation for writing this book. I seek to show you there are no prerequisites to living in the moment.

			While this book is influenced by yoga principles, yoga gurus (Iyengar and Pattabhi Jois), and yoga-inspired philosophers (from Wayne Dyer to Caroline Myss), you will soon realize this is not a yoga book. Living in the moment doesn’t involve any crazy stretches, far-fetched formulas, or life-changing diets. It doesn’t require you to give away your possessions, commit to wearing loincloths, or memorize sacred texts. In fact, I will show you that living in the moment can be learned so quickly that it merits abbreviation. So I’ve removed the word in. Why? Because you need not fit “in” to any custom, clique, or tradition. “Livin’ the Moment” simply suggests redefining the things you love most (e.g., a taste of chocolate, a sip of wine, a great tune) as gateways to the power and beauty of being present.

			Here’s how it works.

			Every day, if you can enjoy one delicious moment, one beautiful moment, and one funny moment, you will soon recognize a meaningful life is no further away than a box of chocolates on your desk, the street musician on your walk to work, and a little heartwarming (if not sidesplitting) laughter.

			How do you find a delicious moment? Allow the ecstasy of a great bite of food to deliver you to an altered state. In Italy, savoring pastries, sauces, and pastas is a means of celebrating life and carving out islands of sensory pleasure. To take a cue from Italians, surround yourself with exotic foods in your office, in your home, everywhere. Special cheeses, wonderful wines, and unique chocolates have the ability to overwhelm your senses with mouthwatering delight that demands your undivided attention.

			I’ve spent the last five years co-creating and presenting the “Yoga + Chocolate” experience, which teaches that when you are really relaxed on your yoga mat, one bite of amazing chocolate becomes a symphony of flavor in your mouth. By taking the time to truly enjoy something delicious, you find a deep state of joy that is not far removed from the greatest feeling of all.… love. As a wise one said, “Forget love, I’d rather fall in chocolate.”

			By urging you to seek a beautiful moment, I mean take the time to stop and enjoy a lovely landscape, view, or object. Easy enough, right? Place yourself in the following scenario to determine your ability to appreciate beauty. The Washington Post con ducted an experiment whereby world famous violinist Joshua Bell, with his $3.5 million antique Stradivari violin, was positioned in a Washington, DC, subway stop during rush hour. If you had seen him, he’d have looked like a street performer. But if you had truly listened, he would have sounded like one of the world’s great musicians. Over the course of the forty-three minutes that Bell performed, 1,097 people hurried past, few even turning to look. Only seven people stopped, if just for a few seconds.

			Would you be ready to pause and listen if you stumbled upon something like the Joshua Bell experiment? I’ll be honest with you. I’m not sure I would have. It sounds simple, but truthfully, it’s not easy to build the capacity, patience, and wherewithal to stop and smell the roses. Improving your ability to enjoy beauty not only helps you find substance in the crazy blur of time, it also builds character; the character to appreciate life when life is worth appreciating. As Thoreau said, “Perception of beauty is a moral test.”

			Last but not least, try to find a funny moment in your day. The shifting and shaking of a good laugh feels similar to the shifting and shaking felt when riding along a bumpy, obstacle-laden road. When I moved back to L.A. from Arizona in 2005, I encountered plenty such obstacles. I got a job teaching yoga at one of the more traditional studios where teachers generally don’t play mainstream music. In the first class I taught in L.A., a woman showed up in a one-piece leotard (is that called a unitard?). Oh Lord, I remember thinking. Class began as did my music … some Bob Marley. The woman was very confused. She jumped out of her pose and up to her feet where she turned to me with her upraised hands as if to say, “What are you doing? Music? I don’t understand?!”

			She wasn’t rude, just surprised. It was a clash of cultures and generations. I briefly explained, “This class is a Music Flow Yoga class.” She got back to doing her yoga. But I could tell she was disturbed.

			The next song on my playlist was by Lauryn Hill. Once again, as if we rewound the previous scene, the Unitard Yogini jumped out of her pose and back to her feet. She gave me the same expression with her upraised hands as if to say, “What are you doing? Music? I don’t understand?!”

			This time I explained in more detail that I was teaching a little different kind of class and suggested that she give the music a chance. So once again, she got back into her yoga.

			The next song started playing … some Jack Johnson. As if we were struggling through a scratched DVD, the woman jumped out of her pose again. Part of me was mad, part of me was sympathetic, and part of me couldn’t help mentally scrolling back to when I was a kid and used to cut up tube socks trying to make baseball stirrups similar to the ones on this lady’s unitard.

			This time she’d had enough, rolled up her mat, and left.

			When this happened, I was already feeling sort of vulnerable, worrying that my style of music-inspired yoga might not resonate at this traditional yoga studio. I could have easily had a mental freak-out. But instead, I managed to laugh off the situation, thinking how much yoga must have changed in the Unitard Yogini’s lifetime. (I will greatly elaborate on laughter in chapter 2.) What could have been extremely stressful became a funny moment that perfectly captured my humbling first day as a yoga teacher in L.A. As much as it’s usually a reaction, laughter can also be a choice to treat rocky moments with joy the way you’d treat bland food with salt.

			Beyond the humor, there was something very meaningful about this situation. While my form of yoga was different from the Unitard Yogini’s preferred style, we sought the same result: a deeply present moment. And whether you get there through laughter or food or music or yoga, it’s that you get there, not how you get there, that matters most.

			My hope is that while reading this book, you will be encouraged to chart your own, very personal path to the moment. Along this path, you will discover so many odd perspectives, hidden meanings, and powerful transformations. The following chapters share snapshots and stories from my path to the moment. I’ve learned how appreciating a glass of wine is appreciating a vibrant spirit; how savoring the scent of Drakkar Noir cologne is savoring those awkward memories of youth; how embracing the pain of a broken heart is embracing the capacity necessary to sustain love.

			As you have so often heard, it is not the destination but the journey that matters most. What’s so fun about this journey is that its path can be paved by yellow bricks, dusty trails, flowing chocolate, or mind-bending guitar jams. And best of all, there’s no need to pack your bags. I’m about to show you how to pack your moments. They are all you need to discover untold flavors, power, and passion. As author Robin Sharma said, “Life is just a series of moments. If you miss the moments, you miss your life.”

		

	
		1. Now Points

		
			Time is not a straight line but a series of now points.

			—TAIMEN DESHARU

		

		I think of life’s journey as one of those maps in the back of an airline magazine. There are certain moments where the lines intersect. The airlines call them hubs but after reading the above-cited quote, I call them Now Points. Now Points are the moments that stand out in your mind; they are the moments when change happens, where paths intersect, where one phase of life ends and another begins. Like a Choose Your Own Adventure story, Now Points offer opportunity to switch direction. Whether that direction is based on greater depth, actual physical movement, or emotional shifts, all are defining moments.

		Some Now Points are random moments that stand out like a mistakenly crumpled page in a long novel. For instance, at my grandma’s funeral, I was scanning my mind for memories of our years together, and some of the strangest stuff came up. There was one memory of getting ready for school when I was in seventh grade. I recall with eerie clarity Grandma standing over my shoulder in the bathroom mirror and admonishing me for using too much hairspray. I had a tendency to spritz my do (as in hairdo) while blow-drying for an amplified effect. Bless her heart! If I had only had the wherewithal to take Grandma’s advice, things might have been a little easier in that awkward social stage. Of all the memories of the thirty-three years I spent with my grandma, I’m not sure why that moment stands out. But I consider it a Now Point because it’s a symbolic memory of someone I loved very much.

		Some Now Points are born of despair, such as how everyone remembers where they were on 9/11. Clearly, that day changed the way any American views the world. It was very much a “before and after” event. A memory formed by despair can add depth and contrast to a given period in time. As Kahlil Gibran said, “The deeper that sorrow carves into your being the more joy you can contain. Is not the cup that holds your wine the very cup that was burned in the potter’s oven?”

		And some Now Points are born of triumph. The day I hit two home runs in Little League is one of my favorite things to tell the sad soul forced to listen. One home run would have been a shock, but the fact that I hit two in the same game continues to remind me that something amazing can happen at any second.

		A rich collection of Now Points is like a rich collection of art, except you don’t need a lot of money, nor do you need to travel all over the world to compile your treasured pieces. Building a collection is really quite simple, and possessing such a collection can totally transform what it means to kick back on a warm summer evening and catch yourself a lunar tan while gazing upward, revisiting memories of years gone by.

		Many stories emanate from Now Points. Think of a musician who deftly translates emotion through the strings on her guitar. Those emotions are rooted in Now Points. Think of a painter who splashes the motion and illumination of his subject on canvas. Those details are forever lost if not first contained by a Now Point.

		These musicians and painters might tell you they are capturing pockets of life frozen in the mind like those ancient bugs preserved in 40-million-year-old tree sap. It’s hard to believe nature can preserve a 40-million-year-old critter—and it’s just as hard to believe how certain memories are so well preserved in the mind while most erode over time.

		So what’s the trick to creating and preserving a collection of Now Points?

		60 Minutes once did a story on country music artist Kenny Chesney, during which he stated his personal motto: “I believe in the dignity of small-town America.” I’m going to alter that a bit when creating my motto: “I believe in the dignity of life’s small moments.” Small moments are the vital ingredients of Now Points. A “small moment” is something you might not think to stop and enjoy—a random encounter, a paper blowing on a lonely bulletin board that catches your eye, the first time listening to a song whose lyrics have grabbed your attention. It’s these “small moments” that can make a huge impact on our lives … but only when we pay attention to them. Philosopher Arthur Schopenhauer said, “When you reach an advanced age and look back over your lifetime, it can seem to have had a consistent order and plan, as though composed by some novelist. Events, which when they occurred had seemed accidental and of little significance, then turn out to have been indispensable factors in the composition of a consistent plot.”

		One such moment that “seemed accidental” took place when I was seeking a snack at the campus Munchi Mart my sophomore year in college. There was another student next to me perusing the aisles, and I asked her if she thought the bologna cracker sandwiches were a good choice. She told me it was a disgusting choice and from that moment forward, Katrina Markoff has been my great friend. She later became a talented chocolatier and founded Vosges Haut-Chocolat. Being that our friendship goes way back to our school days, I can’t help but boast that she was named Entrepreneur Magazine’s 2007 Woman of the Year. And I knew her way back when …

		If I hadn’t asked Katrina that silly question at the college Munchi Mart, I might have never made the connection that led to the creation of Yoga + Chocolate (which has been a major step in my life), and things would be drastically different. Those few seconds in the Munchi Mart form a significant Now Point.

		This doesn’t mean you should ask any old stranger you meet at the supermarket if they recommend the bologna cracker sandwiches. But you might want to consider putting away the cell phone next time you happen to have an interesting encounter during a normally uninteresting trip to the cleaners or supermarket. I often think back and wonder what other opportunities and plot points I may have missed because I was in too big of a rush.

		When we skim the surface of life with no time to stop and listen, the plot is no more complex than a fifth-grade Sweet Valley High novel—interesting at times but lacking a hook that digs deep into your soul. But if you really plug into the “small moments,” your plot can be layered with a vast collection of Now Points making it as intricate and powerful as a Shakespeare sonnet.

		It’s up to you. Do you want a brilliant array of colorful memories, or a blurry recollection of hours spent hacking away on your BlackBerry? It’s never too late to start a collection. You absolutely have the power to consciously select any given moment as a Now Point.

		Drakkar Noir

		Just the other day my stepsister asked me to recommend how she could form rich and lasting memories of her upcoming wedding. She feared that after months of planning, it would be over before she knew it started. Not only is there a way to proactively form a lasting memory, but this memory can be multidimensional. It’s all about the power and potential of sensory perception.

		Helen Keller said, “Smell is a potent wizard that transports us across thousands of miles and all the years we have lived.” Scent is the only one of the senses that reaches the part of the brain processing emotion, the amygdala, before it reaches the thinking, rational part of the brain. In other words, when you smell something, you process an emotion before you process a thought. Scent-oriented memories are exceptional in that they have the ability to trigger a cascade of emotions. For instance, whenever I smell Drakkar Noir cologne, it brings me right back to the limo for my tenth-grade semiformal. I must have bathed in the stuff because it triggers a vivid memory of the nervousness I experienced as I greeted my beautiful date, who was from the Valley. She had hair puffed so high with product that you couldn’t see the blue background on her driver’s license image. Yes, Drakkar Noir takes me there every time!

		That night was meaningful because I was still a virgin and urban legend had it that the right cologne (if you can call it that) would help you score. As cheesy as the word drakkar sounds and as bad as it looks in that unchanging, dark metallic Euro-cool bottle, nowadays Drakkar is literally a time machine. One spritz and I’m right back in the limo eighteen years ago. I wish I had more memories as rich and vivid as this one. Such is the power of scent. Such is the power of Drakkar Noir by Mennen.

		But not all moments offer a scent. So if you are in the midst of a moment that you would like to remember, use your senses. What does the moment feel like? What does it taste like? What does it sound like? For instance, you’re watching a soccer game and your kid scores her first goal. You feel incredibly proud and never, ever want to forget. Sure it’s one thing to record it on video. But how about recording the moment in high definition on the most complex supercomputer: your brain. Feel the texture of the dirt. Taste one of those halftime orange slices. Listen to the squeaky cheers of the other children. Smell the scent of the freshly mowed grass. Each and every moment has sensory dimension. It’s a choice: you can choose to watch a movie in 2D or 3D just as you can choose to experience a moment as a sight; or as a sight, sound, taste, touch, and scent.

		As you would hold a camera carefully to take a great photo, treat your moments with the same respect. Hazel Lee said, “I held a moment in my hand, brilliant as a star, fragile as a flower, a tiny sliver of one hour. I dripped it carelessly, Ah! I didn’t know, I held opportunity.” Taking it in with as many senses as possible improves the chances that you will be able to retrieve that precious moment years in the future. So next time you are in the midst of a stunning landscape, or a romantic encounter, or a game-winning shot, literally get on your hands and knees, pucker up, and give the earth a smooch. One day in the future, you’ll laugh about getting a little dirt on your lips to ensure capturing that moment deep in your heart.

		Try this exercise to get a better sense of how to form a Now Point:

		
			
					
					Light a candle.

					

					
					Put on Journey’s “Don’t Stop Believin.’”

					

					
					Take off your shirt.

					

					
					Spritz yourself with 5 sprays of Drakkar. One on the third eye. One on the solar plexus, one on the heart center, and one spray on each nipple. (Drakkar can be found for purchase at any Eckerd, Walgreens, or in bulk at Costco.)

					

					
					Close your eyes, lie back, and watch where it takes you. If you see parachute pants and Lionel Richie appear in your imagination, you’ve successfully discovered the power of the senses to deliver you into a moment.

					

			

		

	
		2. Laughter

		
			An optimist laughs to forget, a pessimist forgets to laugh.

			—ANONYMOUS

		

		I previously mentioned my mantra: Every day of your life, enjoy a beautiful moment, a delicious moment, and a funny moment. In some ways, funny is the hardest one of all. While it’s easy to go buy a delicious chocolate bar or step outside to enjoy a beautiful view, it’s not as easy to create or experience the physical reaction known as laughter.

		Scientists have found that during laughter, a person’s heart can reach up to 120 beats per minute. Laughing can lower your blood pressure, increase vascular flow, and boost the immune system. Even if you have a very active sex life, laughing is the closest we come to full release. It completely liberates the diaphragm, abdomen, intercostal muscles, respiratory system, and facial muscles. Most everyone sustains some level of stress on a daily basis. That stress bears down on all the little muscles and joints. There is no machine at the gym to exercise all those little muscles and joints. Nor is there a technique by which your massage therapist can dig in to release and soothe every single little muscle and joint. But a great laugh has the ability to shake away stress from every nook and cranny of your body. We can ill afford to go too long without the liberation of hysterical, tear-jerking, barely-can-catch-your-breath laughter.

		Even better, many feel laughter is an aphrodisiac. One very famous actor said, “No one believes me

		
		My Struggle Is My Joke
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Surface Plate de Cinquant (Flat Surface)
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Monstre de Lochness (Lochness Monster)
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Cobra Prêt à Frapper (Cobra Ready to Strike)
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Boule de l’Amour (Ball of Love)
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