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Dedication

To those who know in their bones

That there is more than meets the eye,

That there is a serendipity behind every sorrow,

That there is a worthwhile burden to bear,

That there is bravery in this world.

May you harvest miracles

As you valiantly fumble forward.
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Chapter 1:
Not for the Faint of Heart
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Pain travels through families until somebody is ready to feel it. For many of us, our generational curse is avoidance. Many of us pretend the injustice of our lives didn’t happen and doesn’t affect us. Pain demands to be felt. Until somebody in the family dares to feel everything, only then can that person shed light on the woes that have unknowingly guided our lives through fear. Yes, this demands that we stumble around in the dark to find ourselves, but we are emboldened in the pursuit.

These people are the generational healers. They transform sorrows into survival guides and can make music of misery. They are all the walking wounded—you and me.

My last book, An Arsenal of Gratitude, is like the little brother to this one. It captivated the resilience, hope, and bravery of young cancer survivors through brain tumours, amputations, paralysis, and much more. The courage and audacity I’ve seen in children with everything against them have proven to me indefinitely that there is bravery in this world.

My life's most profound joys and timeless accomplishments have not been about money or fame. The important victories have unfailingly been around traumas transformed into triumphs. From there, I’ve used the blooper reel and sincere stack of failure in my life as a stance to laugh and prove there is a worthy fight before us.

I consider my life an experiment. I want to dedicate myself to exceptional habits to acquire exceptional results. I want to take things a little too far to find where the edge truly is. Not missing a gratitude journalling night in seven years builds a perspective I wish I could gift the whole world. This book is an elaborate testimony of my life experiments thus far. Flaws and all.

After getting surgical about gratitude to wage war on my mediocrity and regret, I figured the next ultimate long-term adversary would be my own fear. Let me tell you, years dedicated to waging war on your inadequacy and insecurities brings up an impressive amount of bullshit. But if I don’t seek and destroy my bullshit, I keep it, don’t I?

I became obsessively curious about emotions. I want to play with them, prod at them, and understand what they are really trying to tell me. Emotions have to be for us. Even the awful ones must somehow be pushing us to be healthy, harmonious and fucking magnificent. As my experiments and beliefs have grown, there is no way that emotions are just bad wiring in this absolute miracle of a meat suit that is our body. There is a measure of emotional wizardry and epic action that can transform our sorrows into survival guides. That’s what Pissed Off with a Purpose is designed to show you.

I may freely speak on some harrowing moments, but I remain a radical optimist. I believe that we are designed not only to survive but also to make monuments, music, art, and love out of what may devastate us. It is the most badass response we can have to tragedy.

If I’m going to lose a childhood friend to cancer, best believe I’m living twice as bold to make the magic of that misery. The love that was there is not lost; it is only transferred over and amplified in his honour. If my friends could grieve that conclusion into existence at the age of twelve, what can’t we overcome?

My radical optimism is not built on the delusion of pretending bad shit and pure evil isn’t real. My optimism is built on the blood, sweat and tears of radical commitment to gratitude, doing the uncomfortable work, and trying to find my personal definition of becoming exceptional. In pursuing and forgiving all the ways I’ve been an insecure coward, this book is a blanket of evidence for healing and hope.

Here's a secret of many creators that you might not know. Most of us just start creating and have no fucking clue where we are going, but we follow the craft where it intuitively leads us. Only after we figure we are ‘done’ do we go back to the beginning and try to act like we knew what we were doing all along. That’s how I’m rewriting this intro chapter now. But the experiment of overcoming fear, transmuting fear and finding the serendipities after sadness is lifelong. This book is ‘the story so far’ in my lifelong pursuit to leave this world better than I found it.

I am absolutely terrified to publish this because I speak on profoundly deep things that will meddle with people's self-worth, sense of purpose and freedom in life. But I’m also ever so slightly more compelled to take the chance if it means you can feel the same sincere magnitude of gratitude and enthusiasm for life that I have grown.

I want to drop your jaw with shock and awe. I aspire to translate my mindset and values so that you are left so immeasurably enriched that you can’t help but pay the enthusiasm and audacious courage forward. (But also leave reviews… that goes a long way, too!)

In this book, I will be celebrating the aftermaths of amazing friends who’ve radically transformed their lives after failed suicide attempts, homelessness, psychotic breaks, PTSD, and more. Though it may come across as aggressive and unapologetic, much of my angle stems from operative states of love, grace, gratitude and grit. In what I consider to be the true definition of a friend: Somebody who can have uncomfortable conversations with you in the spirit to stress-test your value and integrity, I hope to come across as that friend. Of course, that ideal friend is also playful, curious, and unapologetic in their expression.

In a visual, An Arsenal of Gratitude is like experiencing a smooch on the forehead that sheds all self-sabotage until this moment. It renews your zest and audacity for life with a hearty slap on the ass to get you going. Whereas, Pissed Off With a Purpose is like being handed a map to shatter the matrix and a flaming sword to see into the dark before you. You have been assigned a mountain to prove to others that it can be conquered.

The farther you move into the fog and remaster your life experience, all are emboldened and challenged to follow the enthusiasm of their life’s calling. Your evolution will embolden a cascade of others along your path. The collective human experience will be enriched by your sincere effort to discover what you are made of. This book holds secrets to boldness that cannot be avoided once heard. You will be haunted by the wisdom of where you have cheated yourself of your wholeness. Finishing this book will kickstart and support radical ownership of your self-mastery.

I understand my power as a writer is that I can summon feelings of discomfort, discontent, guilt, shame, and more. I have no promise that you won’t think I sound like an asshole, though I intend for the finale of every chapter to end on an empowering statement to leave you better than I found you. Sometimes, arriving at that point will make one feel quite vulnerable and emotional.

But honestly, if the figurative shoe fits, it means I’m striking a relevant chord. This means that you’re in the fight with me to actualize ourselves and shed the sorrows, shame, and inconsistencies we have lived out. I would not expose any feelings if I were not offering faith and proof that massive change and transformation are real and possible for everybody reading. Here, we will celebrate the flaws and frailties that create our human experience. I hope you can laugh, sympathize and feel humbly empowered that our diligence today can be another’s deliverance.

I also intend to make your skin crawl just a little bit through appropriate disgust, anger, and sorrow. I’m a storyteller, amigo! This ain’t no textbook. This is real life. There are some gut-wrenching moments. But so are there equally miraculous and marvellous joys in this life. Peace and prosperity are far from promised to us. It is an unbelievable privilege to be living in the first generation of worldwide connections and impact. I do not intend to guilt anybody for enjoying all the strange and vast pleasures and experiences we can now find. However, I will heavily press the importance of stress-testing ourselves for hard times so we are not made pathetic and whiny in inconvenience.

We redefine ourselves and our potential with every new experience. Every new friendship. Every conquered inadequacy. In this new age, our attention has been harvested and manipulated to buy into shallow success and fake fulfilment. We have manufactured ‘goods’ that manufacture human crises as we pursue them. What I believe to be the ultimate failure has come to fruition for many: We are suffering our overabundance. This book offers an arsenal of perspectives and methods to take our magnificence back.

Why I Bet You’re Here

You wouldn’t touch this book if you weren’t interested in conquering fear and injustice, would you? Nah, this book is for those who’ve felt exquisite pain, misfortune and injustice. Whether it be from the outside world or injustice of our lack of willpower, we all have some form of wound, resentment or bitterness that we wish didn’t have so much power over us.

Ladies and gents, we are all already pissed off. Let’s do that, just better. Be pissed off with intention. With intelligence. With grace. With your whole soul.

Be mad enough to make a difference; otherwise, your frustration looks like tolerance. And tolerance is how we got here, isn’t that so? Ironically, when you manifest all your anger the way it was intended to be, the result is that things are holistically better after you’re done.

The mention of accountability will have most people drop this book before completion as if to pretend they didn’t hear the calling to rise to the occasion of their own life. This book is for people who want to finally read something with the right frame and actualize their life through adventure and self-discovery. I will advocate endless curiosity, but I will not advocate the toxic loop of self-development that is all study and no actualized courage in the real world. Eventually, you will have and know enough to go fuck around and find out where to start and play in the world. You will have that by the end of this book.

I’ll level with you. I’m not a psychologist or any formally educated version of somebody you’d expect to write a book. I am the untraditional guy for the untraditional world unfolding before us. I’ve qualified myself as a human with fear and an obsession with maximizing the human experience.

Being deeply connected to gratitude is precisely what has equipped me to captivate my fear and anger for the ways of the world and be intimately entangled with the worst-case scenario. In a valiant effort against those worst cases, I build a life and become somebody who can survive and thrive despite all the misery that may come my way. This art of gratitude is to become anti-fragile and sincerely cherish the goodness in our life before it passes.

The most bitter people are also some of the laziest. They consider themselves victims of the world and have positioned themselves as powerless. Despite us all being powerful individuals, some have nothing but complaints to offer while other people go and make the difference they want to see in the world. If you are afraid to look at your own soul, then this book is not for you.

If you’re pissed off at the world for not kneeling at your convenience, then this book will offend you. With intention, I must add. I have to call out the ways that we experience anger that makes us weak if I’m going to be able to walk you through transmuting that rage into something divine. If you’re divinely pissed off, this book will amplify the peace you have. We might even feel like family in arms after this crazy ride.

A Kindergarten teacher friend told me how she helped the 5-year-olds understand their emotions as if they were a snow globe. If you’re all flustered, the sparkles fly all over, and it’s hard to see clearly through the sparkle storm. So, if you feel called out or provoked by any of this content, please consider letting your sparkles settle before you continue or act rashly.

There is no virtue in being harmless. If we are to appreciate and embrace goodness, we might as well use that time as an opportunity to defend ourselves and goodness as a whole. Otherwise, the wicked and selfish only have to patiently creep in as we become pathetic and defenceless from abusing our privilege of safety and security.

I am a massive advocate of grace, compassion, and forgiveness. But people who capitalize on the virtues of others need a more straightforward and ruthless remedy. Standards with grace will be your best friend for prosperous and harmonious relationships. Even good and gentle people require a stiff spine. If you cannot defend yourself and instill your harmonious justice, then your mercy has no value.

Your ability to discern who deserves your selflessness develops your value. If you cannot say no, then you, too, are somebody whose energy will be thanklessly harvested. There is a big difference between being valuable and being valued.

We are also going to have fun, though. Nobody likes being purely serious. The ultimate conclusion is not a life of serious achievement but a childlike playfulness and zest for possibility on this strange ride. Achievement is terrific, but if you were popping blood vessels in your eyes to justify your existence, that’s a hard sell for the next generation. But if we have a future where we can grow as badass, courageous individuals who never lose playfulness for the absurdity and depth of human discovery, the future will remain in good hands.

Being a grumpy, resentful worry-warrior is a lame ass way to live. I’ll put it plainly: Your emotions are indicators, not dictators.

If you feel a lack of harmony or powerlessness, the adventure of your empowerment is right there screaming at you. Where your fear, resentment, or discomfort is, there is your task. We are in the age of endless information. But becoming ‘wise’ and remaining a coward will only multiply your bitterness. That’s why supposed ‘smart’ people grow bitter at ‘dumb’ people for having more courage than them simply because they spent less time hesitating. Those with a healthy sense of courage will celebrate all other's courageousness in this life. Only in one’s own reflection of cowardice would one look at another’s valiant efforts and wish to stifle the expansion of another human being.

To be ‘exceptional’ is to be the exception. To be misunderstood. To be outside the norm. Wave-makers are aliens to those swept away in the societal tide bestowed upon them. You are either being influenced or being influential. The human spirit is born free. We are born playful and without remorse for crying and expressing our needs. We must return to who we were before the world’s temptations got their hands on us. We must know who we are and what gifts we have to offer to genuinely ‘play’ with humanity in a fruitful way.

Are you a resentful passenger on a boat you didn’t ask to be sailing on? Or are you the master of your sails?

We Are Enough

Knowledge is not power; only applied knowledge is power. Although I wish to entertain, I desire even more deeply that you feel your intuition loud and clear. Your self-actualization and enthusiasm for life are the ultimate gifts you offer yourself and all others.

If we become more, we have more to offer. We don’t owe anybody anything, but being a willing participant in the well-being of others is to wage war on misery itself. What more noble task might there be? There is no passive way through this life. We are either normalizing a pursuit of human potential or normalizing the shortcoming of it.

Sure, you have a job, some hobbies and possibly a family to care for. Then what? Eat, sleep, work, poop, and casually unwind as an audience member to the world unfolding? The governments are unhinged and inching towards taking our rights little by little. AI is evolving and shifting society faster than most can prepare for. We have enough nukes to all be liquefied in minutes if somebody was fed up enough. And we are just… waiting it out? How are you truly living with this incredibly terrifying and miraculous jaunt through life?

I’m pissed off that we fear pathetic things. Like saying hello. Like asking questions. Asking for help. Asking for patience. Asking for clarity. Asking for space. Asking for boundaries and the bare minimum of respect when people project their misplaced frustration on others.

We fear sitting in the silence of our own thoughts. We fear walking into businesses we aren’t familiar with. We fear ideas that challenge our own and call them ‘others’ and ‘enemies.’ If we could only call these things out for how ridiculous they are, it could conjure the bare minimum courage to overcome constant anxiety.

We are fearfully and wonderfully made. If I can only convince you what an absolute force of nature you can be, the world will thank you for your contribution. I want you to be intelligent and dangerous. Selfish people who tend to thrive on the insecurities or innocence of others have no idea how to handle somebody with healthy self-respect. It can be and is that simple.

Did you know there isn’t anything about you that wasn’t made for your own good? Desire to us is wants and wishes. But the Latin origin, ‘de sidere’ literally translates to “from the stars” or “from a heavenly body.” Now I realize that’s why we want the ‘stars to align.’ Because both our earthly body and the heavenly body desire unity. For my desires and the desires of creation itself to be in harmony. You don’t have to be spiritual for that to be badass.

But riddle me this: How has this divine intelligence been so corrupted to bring us this far into the future but now tear us apart from within? It’s the same tool. The same weapon. The intelligence that no two people will have quite the same. So uniquely so that it makes each one of us irreplaceable in value. Even with that blatantly apparent, we treat each other with savage impatience and disregard.

We are weird, unique, lost, and imperfect. Yet, we are made new every day. We insanely undervalue our own potential. Insecurity literally translates as underestimating ourselves.

Most of all… I think we are pissed off that our desires have been lead astray. This intelligence ‘from the stars’ has been made small instead of infinite. We have been left feeling aimless instead of masters of our fate. It made us feel like we can’t make a change because we are so married to our comforts that our primal hunger has beaten our intuition and free will into submission. These earthly desires that do not align with our interconnected potential are precisely why we feel disconnected and alone in the most interwoven era the world has ever known.

The divine wisdom of injustice that brews from our anger has been manipulated in pathetic and insecure ways. With this corrupted and fearful manifestation, we leave things in ruin rather than renew the goodness it was intended for. Our madness is such an untapped, misunderstood magnificence to behold. It’s the heart of every underdog, every revolution, every upgrade in humanity that vibrates in our souls that there is bravery in this world.

We need to bring the divinity back to our fear and anger. So, its subtleties leave memories of, ‘Something is about to get better’ instead of ‘Dad’s home, stay out of his way.’

We have a long way to go, friends. But I’m giving this everything I got. Thankfully, we are designed for mastery that grows with every new day. There is plenty of hope that our future generations will transcend from our efforts in the glory the stars intended for us.

I am plenty human. Chalked full of flaws and fears enough to fill a yacht. But I concluded in my first life message in An Arsenal of Gratitude that our full actualization is not a transcendence but a homecoming to what potential was intended for us all along. Falling short of that is worth being pissed off about. Rewiring our sense of injustice from only ourselves to the harmonious whole of humanity is where we take our magnificence back. This is the rising tide that raises all ships.

This, my friends, is being pissed off with a purpose.


 

 

 

Chapter 2:
Gratitude 2.0
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Gratitude is the definition of what sustains your striving.

If somebody could gift you 10,000 moments of your own life worth being grateful for, do you not think that would be the ultimate tribute to the goodness around you? I’ve written those 10,000 noteworthy moments of life in the last seven years. This discipline comes with a unique set of insights into the human experience.

I’m starting with gratitude in Pissed Off with a Purpose because of three reasons:

1.	It builds a conscious connection of my role in my life and how the world and people respond to my part in this weird journey. There is no shortage of surprises and mystery around every corner. When you sow the best of yourself into existence, you’re allowed to gratify that. The world can’t help but respond in profound and unexpected ways. Building this journal of evidence that goodness is alive and working in the world allows you to feel the unfathomable interconnectedness of it all.

2.	Gratitude helps me not sweep any sad, embarrassing, angry, regretful or shameful experiences under the rug, allowing me a profound sense of power. It allows me to become anti-fragile and profit spiritually, emotionally and mentally from all my struggles. When I speak to my soul every night about whether I am proud of who I am today, I keep a constant dialogue with my ambitions. I consult my younger and older self to see whether I’ve honoured my sense of self-actualization and what that demands. Becoming more of me is the gift I offer others in this life.

3.	Taking a profound account of life’s hardships allows me to know where I’m responsible and where I am simply at the mercy of human hardship. There is true power in taking ownership of where I am the problem. It means I can change. If I cannot change the world or others, I am challenged to align my spirit as a victor or victim of circumstance. Who I choose to be after devastation or heartbreak is where I prove the mettle of my human spirit. There are unspeakable horrors and pain to experience in this life. But living with a zest that life is still worth living allows all others the proof that the human spirit is genuinely indomitable.

Gratitude journaling creates an opportunity to double-dip on life’s goodness. It even lets you triple-dip when you teach others how to actualize their appreciation for life. When you sit back every night and ask yourself, “What mattered today?” Your answers will always be filtered through what provoked the most emotion out of you. You can try to reflect chronologically, but you’ll know by the order of importance in which your mind presents the answer to that question.

Our first universal language is emotion. Then, language becomes secondary to transmuting that with others. That’s why we fail to communicate our desires, feelings and intent. If we can get in tune and become emotionally literate, we also amplify our connection to others.

I write this after a close friend surprised me with a photo of their journal from five months prior. She quoted some uplifting words I shared to ease her mind as she navigated a new life after calling off her marriage. I reciprocated with my journal entry about how proud I was of her when she shared that she visited her parents, put on her wedding dress, and danced with her dad despite things not falling together as expected. In light of her worries, her most significant focus was hoping her ex was finding the strength to move forward, too. In a moment where she could have taken on a woe-is-me mentality, her heart still wished her ex a life of bliss and beauty.

Five months later, we laugh at how overbearing those stresses were in the moment. Yet, this could be considered the distant past now for how little those experiences weigh on our current moment. New people have entered and left. New hopes and dreams came into focus. Every day has a unique way of surprising us. Dare I say I even found the quadruple-dip moment with what happened next!

I shared a video with this friend of a man who asks random homeless people for a favour when they have barely anything to give. If they were able to perform any minuscule kindness, like splitting a donut or giving away one of their cans of soup, he would surprise them with $1000.

“What a dream this lifestyle would be!” I shared to her. I realized I had just journaled the day she sent me $100 for five of my Arsenal of Gratitude books she gave to her friends. She went out of her way to help me feel it was a gift worth sharing.

I told her she was the equivalent of that man to me in moments like that. This visceral appreciation seems beyond words to say thank you when somebody celebrates my work and takes it upon themselves to share it, too. She took absolutely zero gain from helping me and even refused my offer to split the profit, considering it would not exist otherwise. She still refuses, so I hope this noteworthy appreciation reciprocates the kindness here. You are the kind of friend people pray for, Alyssa. It is a great pleasure to immortalize a thank-you for friends like you in this book.

The first double-dip was teaching her the value of gratitude journaling. The triple-dip slapped back when she occasionally sends appreciation moments when she gets to reminisce on times that I impacted her day and remind me, in turn, that my presence was valued. The fourth layer of goodness was that timely moment to share that heartwarming video and parallel a memory where she may not be able to bless people financially to such a grandiose degree. Still, her character does the job just the same. If there is one easy promise, you will grow tired of being written into somebody’s history as a moment worth remembering.

A gratitude journal is a mental and emotional photo album that only you can see. Your spirit still has snapshots of the emotion stored in your being, and you can revisit that richness as often as you like. It is a form of emotional wealth available to all, but few ever capitalize on it.

Speaking To My Own Soul

A gratitude chapter is first up in this book because if you don’t have the diligence to take 3-5 minutes daily to account for your blessings, how can I trust you to handle the harsher stuff? Gratitude is literally the positive emotional handout that you can give yourself. And to others, for that matter. Before you proceed, please stop and count five things you’re grateful for. And Go!

Hell yes! Look at you go. I’m assuming positive intent because that’s how you build rapport. *Winky face.*

When people ask, ‘How do you know what to journal about?’ I was baffled by how to simplify that for a long time. But as you wing what you assume to be valuable, you subconsciously narrate your own values to yourself by what you decide to write down about your day. As I have exposed to myself that one of my top two fears is deteriorating memory, the most significant question I can ask myself now is, ‘What is worth remembering?’

That is a loaded question. What about the things we would rather forget? By asking that, you might think, if I choose not to journal some things, perhaps I will forget!

Oh, we wish that were the case, don’t we? The more critical question revealed was, ‘What am I going to do about the things I would rather forget but know that I can’t?’

I am positive that just about everybody has some skeletons in their closet. We harbour guilt, shame, insecurities, and shortcomings that we would prefer not to showcase to the world. I am no different. We are the only people who spend every waking moment with ourselves. That means I need to have conversations with myself that nobody else can have. We tend to consider that if nobody knows, maybe we can mentally sweep some of our memories under the rug and pretend some parts of our story never happened. It is a seemingly harmless ideal. But this has drastic long-term effects. A gratitude journal will expose that in due time.

I learned that translating thoughts onto a physical page or even notes on a device creates a roadmap to defeat over-thinking. When we write down a string of thoughts and what we know (to the best of our limited perspective) of how things are, we create a physical manifesto of our internal experience.

If I died and left behind a journal of all my worries and anxieties that people may disregard in communication, they would have no choice but to admit they were genuine if they read it in that journal, right? It created a space to actualize and organize the things that the outside world can convince me I’m crazy for feeling. There is nothing crazy about suffering, worry, or confusion. It’s the same that nothing is crazy about our joy, clarity, or convictions. It’s all our personal story. Fleeting moments will pass whether we like it or not.

If we don’t humanize our experience for ourselves and validate our emotions and experiences, we can’t rewrite a narrative we refuse to admit affected us. As I previously said, abnormal reactions to abnormal situations are normal behaviour. If something strange, new, or unexpected happens, we cannot expect ourselves to know our reaction to things we’ve never experienced. Of course, this is where we insert grace, compassion and patience, but we suck at that, too, when things get unhinged.

All this considered, my journaling is lighthearted and joyful, as much as it can sometimes be gruelling and uncomfortable. It is deeply personal. If you’re honestly staring yourself in the soul when you try to reflect on each of your days, you will have conversations that nobody but you can have with yourself. When you’re being honest and doing the emotional math of where you spend your time, you can gauge how truly holistically disciplined and content you are. What you reveal after this is how willing you are to change the trajectory of your life when you are not satisfied with what makes up your day.

There are certainly self-conversations I intend to share that make up the backbone of this book. They are hard-earned after years of reflecting, and it may just fast-forward years of battling our bullshit. Even if I share my personal story, simply relating can feel abrasive and like I’m calling you out. If you think that, that means it is precisely the sort of substance that will grow you. Don’t touch a book about waging war on fear if you want to stay comfortable. The training wheels are taken off for this kind of growth.

We all sell each other our highlight reels at introductions. People are desperate to pretend they have it all together because we know how uncontrollable and chaotic we are behind the scenes.

Only we fall asleep with ourselves every night and barter over the value of our souls. Many conversations, seasons, and 4:00 AM nights lead to creating a version of myself that respects himself. A quote that stuns me every time and reminds me how far I’ve come in twenty-seven years is, “Nobody will ever know the violence that it took to become this gentle.”

It is not necessary to welcome people into every season that created you. Whatever you are willing to share is a very intimate thing that I hope you treat delicately. This way, you present it to people who can adequately celebrate the magnitude of what you’re working towards and what you’ve overcome thus far. I will never be able to accurately present a long-gone version of myself to the new people I find in life. But, the quality of people that become my new circle as I grow older will accurately depict who I am becoming. Those who we find home in along the way are significant indicators of whether we surround ourselves with people who want and demand our evolution or co-sign our bullshit to stay stagnant, stuck and powerless.

Gratitude doesn’t mean everything is beautiful and without stress. Here are a few notes that show gratitude in humility. Every exposure to a shortcoming is an opportunity to grow.

#1044. On receiving my first round of editor’s feedback for An Arsenal of Gratitude: 7207 revisions for me to review. I appreciate Ogden’s genuine effort and can’t wait for all I might learn from this.

#1770. Cold sweats driving home, narrowly avoided shitting my pants. (This moment inspired a written portion in the chapter ‘Right Next Door.’)

#5214. Joining my first Alcoholics Anonymous session to support a friend and hearing other’s reflections and humility ended up adding value against my self-depreciating ways.

Bursting My Tiny Bubble

I don’t think we all grasp how unfathomable our minds are. It is so obsessed with its wiring of reality that we often forget our power to change it. We envelop ourselves in our world and its problems and can only attack it from our limited understanding.

For example, I confided in my friend Jeremy about my dilemma of whether to invest my only $5,000 into getting An Arsenal of Gratitude published or replace the old faithful first truck that suddenly got the death wobble on me. As I bounced back the pros and cons of my decisions, Jeremy looked me dead in the face and said, “You understand you have good problems, right?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, already realizing this was about to recalibrate my soul.

“You’re telling me the biggest issue right now is publishing a book or reluctantly having to say goodbye to your first vehicle? Some people wish they had your problems. You’re sitting on an incredible opportunity or possibly waiting a little longer if replacing Li’l Blue (the truck) is necessary. This isn’t a real problem. It’s an inconvenience.”

My dilemma went from a ‘problem’ to realizing, ‘Oh wow! I’ve orientated my life to such a place that the worst thing I could comprehend at that moment was to move my creative career forward or find a new freedom wagon.’ For a guy publishing a book on gratitude, my friend thoroughly humbled me. I went from thinking I had a problem to relaxing and remembering that I was healthy and on course for a legacy-level life project by the age of 23. The possibility that a friend will drop into your life and have the proper conversation at the right time to shift the paradigm of your thinking could happen any day. This chance multiplies with the number of meaningful connections and the quality of the people in your circle.

To emphasize how sentimental this truck was, it kept my older brother and me alive through some dangerous predicaments. Half were self-inflicted. But the appropriate send-off felt like limping it back 100 miles to the family farm to load it with Tannerite and blast the angels free for all the hell it got us through. Goodbyes are not always so seamless as the truck was auctioned off for parts. In retrospect, it was simply a truck that did us well, but in spirit, it deserved a redneck sendoff to vehicular Valhalla.

I’ve been obsessed with ‘good problems’ ever since. The difference is that a dumb problem is something reoccurring and avoidable. Experiencing a dumb problem for the first time deserves our grace because we didn’t know. It couldn’t be a dumb problem if we were genuinely ignorant. A problem that reoccurs by avoiding or neglecting a conversation, maintenance or fear of confrontation is a dumb problem. You either face it once, and the situation evolves or resolves. Not facing it and allowing it to stay is how you practice powerlessness.

Also, a dumb problem can be caused by exaggerating a minor issue into something major. You are only as stable as the most minor thing that will trigger you. People can weaponize this emotional instability against you. Nobody can save you from your lack of self-maintenance. You are either amplifying the harmony in a situation or playing a role in the discourse—victim or otherwise.

A ‘good’ problem, on the other hand, could be an opportunistic dilemma. A ‘good’ problem is knowing your needs are all met and that the decision you’re faced with is that of abundance and excess. A ‘good’ problem is getting to argue with somebody you love rather than having nobody to love at all. A ‘good’ problem is facing growing pains on your terms rather than being forced through hardship. A ‘good’ problem is having choices to make rather than having no choice at all. A ‘good’ problem is what freedom feels like. Like Having more opportunities and choices than we know how to manage well. Lastly, A ‘good’ problem is ANY inconvenience. Inconvenience is an opportunity to hone your self-regulation. Alternatively, assuming the privilege that the world should be easy for you is a dumb problem. That is the active mindset of believing the world is against you.

Gratitude note #2088: Marcus taught me, during a bout of disheartenment, ‘God doesn’t give you exactly as much as you can handle. He gives you more than you can handle, so you can learn to lean on faith for the rest.’

Journaling will become a grossly exposing indicator of where we spend our time. Journaling is not just writing down your day. It is bargaining with how content you are about showing up for your own life. It is not for the faint of heart. That is why
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