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Gratitude is all the rage

Gratitude is all the rage. I know because my yoga teacher tells me so.  At the end of class, she gently reminds me that I should be grateful for the ability to practice yoga, though I’d be so much more grateful if I looked like her in plow pose than her slightly-injured maiden aunt.  But that’s not the point, really. What she means is that it’s good to be here, in this place, doing what we love. All she’s saying is give gratitude a chance. 

Oprah’s been telling us about her Gratitude Journal for years. On the first page of her journal? I am grateful to be Oprah.  Facebook tags me frequently, encouraging me to write down ten things I’m grateful for and then force ten friends to do the same. There are even gratitude challenges, where participants have to be grateful every single day for an entire month. Who can sustain that kind of false humility? Better people than I, that’s who. 

But a recent study caught me eye and pushed me over the edge of appreciation. Social scientists discovered that expressing gratitude has measurable societal benefits. According to researchers, simply saying thanks leads to the perception of interpersonal warmth and creates fertile ground for relationships to bloom. Though the term ‘fertile ground’ makes me think more of yeast infections than blossoming friendships, I found the idea of increased interpersonal warmth to be compelling. 

So here’s my list. 
I am grateful for my family and my health. Everyday, my husband and sons remind me that life a joyful mystery. As in, where did my youth go? And did it take my collagen with it?  And what about my mind? Is that nearby? 
I am grateful for my work. Especially because I work at home, which allows me the freedom to go without binding underwear for big chunks of the calendar until I have to leave the house and talk to people. 

I am grateful to live in a town like Pasadena who citizenry is engaged, educated and action-oriented. In fact, the entire populous is now focused entirely on blocking the NFL from our gates and deciding what to do with the 710 ditch. You could bury a lot of Environmental Impact Reports and a certain commissioner in that unsightly gully to the west of Old Town if you wanted to. Just sayin’. 
I’m grateful for the plentiful sources of food within a ten-mile radius of my house, from farmer’s markets to food trucks to specialty cheese stores. And speaking of specialty stores, big shout out of thanks for the fact that Gelson’s found a new home within the SGV. Where else could your Bubbie buy all the Food That Time Forgot, like water chestnuts, hearts of palms and Ginger Snaps? 
I’m grateful for the men and women who protect and serve our city.  Though, I must admit, they could pull back a bit on their zealous pursuit of overnight parking violations. For God’s sakes, like a lot of old houses, we have a stacked driveway and husband goes to work at the crack of dawn. Sometimes we need to park on the street FOR FIVE MINUTES while we shuffle the cars. Is that a crime? I guess it is, based on the number of tickets we’ve received for parking in front of our own house. 
I’m grateful that we have the freedom to choose what kind of parade we want to attend.  As Pasadenans, we can exercise our right to choose between a traditional, upstanding American celebration of all that is right, good and commercially viable. Or that Doo-dah thing. 

I’m grateful for the many well-intentioned non-profit organizations focused on bettering the greater Pasadena area. I’m not sure how you all got my mailing address, but, still, keep up the good work. 

Finally, I’m grateful for the few remaining bookstores in the area. They stand as a reminder that writing and reading still matter, even if they don’t pay the retail rent. And, let’s be honest, isn’t it more pleasant when you can purchase a square of Ghirardelli chocolate, a scented candle and some literary-themed flip-flops along with your inspirational words of wisdom? 
