
Look on the bright side
I remember the day as if it were yesterday.

I was in my hometown on a Sunday afternoon, and was going to take my poor
widowed mother out for a ride in the car.

Like anybody, I held my mom in high esteem. She was a positive person -- an
incredibly positive person.

My mom didn't drive. She came out of a generation where the men did most of
the driving. To illustrate why she didn't drive, she told a story where she pulled
the kids and the dog into the car, and was going to drive down to her father's
house. (I was one of the kids). She was just learning how to drive, and it was the
first time she had ever backed the car out of the driveway. She started up the
car, and the kids got out. Then the dog got out. Then she got out.

She never drove the car again.

Well, my mom was homebound, and on Sunday afternoons, I would drive home
and take her for a ride in the car. Sometimes, we'd ride around and look at the
flowers. Sometimes, we'd drive out to a nearby waterway and look at the ducks.
Sometimes, we'd go and look at the deer that would come into the foothills at
dusk.

Whatever we did, wherever we went, she loved the trips -- mostly because they
got her out of the house.

So it was irritating to me to find that the car wouldn't start -- the fuel pump had
stopped working.

I'll admit right now -- I didn't have a good attitude about it. I stormed inside the
house, and called the auto club. Then mom and I sat on the porch and waited for
the tow truck to come.

I was mad -- the car was fairly new. It didn't even have 20,000 miles on it -- that's
very new by fuel pump standards. Plus, I just don't take car problems well.

"I'm sorry," I told my mother. "This is just my luck."

"But you're very lucky," my mother said. "Look on the bright side -- the fuel pump
could have gone out on you while you were on the road."
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And you know -- she was right.

Before long, the tow truck (or as we used to call them when we were kids, the
"wrecker") turned up.

The tow truck driver, a local man who I didn't recognize, backed the truck up to
the car, and expertly moved the car onto the flatbed (much more civilized than
the old "wreckers," which used a gigantic hook). I said goodbye to my mom, and
the driver and I got into the truck's cab.

He gunned the truck. We went nowhere.

Getting out of the truck, we found that the truck was wedged into a ditch. After
tangling with the problem for a few minutes, the driver went home to get his
tractor to tow out his tow truck. I sat back down on the porch at my mom's side

"You know, you're right," I said. "I'm pretty lucky -- I'm lucky I'm not him."

Each day of our lives, something happens to us.

The events themselves carry no real meaning -- the only meaning that comes
from them is the meaning we assign. And the meaning we assign to events
comes from our overall attitude.

That's why our attitude is so important to our success. If we have a bad attitude,
we have bad experiences. Good attitude -- good experiences. Each downturn is
an upturn in disguise. Each drop of the stock market is a buying opportunity;
each bad event has the seeds of a good event in it.

When you look at a partly cloudy sky, do you concentrate on the blue sky, or on
the clouds? When you are caught in a rainstorm, do you stop and smell the rain,
or do you curse and find the nearest shelter? When it's sunset, do you see the
beauty of the sunset, or do you cringe at the loss of daylight?

Each event carries meaning -- but it's only the meaning we affix to the event.

When I was a kid, I had a "Rotex" label machine, a "label gun," as we called it.
I was enamored with the little labeler -- and pretty soon, almost everything in my
room had labels of one sort of another.

When we go through life, we act just like I did with that little label gun. We affix
labels to everything we see.

Each person picks up a label: "Friend," "Foe," "Rival," "Lover," "Boss,"
"Employee," etc. We unconsciously label everyone we know -- and we usually
aren't comfortable with a new person until we've labeled him or her.



Not only that, but we label every event -- "Bad," "Good," "Unlucky," "Lucky,"
"Discouraging," "Exciting," and so forth. And yet few of our labels are accurate.

If our viewpoint of the events in our lives is dictated by the attitudes we have,
then it makes sense that we can upgrade our life by upgrading our attitude -- and
subsequently by upgrading those labels, we upgrade our view of the other people
in our lives.

Oddly enough, the reverse is also true. We can upgrade our attitude by
upgrading our labels. We can choose to see life from a positive angle.

We can choose to look on the bright side.

Tonight, about an hour before sunset, take a moment to look outside your home
or office. Take a special look at one brightly-colored object -- it doesn't matter
what kind of object it is. Make a mental note of the colors, the contrast, the
brilliance of it.

Then, about an hour after sunset, take another look at the same object. The color
is gone, the contrast is nil, and the brilliant colors it once enjoyed will be replaced
with drab shades of gray.

It's only when you see things in the "bright side" that you see items well -- and
our lives are that same way.

Is your life getting drab, colorless, and uninviting?

You're not seeing your life from the bright side.

My mom was right -- life is a lot better when you look on the bright side.
Everything looks better -- everything looks brighter. We see people and things for
what they are, not just a colorless shadow of what they may be.

And here's the catch -- we can choose to live on the bright side -- we can choose
to see things this way. We don't have to move anywhere, and we don't have to
change anything but our attitudes -- and that simple change will make all the
difference in the world.

Make a conscious effort to see things from the positive point of view -- the bright
side of life. You'll be glad you did.

Anyway, the tow truck driver eventually returned with his tractor -- and pulled his
truck out of the ditch. I think I was still laughing when he came.



My mom and I didn't get our "ride" that day -- but we took many more rides over
the next few years.

My mother died some years ago -- but I have tried never to forget her advice --
look on the bright side, look for the best in others, and remember that some poor
tow truck driver has it worse than you do.

Oh -- one more thing -- watch out for the ditch. Odd thing about that ditch -- it's
the one my mom was scared of backing into when the dog and I got out of the
car.
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