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From AmericaÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s favorite football player turned New York Times bestselling author and

morning talk show host here are 18 rules of motivational advice that will inspire you to turn up the

heat and go from good to great in pursuit of your personal ambitions.Pulling from his own life

experiences, Michael Strahan details the mix of mental discipline, positive thinking, and sense of

play that lead him to a Super Bowl XLII victory as a member of the New York Giants, and later to

star alongside Kelly Ripa in the hit daytime talk show Live! with Kelly and Michael. Each of these

Ã¢â‚¬Å“Strahan RulesÃ¢â‚¬Â• will guide you step-by-step through developing a work ethic and

mental durability that will prime you to achieve your goals and transform your life.  Delivered with his

signature wit and wisdom, StrahanÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s Rules combine a range of advice, from values he

picked up from his father who served in the military to professors who teach on the science of

happiness and include:  -Rule #5: Too many of us count ourselves out before we even give

ourselves a chance...Do the work. Be excellent. YouÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ll find your place. -Rule #11: You

canÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t change other people, but you can change how you are around them, and sometimes,

a lot of times, thatÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s more than enough. -Rule #12: Listen to other people, but

donÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t take their opinions for fact. Have your own experiences. Draw your own conclusions.

Whether you are attempting to achieve your career goals, seeking to better your relationships or

simply up your optimism quotient, Wake Up Happy will inspire you.
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NFL legend Michael Strahan made his name on the football field, setting the record for single

season sacks in 2001 and being inducted into Pro Football Hall of Fame in 2014, but his star has

shined brighter and for longer than his 216 history-making games with the New York Giants, which

included a win at Super Bowl XLII. In 2008, he joined the Fox NFL Sunday pregame show as a

commentator, and in 2012, he beat a competitive roster of candidates to replace Regis Philbin as

co-host of the wildly popular Live! with Kelly & Michael. In April 2014, he joined Good Morning

America as a special cohost, and Barbara Walters selected him as one of her 10 Most Fascinating

People of 2014.Veronica Chambers was an editor for The New York Times Magazine, a culture

writer for Newsweek, and a senior associate editor at Premiere magazine. Her work has appeared

in Vogue and Glamour, among many other publications. She is also the author of a critically

acclaimed memoir, Mama&#39;s Girl. In 2000 she received a fellowship from the Japan Society to

spend several months researching in Japan. She fell in love with the country and has returned for

extended stays every year since.

Wake Up Happy  2>  2> Rule #1 Help canÃ¢â‚¬â€•and willÃ¢â‚¬â€•come from the most unexpected

places. Be open to everything around you. MANNHEIM, GERMANY, was an awesome place to

grow up. It wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t a giant city like Berlin or Munich, but it was a big enough town and there

was enough going on that we never got cabin fever. There was always something to do. When I

was thirteen years old, my favorite activity was to chase after my brothers and their friends.

Wherever they went, I wanted to go too. My brothers, Victor, Chris, and Gene Junior, were fifteen,

seventeen, and twenty-one, and I worshipped them. I had two older sisters as well, but it was all

about my brothers to me. And then there was our extended family. Because we were all so far away

from home on an American base, friends became family quickly. MothersÃ¢â‚¬â€•many of whom

had neither the work visas nor the language skills applicable to the countries in which they were

based and therefore had time on their handsÃ¢â‚¬â€•felt licensed to grab you by the collar and

question you as if you were a soldier gone AWOL, now facing disciplinary action: WhereÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s

your homework? What are you doing? Where are you going? WhereÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s my kid?

WhoÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s dating whom? Did I see your brother kissing my daughter? You know that girl is

only fourteen; you better tell Gary that if he doesnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t want TanishaÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s father to have

a talk with your father, he better act like he knows. This was Germany in the 1980s, so it was all

Smurfs and gummi bears at the Base Exchange, the shop near my fatherÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s office that

stocked everything we might need. But nothing you could buy in a store could compete with my

mother and her Cake BossÃ¢â‚¬â€œlevel baking. My mother and her friends made all of the classic



deep dishes from home: cherry pies, mixed berry pies, caramel apple walnut pies. Then there were

the cakes. Every mother I knew kept a yellow cake with chocolate icing on a glass cake stand in her

kitchen in case her husband brought someone home for dinner, or an unexpected late afternoon

coffee break, an unannounced guest, say a high-ranking officer or a visiting American dignitary. But

that was just the standard. Like I said, these women had time on their hands. So in addition to the

yellow cakes they whipped up from boxes of Duncan Hines procured at the Base Exchange, there

was the more exotic fare: black chocolate lava cake or Earl Grey tea cake, not to mention all the

German specialties. People always talk about the French and their bakeries. IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ve been to

France more than a few times, but having grown up in Germany, I have to set the record straight for

you: you canÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t tell the Germans a thing about making cakes. Forget about

SchwarzwÃƒÂ¤lder Kirschtorte, Black Forest Cake. ThatÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s nothing but a mess of

chocolate, cherries, and whipped cream. LetÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s talk about some Bienenstich, Bee Sting

Cake, a beautiful yellow cake confection with caramelized almonds and a buttercream filling.

DonÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t even get me started on the Berliner, which are like jelly donutsÃ¢â‚¬â€•if jelly donuts

were made in heaven, by angels. And then thereÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s Spaghettieis, which is a bowl of

German ice cream that has been put through some special spaetzle press so that the vanilla ice

cream looks like a bowl of spaghetti, after which itÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s covered with a strawberry sauce,

which is cooked to look just like tomato sauce, and then the sauce is covered with shaved coconut,

which mimics Parmesan cheese. Proof positive that German ingenuity does not apply just to cars,

people. As you can tell, I spent more than a little time eating when I was a kid. My mother could

cook, and she is, to this day, the picture of Southern comfort, easy grace, and hospitality.

IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d get home from school and sheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d wrap me in a giant bear hug.

Ã¢â‚¬Å“Afternoon, baby, how was your day?Ã¢â‚¬Â• sheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d ask. At thirteen, a lot of boys

donÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t want to sit down and chitchat with their mothers. But IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d walk in the house,

and the kitchen would smell like a bakery, and there was my momÃ¢â‚¬â€•standing there like a

female Willy WonkaÃ¢â‚¬â€•offering me the golden ticket of goodies every single day of the week.

SheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d cut me a big piece of just-baked streusel and pour me a cold glass of milk, and you

bet IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d sit down for thirty minutes and tell that woman anything she wanted to know.

IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d tell her about how Mrs. Polans was a nice teacher, but Algebra 1 was so

freakinÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ hard, I didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t know how IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d make it to Algebra 2. Or about how

Mr. AdlersflÃƒÂ¼gel, who taught our German class, cut himself shaving each and every day.

HeÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d come to class with little pieces of toilet paper all over his face. My mother would laugh

so hard at my impression of Mr. AdlersflÃƒÂ¼gel, done in animated, exaggerated German.



Ã¢â‚¬Å“Oh, bless his heart!Ã¢â‚¬Â• sheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d say. Ã¢â‚¬Å“He must be single, because no

woman would let him walk out of the house like that.Ã¢â‚¬Â• My mother didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t have a

mean bone in her body, but she loved to hear funny stories about our teachers and the other

families on base, and I loved to make her laugh. Louise StrahanÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s laugh is just like her

baking: all butter and sugar, with just the tiniest dash of salt. My friends and I did our best to

increase awareness about the game of American style football. We would play with whoever

expressed an interest. And when we tired of football, we would go to a friendÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s house and

play Atari. But what I really loved to do was hang out with my brothers. One afternoon I was

following the older kids. My brothers and their friends kept calling back to me, Ã¢â‚¬Å“Bob! Bob!

Keep up, Bob!Ã¢â‚¬Â• I didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t think anything of it. My brothers always called me Bob.

Sure, it was an odd nickname, given that my name is Michael. But not any odder than what my

friends were called by their big brothers. That day, as I was huffing and puffing my way up that

twelve-foot fence, my brotherÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s friend Anthony came up behind me. He said, Ã¢â‚¬Å“You

know why they call you Bob, right?Ã¢â‚¬Â• I shrugged. Who knew why my brothers did any of the

things they did? He turned to me sympathetically. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Bob stands for Booty on Back,Ã¢â‚¬Â•

he said. Ã¢â‚¬Å“They call you that because youÃ¢â‚¬â„¢re fat.Ã¢â‚¬Â• When he told me what

Ã¢â‚¬Å“BobÃ¢â‚¬Â• really meant, a name that my brothers had been calling me for years, I was

stunned. I close my eyes and I can see myself, plummeting four feet down to the ground slowly, so

slowly that I have the time to ask myself the question again and again: Am I fat? Am I fat? Am I fat?

I hit the grass with a thud, and while I can feel the bruises coming up on my back, my neck, my

arms, feel the cuts and scrapes on my bare legs, IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢m hurting far more on the inside than on

the outside. Anthony looks down at me. He is still hanging on to the fence. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Hey,

man,Ã¢â‚¬Â• he shouts. Ã¢â‚¬Å“You okay?Ã¢â‚¬Â• I nod yes. Then I say it as loud as I can.

Ã¢â‚¬Å“Yeah, IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢m okay.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Once I see Ant has cleared the fence and gone running

toward the field, I dust myself off, and with real, hot tears on my face, I take off in the other

directionÃ¢â‚¬â€•toward home and my mom. Louise Strahan has many gifts, but lying is not one of

them. If Germany had ever been invaded during our time abroad, and the security of our base and

the nation relied on her powers of subterfuge, we wouldÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ve all been sunk.

Ã¢â‚¬Å“ItÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s a simple question, Mama,Ã¢â‚¬Â• I asked. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Am I fat?Ã¢â‚¬Â• My

mother looked as hurt as I felt as she tried to dodge the truth. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Oh no, baby,Ã¢â‚¬Â• she

cooed. Ã¢â‚¬Å“You are not fat. You are husky.Ã¢â‚¬Â• I rolled my eyes. She then gave me a hug

and cut me a piece of freshly baked pecan pie. (I know itÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s illogical that IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d follow

the most devastating insult of my young life with dessert, but come on. I was thirteen. I was not



about to say no to pie.) As I sat at the table, my mind worked on the problem. My father always said,

Ã¢â‚¬Å“Show me the baby, not the labor. Tell me about the solution, not the problem.Ã¢â‚¬Â• But

to come up with the solution, I needed to define the problem. There were fat kids at school. We all

knew who they were. But my friends never called me fat. When I looked in the mirror, I

didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t see a big boy. So how was I going to fix it when I couldnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t even see it? That

night, when my dad came home from work, I asked him if I could talk to him in his bedroom,

privately. My dad is not my mother. My dad will tell you the truth, even if it hurts.

Ã¢â‚¬Å“Dad,Ã¢â‚¬Â• I asked. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Do you know why my brothers call me Bob?Ã¢â‚¬Â• My

dad nodded his head yes. I took a deep breath in and forged ahead, just to get my mind fully up to

speed with what was going on. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Dad, am I fat?Ã¢â‚¬Â• I asked. My dad didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t look

pleased to tell me, but he did anyway. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Yes, son. You could lose some weight.Ã¢â‚¬Â• I

was crushed. Ã¢â‚¬Å“What am I going to do?Ã¢â‚¬Â• My dad shrugged. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Eat less.

Exercise more.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Ã¢â‚¬Å“Okay,Ã¢â‚¬Â• I said. Then my dad did what he does so well: he

gave me the little bit of extra insight that helped me figure out how to get the job done.

Ã¢â‚¬Å“ItÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s a simple formula,Ã¢â‚¬Â• he said. Ã¢â‚¬Å“But itÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s not an easy one.

YouÃ¢â‚¬â„¢re going to have to eat a whole lot less. And you are going to have to exercise a whole

lot more.Ã¢â‚¬Â• I started watching what I was eating. ThatÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s not the easiest thing for a

thirteen-year-old growing boy to do. But the fact is, IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d been going to town, breakfast,

lunch, and dinner. My motherÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s food was so delicious, I would typically go back for

seconds and thirds even though I knew I was full. Now, instead of having two plates of my

momÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s broccoli-and-rice casserole, IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d have just one. Same thing with

dessertÃ¢â‚¬â€•just one helping, and I aimed to make it a small one. Being older, my brothers Victor

and Chris hardly made it home for dinner most nights. So there was only my mom, my dad, and me

home most of the time. It pained my mother to see me eat less. SheÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d get an expression

on her face like a dog lover watching a stray being kicked on the street. It seemed to her a form of

child abuse not to fill my plate to the top and then refill it again. Sometimes she just

couldnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t help herself: Ã¢â‚¬Å“Baby, MamaÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s got butter cake for dessert. And ice

cream. Let me cut you a nice big piece, youÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ve hardly been eating at all.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Luckily

my father was always there to step in. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Louise,Ã¢â‚¬Â• heÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d say lovingly but

sternly. Ã¢â‚¬Å“You see what heÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s trying to do. Just let the boy be.Ã¢â‚¬Â• Because I

was a kid and my metabolism was through the roof, I began to lose weight quicklyÃ¢â‚¬â€•even

with regular samplings of my motherÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s desserts. But the thing that made the biggest

difference was the exercise. IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d purchased a Jane Fonda workout tapeÃ¢â‚¬â€•yes, tape,



on VHSÃ¢â‚¬â€•and every day after school, IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d pop it in. I know it might be hard to imagine

me, six-foot-five former pro-ball player, on the floor of his parentsÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ living room, sweating it

out with Jane Fonda. But you have to remember. This was 1985, and Jane Fonda was at the

forefront of a fitness revolution. I saw the commercials for her tapes on television and what seemed

clear was that they worked. The first day that I brought the tape home and popped it into the VCR,

my mother stood at the doorway of the living room, cheering me on. Ã¢â‚¬Å“Go ahead, baby, you

work that booty off,Ã¢â‚¬Â• she said, with a smile. I was glad my mom wasnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t going to

supervise my workouts or join in, because this is the thing: the Jane Fonda workout videos were

unexpectedly hot. Not since IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d seen Jennifer Beals in Flashdance when I was twelve had I

seen so many good-looking women walking around in nothing but leotards, leg warmers, and the

occasional off-the-shoulder sweatshirt. The music is vintage eighties pop: lots of keyboards,

synthesizers, and drum machines. And the way the video starts out, itÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s almost as if the

women are in a clubÃ¢â‚¬â€•a club where they walk around in their leotards or, as in the case of the

blonde who is front and center, a sports bra, a skimpy leotard, and a white visorÃ¢â‚¬â€•to keep the

sun out of her eyes (indoors nonetheless). After they greet each other, they start throwing their legs

up on the ballet barre. There are two guys and about fifteen girlsÃ¢â‚¬â€•which seemed like the

kind of odds I liked. IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ve always been a guy who doesnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t just listen to music. I get

into the lyrics. And the lyrics of the opening song to the Jane Fonda workout tape seemed to speak

directly to me. ThereÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s so much more to you than meets the eye. ThereÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s so

much more in you, youÃ¢â‚¬â„¢re going to try. From the beginning, I found the workout

challenging, but the distraction of the pretty girls helped me get through it. Because my brothers had

teased me about my bubble butt, I paid special attention to the glute exercises. If Jane said do

twenty leg lifts, I did fifty. If she started with fifteen fire hydrant kicks, then IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d pause the

tape and do an extra twenty-five. I was literally trying to work my butt off. It worked. I started at the

beginning of the school year, and by Christmas I was trimmer and fitter than IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d ever been.

That year, the Dallas Cowboys signed a player named Herschel Walker. I hadnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t grown up

in Texas, but the Cowboys were a big part of our household because my parents are Texans

through and through. Unlike a lot of pro athletes, Herschel never bragged about the hours he logged

in the weight room. Instead, he had always beenÃ¢â‚¬â€•since he was a kid my ageÃ¢â‚¬â€•into

exercises that used his own body weight. I was amazed to learn that at the age of twelve, Herschel

had weighed only one hundred pounds and was just five feet, three inches tall. HeÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d had

the exact opposite problem from mine. Instead of being Ã¢â‚¬Å“Bob,Ã¢â‚¬Â• heÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d been

the puny guy that nobody ever picked for sports. Creating his own routine of push-ups, sit-ups,



pull-ups, and quick sprints, heÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d built his body up into a muscle machine. By the time

heÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d reached ninth grade, he was a high school football all-star and weighed in at an

impressive 185 poundsÃ¢â‚¬â€•all muscle with impossible-to-beat speed. Herschel didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t

have a video like Jane, but he had a book called Herschel WalkerÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s Basic Training.

IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d lost enough weight that my brothers stopped calling me Ã¢â‚¬Å“Bob,Ã¢â‚¬Â• but I

didnÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t want to stop. HerschelÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s book seemed like the perfect next step. I saved up

and bought that too. I began to get serious about building muscle. One of the things that Herschel

talked about in his book was how, as a kid, he would do push-ups and sit-ups during the

commercials on television. So in addition to doing the Jane Fonda workout three days a week after

school as soon as I got home, I added in HerschelÃ¢â‚¬â„¢s moves during the commercial breaks

of my favorite shows. My father had always been an active dad. When I was six years old, he was

one of the commanders of the 82nd Airborne Division, the paratroopers at Fort Bragg.

HeÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d let me come with him on training runs with the troop. If I ran the whole way,

IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d get a big bottle of Gatorade at the end. My dad would have to force my brothers to run,

but I just loved following behind the troops as they sweated it out in the sun, singing Ã¢â‚¬Å“I

donÃ¢â‚¬â„¢t know what youÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ve been toldÃ‚Â .Ã‚Â .Ã‚Â . But 82nd Airborne came to

rock and roll.Ã¢â‚¬Â• I might as well have had a sign around my neck that said, Ã¢â‚¬Å“Will run for

Gatorade.Ã¢â‚¬Â• But it was more than that; it was a way for me and my dad to be together, to be

active, and to work out. As much as I loved our time running together, between the ages of nine and

thirteen I stopped playing organized sports and began to spend more time eating and sitting around

watching television. Hence the weight gain that led to the Ã¢â‚¬Å“BobÃ¢â‚¬Â• nickname. Now,

with Jane Fonda and Herschel Walker in my corner, my father saw how serious I was about getting

into shape and he started working out with me every day. My dad is a reader. HeÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ll buy a

computer, and before he even opens the box, he will sit and read the manual cover to cover. He

wants to know all there is to know on any given subject. A decade before any of us had ever used

the term Google, my father would research a subject exhaustively. So when my workouts became

his latest project, my father spent weeks doing the research to make sure he best understood how

to train a teenage boy like me. He read every muscle and fitness magazine he could lay his hands

on. He created specific weight training programs that I would follow and he would log. On the

weekends, we would jog together for miles. It was on those runs that I got to know who my dad

really was. I also learned that help can and will come from the most unexpected places and people.

When I was a boy, it was Jane Fonda and a football great, Herschel Walker, long before I ever had

an inkling IÃ¢â‚¬â„¢d one day play the game professionally myself. Consequently, I make a point of



not making assumptions about people and staying open to the possibility that alliances might come

in the most unlikely packages.

I loved this book. It was highly motivating, light hearted, but also impactful. Strahan is an extremely

hard worker, but he shows that if you have your priorities straight and know how to manage your

stress and temper expectations, you will be much happier.I have employed many of the things I

learned at various points and did sense a positive change in my overall mood and energy. The

suggested playlist at the end was one of my favorite parts because it's a no effort quick fix. So

simple, swap your morning alarm for some motivating music. Small change = big impact.

Could not put this book down until I finished it and realized that when I did, I had a big smile on my

face. Very motivational and inspiring. Michael trys to teach you that you can do whatever you decide

you want to - which sounds easier than it is. I decide to purchase a dozen books for Christmas gifts

this year for my children, nieces and nephews that are all in their 20's and 30's with a long career

ahead of them. This book could guide them well to keep an open mind, dream big, work hard, and

live with no regrets. Great for any age, but I wish I had read it when I was just starting my career.

Thank you Michael!

Let me quickly explain what the title of my review means-There was a book that came out many

years ago that was written by the famous theologian Dr. Norman Vincent Peale-In May 2016,I had

the opportunity to hear Mr.Strahan deliver the address at my niece's high school graduation in

Connecticut-Let me tell you,this book is a must read for anyone who wants to achieve specific goals

in their life-Strahan is someone who definitely sees the glass as half full.

A friend of mine recommended Michael Strahan's book, Wake Up Happy, as a book that my adult

students might like to read. Most of my students have had a fair to good amount of failure in their

lives, along with daily struggles just to survive. I wanted a book that would be encouraging, but also

provide an inside look of someone who has had a fair amount of struggles in his own life.Michael

makes a lot of good points in the book and encourages readers to examine themselves in regards

to where the current and future are taking them. We're reading the book as a book study and the

guys are eager to discuss what they learn from each chapter. Mike provides a lot of quotes that can

easily be used as a self-reflection writing task.I also like that the book is written at a level in which

most of my students can read it. This is very important. Adult learners want to be able to read



material like anyone else. If it becomes a struggle, they usually give up on the reading and have no

desire to finish the book no matter how good it is.I recommend Wake Up Happy for any adult or late

teen to read. It's a good review of things that we already know, it's packed full of encouraging ideas,

and it motivates readers to make positive changes. The book is a quick read. I read it in 3 days, for

just an hour or two at time.

This book is so true and easy to read with real life references. Happiness is a choice - keep your

options open and remember being happy isn't a destination, it's a journey that takes effort, but is so

worth the rewards. Hats off to a football player for speaking the truth!

I thoroughly enjoyed reading this book. The content was relevant as he used many of his life

examples, but it was an easy read as well. "Wake up happy" is not a happy, happy, be chipper type

of book. The author provides basic strategies for areas such as: not giving up on your dreams or

relationships and the value of hard work.I had a friend ask me "what makes Michael Strahan a

noted authority on dreaming and being happy?" My answer was and still is "it's his demeanor and

accomplishments." It's quite obvious that none of his successes in life were handed to him. He

displays a very strong work ethic and an ability to roll with the punches. This author shares his

setbacks and failures as well as his accomplishments. All the more reason to respect him.

Received in three days from vendor. New, clean, fresh book as stated online from third party vendor

via . My son was pleased to recieved the book, I believe. Bought it as a inspirational, encouraging

book for my son as he is graduating high school and getting ready to leave and go off to college.

I enjoy books about sports and sports figures. I've also enjoyed watching Michael Strahan's

transition from football to television and his wit and personality can be a bit addictive.Strahan tells

his story in an entertaining and humble way and reminds the reader that anything is possible.After

reading WAKE UP HAPPY and having an opportunity to think about Strahan's individual points

about not only happiness but direction and structure in your life I actually purchased a copy for my

21 year old stepson. As I wrote inside the cover, I hope he enjoys it as much as I did!

Wake Up Happy: The Dream Big, Win Big Guide to Transforming Your Life Dreams: Discover the

Meaning of Your Dreams and How to Dream What You Want - Dream Interpretation, Lucid

Dreaming, and Dream Psychology (+BONUS) (Dream Analysis, Dream Meanings, Lucid Dream)

http://privateebooks.com/en-us/read-book/3122V/wake-up-happy-the-dream-big-win-big-guide-to-transforming-your-life.pdf?r=EwjoKYYj2Luf3X28RXsrAMo8smB4ZoG5go1collGe8c%3D


Nora Roberts Dream Trilogy CD Collection: Daring to Dream, Holding the Dream, Finding the
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Journal: Dream Interpretations, Dream Meanings & Dream Analysis You Can Do Each Day to
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Indians win the AL Championship! Browns win a game! Roulette Rockstar: Want To Win At

Roulette? This Simple Roulette Strategy Helped An Unemployed Man Win Thousands! Forget

Roulette Tips YouÃ¢â‚¬â„¢ve Heard Before. Learn How To Play Roulette and Win! Happy, Happy,

Happy: My Life and Legacy as the Duck Commander Win Your Lawsuit: Sue in California Superior

Court Without a Lawyer (Win Your Lawsuit: A Judges Guide to Representing Yourself in California

Supreior Court) The Sleep LadyÃ‚Â®&#146;s Good Night, Sleep Tight: Gentle Proven Solutions to

Help Your Child Sleep Well and Wake Up Happy Dream Journal Workbook: A Beginner's Guided

Dream Diary for Lucid Dreaming and Dream Interpretation When We Fight, We Win:

Twenty-First-Century Social Movements and the Activists That Are Transforming Our World Happy

Brain: 35 Tips to a Happy Brain: How to Boost Your Oxytocin, Dopamine, Endorphins, and

Serotonin (Brain Power, Brain Function, Boost Endorphins, Brain Science, Brain Exercise, Train

Your Brain) The South Beach Wake-Up Call:Ã‚Â 7 Real-Life Stretegies for Living Your Healthiest

Life Ever (The South Beach Diet) The South Beach Diet Wake-Up Call: 7 Real-Life Strategies for

Living Your Healthiest Life Ever Your Money or Your Life: 9 Steps to Transforming Your

Relationship with Money and Achieving Financial Independence Your Money or Your Life: 9 Steps

to Transforming Your Relationship with Money and Achieving Financial Independence: Revised and

Updated for the 21st Century Tennis: Top 5 Strategies How to win more matches, How to Play

Tennis,Killer doubles, Tennis the Ultimate guide (Tennis Strategies How to win more matches Book

1) Happy City: Transforming Our Lives Through Urban Design Whole Health for Happy Cats: A

Guide to Keeping Your Cat Naturally Healthy, Happy, and Well-Fed (Quarry Book) 
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