And At The End Of The Day You've Got…Waffles


Well, here we are.  It's a brand new year, a year full of the promise of new challenges, and opportunities, new friendships and commitments.  A time where history has yet to be written and it all starts today.  It's a time for change, and re-evaluation.  It's a new year to seek new understanding.  It's a time to regroup and put your best foot forward.  It's a time for new experiences.  And most of all…it's a time for waffles.


Now that we have established the fact that it's a brand new year, I have begun to start thinking about things that I would like to do differently this year than I did last year.  This year my goal is to sit back and enjoy the scenery.  Up to this point, I've been so focused on my destinations that I haven't really sat back and enjoyed the journey of living.  I've been so busy speeding up and down the road of life that I haven't been stopping to smell the roses.  And in the end, isn't that really what life is about?  Since lessons can be learned from everything that we do, if we speed through certain aspects of our lives, don't we risk missing the point?  I'm officially taking my foot off the gas and saying no to excess stress and drama, and yes to martinis…especially the ones with the little umbrellas.  That's a joke, but you get the point.

Life is entirely too short to take everything seriously.  From now on, I'm going to try to live for the moment and see the humor in everything.  So, the next time that bill comes in the mail asking you to give up your family fortune for 30 minutes of talk time, make a nice paper airplane out of it, open a window and send it on its way.  You'll be glad you did.  And the next time a telemarketer calls, don't get upset because they have your phone number.  Tell them that you are glad they called and then start crying about some utterly insignificant event like the neighbor's goldfish dying or something.  Trust me, if they feel like you are mentally disturbed, your number will end up on their do not call list faster than if you requested to be removed on your own.  If you get a little creative with it, it could go a little like this:

Telemarketer:
Hello, is Michael Rochelle there?

Michael:
Yeah, this is he.

Telemarketer:
This is Regina from Cerelex and I'm calling to…

Michael:
Oh Regina, how's it going?

Telemarketer:
I'm fine, Mr. Rochelle.  The purpose of my call is to…

Michael:
Regina, that is such a nice name.  I had a friend named Regina, but we called her Pippy.  Do you know Pippy?

Telemarketer:
Can't say I do, but getting back to business.  I wanted to…

Michael:
Maybe you know her brother, Reggie?

Telemarketer:
I don't know anyone named Reggie.

Michael:
Oh, but you do know Grandma Carole, right?

Telemarketer:
Mr. Roc…

Michael:
Everybody knows Grandma Carole.  She's so sweet, even when she forgets her dentures.  Sometimes we call her Gumby but she doesn't mind.  We love Gumby just the same.

Telemarketer:
Have a good day Mr. Rochelle.

Michael:
You too Regina.  Kiss the kids for me.



And just like that, poor Regina will never call you again and you can even have a good laugh about the situation.

Moving on, I'm thinking about formally pressing charges against companies that make seemingly great products, but don't put sufficient warnings on the product in reference to its use.  Ok, so it's safe for five-year-olds to use, but is it safe for Michael Rochelle?  I have been a big fan of pancakes and waffles since birth.  Believe it or not, my first words were "more syrup."  Ask my mom, she'll tell you.  Anyway, I acquired a waffle maker not too long ago.  It seemed simple enough to use.  Per the box, it was non-stick and easy to clean as well.  I couldn't measure my level of excitement about my new toy.  I even got creative and bought whipped cream and strawberries to see if I could make a Rooty Tooty Fresh and Fruity like they do at IHOP.

That's where the joy ended.  From the moment I plugged the sucker in we were at war.  Do you remember learning about Custer's last stand in history class?  Well, replace Custer with Michael because I certainly lost the battle with the waffle maker that day.  I imagine for years to come that people will gather at my apartment on the morning of December 21st to view the reenactments.  Professors will lecture about the boy who thought he'd be famous for winning American Idol, but instead, had to settle for being known as the guy who got beat down by a waffle maker.

I poured the mix into the waffle maker and closed the lid as the directions stated.  I then placed the latch on the lid to hold it down during the cooking process.  Well, about a minute into it, I heard this strange bubbling sound.  Then, the latch went flying off the waffle maker.  I should have known then to unplug the thing, but no, I had to stand back and watch in horror as these huge globs of batter started oozing down the sides.  I tell you no lie.  The globs were after me.  They oozed out of all four sides of the waffle maker and chanted my name as they headed in my direction.  At this point, I'm freaking out and thinking about calling 911 but I decided that I was bigger and smarter than the waffle maker was.  I had renewed confidence that I could beat the critter.  I snatched up a dishrag and a spatula, yelled out "ATTACK!" and I went in.  Needless to say, the waffle maker came out victorious.  However, I did learn a very valuable lesson:  non-stick only refers to the cooking surface of products and has nothing to do with whether a product will stick to the counter or not.   The waffle maker has been in the middle of my counter ever since.  I didn't intend for it to stay there and I'll have to rearrange the whole kitchen scheme, but hey, it's not so bad.

In closing, with my new goal of taking things less seriously, the waffle maker and I have called a truce.  We are going to couples counseling and the therapist has stated that I may be able to try again within the next few weeks…but only when we are both ready.  No need to rush into anything.  In that situation, I could have gotten upset and refused to accept defeat, but it's a brand new year and I'm enjoying the ride.  Even if it does take me all year to figure out the right amount of batter needed to make the perfect waffle, I'm dedicated to doing so.  I'm going to do what I can to make things work between the waffle maker and me.  Retreat is not always the answer, sometimes it's confrontation.  With that being said…waffles anyone?
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