AND THE WINNER IS…


I have something that I need to get off my chest.  As many of you witnessed, I was named Employee of the Month for December.   I can't express to you how shocked I was to hear my name being called.  In situations like that, so many thoughts pop into your head.  For example: Will I trip on the way to the platform?  Can everyone, including the back row, see the mammoth pimple that is forming on my nose?  Does the audience agree with me that it needs some orange cones and police tape around it?  Is this a Tri-dent moment? And, did I brush my hair this morning?  With all those questions floating around, I completely forgot the fact that I could have given an acceptance speech.  I'd like to do that now if I could.  Excuse me while I clear my throat...ugh-umm.   Here is how it should have went:

First off, I'd like to thank all those who made this moment possible.  This is for those who believed in me from day one.  This moment is so much bigger than me.  I'd like to thank my mom and dad for their constant love and support.  Maybe now you can dust off that box of hopes and dreams that you've always had for me but thought they were out of reach and realize that all things are possible.  I can still aspire to be the fry guy at McDonalds one day and make you guys proud.  Now when we look at my name on the family tree, Michael Rochelle, MD can stand for Medical Doctor instead of Major Disappointment.  I have to acknowledge the remainder of my family, friends and bill collectors for their support as well.  I'd like to thank my former dog Moo Goo; I love you, wherever you are.  Call me sometime.  Bear with me… I'm starting to tear up.  Umm, whom am I forgetting?  Umm, thanks to my group, the wonderful inventory accounting team.  I'd also like to thank the kids in the world.  Everything I do is for the kids, so this one goes out to you.  Lastly, to my supervisor, Carey Becker.   At the end of the day, it's good to know that all the "Yes mams," and "No mams," and "How high would you like me to jump mams?" truly pay off.  This maybe one small step for man, but it's one giant leap for mankind.  Thank you. 

Ok, so maybe it's a little over the top…just a tad bit, but you get the point. 
I don't know about you guys, but I've had a lot of time to think lately.  As I have stated before, this year is going to be the year of less stress.  I have been trying to think of ways that I, a single individual, could bring about change in the world.   I had to wonder, what could be my great contribution to making the world a better place?  After giving it much thought, I think I've got it.  What if we make everyday life more like the reality show Survivor?  Instead of using expletives and colorful sign language the next time someone cuts you off on the highway, what if we could just vote them off the island?  If you're at the grocery store and some random person snatches the last head of lettuce just as you start to reach for it, instead of lunging at them and rolling down aisle six in an all out battle over it, wouldn't it be easier to just say, "Bring me your torch?"  How much easier would it be to discipline the kids if we could just tell them, "You have five seconds to straighten up or else your name is going in the ballot?"  How much power would we have if we could demand that our spouses and loved ones wash the dishes and take out the trash because "The tribe has spoken?"  The possibilities would be limitless.


While we are voting people off the island, I have an issue I'd like to address that goes on right here at the Circuit City Campus.  I know that we all originate from different places so our experiences are different, but why is it that every morning or afternoon I find myself caught up in a game of Dodge Cars as I approach or leave the building?  We have associates that will stop for the speed bumps although they clearly read SLOW, but apparently these same associates believe that it's open season on any person that dares to step off the curb.  I keep checking ccity.com to see if there is some type of special promotion that allows people to get points for each associate they hit, but I haven't seen one yet.  Maybe after you mow down your 5th associate you get a new Plasma TV.  Here's a lesson for you…associates are not speed bumps, and the word slow does not mean stop…even in Italian.  And if the drivers get a prize for every person they hit, why can't the car dodgers get something out of the deal?  Why not make it an all out game, the dodgers against the drivers?  Maybe we could make the last associate standing Employee of the Month.  Wouldn't that be an interesting concept?


Moving on, I know that some of you are dying to hear about how my couple's counseling and therapy sessions are going with the waffle maker.  Several of you have given me guidance as to how to make the perfect waffle.  It would appear that the general consensus is that I'm at fault as opposed to it being the appliance.  Personally, I'm a little offended that you guys would think that I can't read directions.  Actually, I can read directions, but I have never been one to follow the crowd.  I like to blaze my own trail.  What ever happened to originality?  Wasn't it Dr. Pepper that taught us to just "Be You"?  Anyway, I tried using less mix, but I ended up having holes in my waffles.  I tried sitting on top of the waffle maker to keep the lid down, but now the word Belgian is permanently branded on the back of my pants…not to mention the doctor bills for having to be rushed to the hospital.  Imagine trying to explain to your doctor who Belgian is.  Talk about being in the hot seat…literally.  I even tried talking to the waffle maker and encouraging it that it could do anything that it put it's mind to.  I reminded the waffle maker of the success of the little engine that could.  It's a work in progress, and I'm still hopeful.  One day I will have the perfect waffle…now if I could just sit down.


In closing, I would like to leave you guys with some words of wisdom…something that I learned the hard way…check your expiration dates.  There is nothing like pouring a glass of cold milk and realizing that you could run your own cheese factory if you wanted to.  It's also just as discouraging to bite into a slice of bread or cupcake before realizing that you have single-handedly created your own home-grown- penicillin.  Take it from me, stick with the sell by and due dates.  Don't just ignore the curds in the milk because your four-year-old is thirsty.   Also, don't just assume that those mysterious spots on the bread are birthmarks.  Chances are, you could be walking on the wild side by consuming outdated foods.  And while I'm on foods, who came up with the five-second rule?  If I see one more person drop a chicken wing on the sidewalk then pick it up claiming the five-second rule, I'm going to scream.  Then we wonder why people are adverse to potlucks.  Think about that the next time Norma Jean brings in her sweet potato, macaroni, and chicken wing casserole.  All I can say is EEEEEEELLLLLLLLL!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
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