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Could It Get Any Worse

	By Michael Rochelle


After successfully going through almost a month without any embarrassing incidents and mishaps, I should have figured that it would only be a matter of time before my luck ran out.  I continue to share these incidents with you in hopes that not only will you get a good laugh at my expense, but to also inform you that it is never as bad as it seems.  Or is it?

As I have gotten older, my interests have broadened.  At the ripe old age of 22, I have decided that maybe I should find a way to help make the world a better place, you know, give back to the community.  I found an outlet to help when my part-time job was one of the sponsors for Richmond’s Heart Walk at Byrd Park.  Since I joined at the last minute, I did not have time to gather sponsors.  Despite this, the leader of the walk thought that it would be great for me to come for support and to get a feel for things in case I wanted to participate next year.

I got off to a rough start.  I woke up late and the sky threatened to rain.  After convincing myself to go for it anyway, I looked on the internet for directions to the park.  Most of the time I follow directions pretty well, this was not one of those times.  It should normally take about 20 minutes to get to the park from my house, but my opting for the scenic route because I was lost took about an hour.  I finally arrived to find hundreds of people from many different companies around Richmond.  I had no idea where my group was, so I followed some people who looked like they knew where they were going.  Eventually, I ran into my group and did not see any recognizable faces.  Soon after, my group was called to take pictures.  Again, I followed a group of people who looked like they knew where they were going.  We took some group pictures on a set of stairs at the park.  As I looked out into the crowd, I saw someone waving at me frantically.  It was my walk leader.  Behind her were a group of people who had on the same shirt as I did.  To make a long story short, I took some wonderful pictures…just with the wrong group.

I felt so good about my experience at the walk that I decided to treat myself.  I went to the mall to pick up a few new shirts.  While I was in one of the stores, I saw a pair of pants that would have added more flexibility to my wardrobe.  I asked the cashier if I could try them on and she pointed to the sign that read “Try On.”  I walked to the entrance and made a left expecting to see a few changing rooms.  Instead, I saw a mirror and a seat…no doors, no locks, and, most of all, no way to stop anyone in the store from poking their head in.  Despite this, I figured that nobody would walk in on me because no one else was in the store.  I quickly tried on the pants.  I was in the process of taking the pants off when I heard voices heading in my direction.  Although I tried to make excessive noise to alert the potential intruder of the pending security breach, an older lady entered the room with me.  I was beyond words.  What made the situation worse was that a guy walked in behind her.  So there I was, on display.  I quickly finished dressing and got out of there, vowing to never use their changing room again.

After that incident, I decided to wash my car.  Actually, one of my neighbors voluntarily offered to wash it, so I took that as a sign that it was time to break out the wax.  I sprayed the car down first and rinsed it off.  I then thought that it would be fun to use the foam brush.  As I scrubbed, I noticed that I had left my Circuit City antenna ball on the antenna.  I made a mental note to remove it when I got over to that part of the car.  Needless to say, I forgot.  I accidentally hit the antenna with the foam brush.  The antenna was obviously upset about my carelessness, so it swung back, which launched the antenna ball right for my head.  If you look really closely, I think you can still see the words “We're with you!” permanently embedded in my forehead.  I looked around to see if anyone saw and, of course, someone did.  A guy stopped to ask me if I was ok.  After I informed him that I was fine, he laughed and stated that he wished he'd had a camera to get it on tape.  Imagine that.

I recently had to learn a lesson the hard way about watching what you eat.  Don’t get me wrong, this has nothing to do with calories or saturated fat, rather, it’s about knowing your food and what potentially harmful ingredients it may contain that may haunt you hours later.  I purchased a chicken wrap from the City Shop because I was very hungry.  After taking about three bites, I bit into one of the most potent and lethal ingredients known to man, the purple onion.  I immediately removed all the visible ones from the wrap and continued eating.  Later that evening, I was talking to a co-worker when they, out of the blue, offered me a piece of gum.  Since I have braces, I automatically declined.  However, she insisted.  It wasn’t until that moment that I remembered my earlier run-in with the onion.  Too embarrassed for words, I took the gum, and even went back for seconds for reassurance.  To this day, she says she was just joking, but is it a coincidence that the one day I mistakenly eat an onion, someone insists I have gum?  I think not.

A few months back I made a request that if anyone else had experiences like these to send them to me so that I could incorporate them into a future article.  Due to the overwhelming response of zero, I am starting to believe that it really is just me.  Am I really doomed to a life full of embarrassing situations?  Are there others out there like me who just seem to run from one situation to the next?  Is there a cure for this condition?  If anyone knows, please fill me in.
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