It Would Only Happen To Me
A few months ago, I did an article that exposed a few of my embarrassing moments.  I thought that it would be a while before I would have enough material to do a part two.  I was wrong.  Although, I have attempted to be a little low key on the embarrassment meter, somehow embarrassing situations still seem to find me.  Or, do I somehow seem to find them?

I would like to start by addressing a horrible rumor that has been going around about me.  It involves me, a microwave, an unfortunate piece of sausage, and a lot of smoke.  The incident occurred on April 3, 2001, at approximately 2:00 p.m. on the fifth floor of Deep Run 3.  For those of you who did not get it from the horse’s mouth, I will fill you in on what REALLY happened that fateful day.

I put a piece of sausage in the microwave and intended to leave it in for a few minutes.  I know some of you are wondering why I put a piece of unfrozen sausage in the microwave for over two minutes…well…does mad cow disease mean anything to you?  Anyway, I was still in the room with the sausage while it warmed up, but I was focused on something else.  This is the same ritual that I have followed daily for the past few months, but something went terribly wrong that day.

I opened the microwave and was greeted by a thick cloud of smoke.  As the smoke cleared, there lay the remains of my poor piece of sausage.  The smoke was overwhelming and I saw that it was moving in the direction of the sprinklers.  I ran out to my supervisor to tell her what happened because I was afraid that some of us would be receiving our second shower of the day before we got off from work.  I tried to throw out the remains and get away from the scene as fast as possible.  Of course, someone had to pick that moment to get something from the vending machine.  I felt so bad as he choked his way out of the room.

I thought it was over…I was wrong.  I looked over at the adjacent department, and, as if on cue, they all stood up and started fanning their noses in my direction.  As if that wasn’t bad enough, every couple of minutes I heard someone say “It was Michael!”  meaning someone else had been overwhelmed by the smell and asked what happened.  People I did not even know started asking me “Are you the sausage boy”.  Then none other than one of our very own Circuit Breaker staff members, came up with the brilliant idea of making a banner pointing out that I was the culprit who torched the microwave.  To top it all off, two days later I received a copy of last months “Just For Laughs” portion of the Circuit Breaker with the line “Dinner is ready when the fire alarm goes off” highlighted.  If there had been a rock big enough, I would have asked MIS to move my desk there until the stink died down.

What else can you do in situations like this?  Sometimes things just happen and the best way to deal with it is to grin and bear it.  Since it seems that I have forgotten to take my own advice from my article a while back, I came up with another list of things that you may want to watch out for if you don’t particularly enjoy being embarrassed.

Don’t put stuff in the microwave and walk away.  Contrary to popular belief, the microwave is not your friend.  Don’t assume that just because you put a hot dog in the microwave for 2 minutes at home, that you can do the same thing at work.  I should know.  What’s funny is that if you do burn something, no one believes you when you give excuses like “I was testing the sprinkler system,” “Oh, this burned food that I just took out of the microwave in the bowl that has my name on it is not mine,” or “It was intentional.  You got to love that charcoal flavor.”

Just because the elevator stops and doors open, does not mean you are on the right floor.  Save yourself the trauma of wandering around aimlessly for hours because you got off on the third floor but you work on the fifth.

Verify the price of the food in the cafeteria before having them serve you.  Don’t be fooled by the macaroni that looks like it should be about $.50 a scoop.  You may get up to the register and find out that it is the exclusive macaroni off this summer’s new Versace line at $10.99 a scoop.

Do not assume that your stall in the restroom has tissue.  This has to have a high ranking on the embarrassing meter.  I really wanted to flush myself down the toilet one day when this occurred.  I nicely reached under the next stall to get some tissue…I got something alright…a leg.  So, please verify whether someone is in the stall next to you BEFORE you reach.

Just because it looks like Maria, talks like Maria, does not mean that it is Maria.  I am infamous for this one.  If there were a contest for yelling out someone’s name and it not actually being that person, I would be the winner for sure.

When someone asks you a question and you don’t hear him or her, please don’t just agree without asking them to repeat themselves.  I have volunteered my services, and given too many contributions, all because a yes or nod of the head seemed appropriate at the time.

I would like to thank the Expense Payables Department and all of its WONDERFUL associates for making the sausage situation as embarrassing as possible.   The incident occurred four weeks ago, but that department is still determined to have a Circuit City law passed to ban my microwave usage.  To show how sorry I am, I offered to heat up their lunches for them…they all declined.  I just think I need a little more practice.  Therefore, if anyone out there has a lunch that needs to be warmed up, feel free to drop by my desk and I will take care of it for you.  I specialize in three primary flavors – charcoal, ash, and heavily smoked.

(Editor’s Note:  The Circuit Breaker News Staff would like to institute a buddy system for Michael and we need volunteers.  We just need a few associates who can take several minutes each day to accompany him up and down the elevators, keep him under surveillance in the kitchens, and, perhaps, conveniently locate themselves in the bathroom for emergency situations.  If you can help, please send me an e-mail and I will put together a schedule.  Thank you!)
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