STOP, DROP AND RUN


Before I get started with this month's rant, there are a few topics that I have to get off my chest before I can proceed with a clear head.  Although I had decided not to bring up the whole EOM for December thing again, I realize that certain people were hurt by the fact that I did not include them in last month's speech where I thanked everyone who helped make that win possible.  So, in an effort to keep this person anonymous, I have chosen not to mention Kelli Jones' name from the Tax department that sits by the window on the sixth floor of DRIII.   Instead of bringing up Kelli Jones' name personally, I'm going to apologize to all the Circuit City Associates who felt that they should have been incorporated in that speech but were left out for some reason.  And, if for some reason you have figured out that the person I'm referring to is Kelli Jones, please do not tell her that I shared this with you.  She may get very upset and that could create a hostile work environment.  And none of us want that…do we?


As we move forward another month, from February to March, I think it's important that we not just let the past month go with out a moment of reflection.  February was a month of many different emotions.  Some days made us happy.  Some days made us sad.  Some days made us single people want to take a flying leap off a cliff…namely, Valentine's day.  I'll get back to that though.  But the most important thing that happened during the month of February was the ending of an era.  No, this has nothing to do with the pending elections.  It has nothing to do with Beyonce and Prince's performance at the Grammy's…although that was a very good moment.  The ending of the era has nothing to do with who got booted off American Idol, Survivor, or America's Top Model.  It doesn't even involve whether some woman got paid a million bucks to marry some Big Fat Obnoxious Fiancé.  Rather, it was the ending of a show that gave us a reason to get out of bed on Sundays, Sex and the City.  And for that, my friends, February of 2004 will now and forever be the saddest month in history.


Well, to switch topics before I go into severe depression for not being entertained on Sunday nights by Sex and the City anymore, let me jump back to Valentine's Day.  I don't know about you guys but I'd like to vote Valentine's Day off the island.  I know that it can be a great day for those of you who are married and also for those of you who are dating.  But for those of us who are single, it can be one of those days where you'd wish that your work desk came with an air sickness bag just in case all of the sap gets too thick and you feel like you can't breathe.  To be honest, I don't put a lot of stock in Valentine's Day, but now that I'm getting up there in age, people are starting to expect things from me like marriage and kids as if I can order them off the dollar menu at your local restaurant or Ebay.  I could have sworn I heard someone say, "No, Michael doesn't need to fall in love with someone…he just needs to be married.  Why?  Because he's 24 and it's all downhill after 24.  He only has a few good years left," or at least it seemed that way because of all the people that asked me what I did for V-day this year.  When I responded that I went to a movie and Hagen-Dazs by myself, I could just see the look of shame and disappointment in their eyes.  It was like I announced that I had leprosy or something.  Well, you know what I have to say about that? I have good news and bad news…No, I didn't have a Valentine this year, but I did just save a bundle on my auto insurance by switching to Geico. 


Moving on, as some of you may have noticed, I was out of the office the last week in January through the second week of February.  During this time, I went to Baltimore to help my mom out while my dad underwent surgery.  I don't know if you guys actually grasp this concept…me…my mom…same house…two weeks…no HBO.  Since my mom and I are so much alike, I had a strong feeling that one of us was not going to make it through the two weeks alive.   I called to update my life insurance policy and to get information on my mom's to make sure that the payoffs would cover the cost of our funeral expenses just in case.  I even left little notes around my apartment to let everyone know that if I turned up missing, my mother was responsible.  I even submitted her picture to the local police stations so that she could be identified if worse came to worse.  But you know what?  I couldn't have been more wrong.  I thoroughly enjoyed the whole experience.  I got to sleep in every morning.  I caught up on my TV watching.  I didn't even have to clean up or wash dishes…talk about having a funky good time.  But the ultimate, best part of my visit was when I ended up getting sick and reverted back to the age of 2.  I might have even used the word "Goo" a few times.  At one point, I had a fever of 104.8 and I looked, felt and smelled like death warmed over.  Did my mom care?  Nope, she held her nose and jumped right in there and took care of me in addition to caring for my dad.  For that, I have to give Kudos to all the mothers out there for all that you do to make the world a better place.  Now enough with the sap.


Anyway, I'm sure some of you are wondering how my dad's surgery went.  He made it through with flying colors.  Two days after the surgery, the doctor gave him a clean bill of health and stated that he was ok to go home.  The problem was that the nursing staff had taken such good care of him that we had to coerce him into coming home.  Apparently the medication that he had access to with the push of a button made staying at the hospital the more appealing choice.   At one point, he even asked if there was anything else the doctor could remove that would prolong his stay.  My mom and I then started to put our heads together to figure out a way to get my dad to leave the hospital.  Then it hit us…steak.  Since my dad hadn't eaten much real food while in the hospital, we held a steak in front of him and slowly he began to get out of the hospital bed.  Before we knew it, he was following us down the hall as we poured A1 sauce on it to keep him interested.  The steak had my dad so intrigued, that he forgot he had on one of those hospital robes that you have to hold closed in the back.  Let's just say everyone on that hall got up close and personal with my dad that day.  Although it wasn't my choice, even I got to see my dad in a new light…and I may need counseling to get those horrid images out of my mind.


Let me back up just a bit, while my dad was in surgery, my family and I were forced to come up with ideas to pass the time in the waiting room. My mom started off the silliness by asking the doctor before the surgery if my dad could keep the metallic cap that the staff had placed on his head.  When asked why, she responded that it would make a great shower cap.  If she had to part with her husband for a few hours, the least they could do was give her a shower cap.   My mom figured she that she ought to get something out the deal.  Then I came up with the idea of the family going room to room and singing to the patients as a kind gesture.  This worked great until we got in trouble because several of the patients started unhooking themselves from their IV's to get away from us.  We figured that they just wanted to get a little fresh air so we followed those patients down the hall until security escorted us back to the waiting room.  After that, I was so geared up because of the singing that I wanted to dance.  Right there in the waiting room, my aunt and I started coming up with our own line dances.  Before long, others were joining in and it was like a party as we all waited for the results of our loved ones.  I have never had so much fun in my life.  As a matter of fact, I'm thinking of going to the hospital after work to see if I can get my groove on again.  Then again…why wait?  I'm going right after this article.


In closing, I have a confession that I need to make.  I feel that it's better that I tell you directly as opposed to you getting it second hand from some scandalous gossip tabloid, or worse…another Circuit City associate.  On the morning of Tuesday, February 24, I was not responsible for the food that was burned in the break room that left the whole floor tainted.  I repeat, that was not me.  However, since I am trying on this whole honesty thing for size, I will admit that on the afternoon of Tuesday, February 24, I did try to outdo the other person by burning cookies in the microwave of the other break room.  I repeat, I am responsible for the afternoon incident.  Actually, I have learned a very valuable lesson from this experience.  All microwaves do not have the same amount of heating power.  30 seconds in one microwave is equivalent to 40 minutes in another one.  Also, I have implemented the Stop, Drop and Run policy.  You Stop the microwave, Drop the evidence in the trash, and Run to your desk as quickly as possible.  If for some reason someone else is in the break room when this occurs, point at them and yell, "Oooooohhhhhh I'ma tell," and proceed to run through the halls saying, "Guess what (insert name here) did?"  I'm telling you, this is a foolproof plan.  Even I can do it.  Why don't you guys test this out and let me know the results?  There is one condition though; my name is not to be used as the insert name here.  I'll be awaiting your responses.     

All work found on www.mikeyllo.com written and copyrighted by the author, Michael Rochelle, who can be reached at michael_rochelle@hotmail.com.

