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Embarrassment is the worst! It’s the feeling of having your entire body go numb and not knowing what to do with yourself for that one moment.


~Miley Cyrus





The small international airport of Winnipeg, Canada, has my name forever flagged. First, it was because my laptop computer had suspicious trace substances. In another instance, I forgot about my Swiss Army knife. The last time was for the most embarrassing questioning of my life.


I was going to surprise my family in America for Thanksgiving. I had just returned from a solo trip to East Africa, and they were not expecting me until Christmas. I bought a cheap, last-minute ticket and packed in a rush.


Soon enough, I was waiting at the airport. The flight was delayed and all the passengers had been waiting around for a while. So, when we got updated flight information, it seemed as though the entire flight passed through security at the same time.


I knew the couple in front of me was on my flight because I overheard them complaining about how the delay was going to affect their connection. And Cute Guy behind me was also on my flight because we had been having a flirty conversation to pass the time. He had just offered me a coffee when our updated flight information came over the intercom.


And then we passed through security. I had forgotten one small item in my bag. One small, black container that had no business being anywhere outside of a laboratory.


At first, the TSA agent focused on my toiletry bag. I grimaced a little when he pulled every item out of my one-litre, transparent bag (including my feminine-hygiene products).


“Any lotions or creams in your bag?” the agent asked.


“I don’t think so.”


The TSA agent pulled out a little bottle of sunscreen.


Oops. “I guess I forgot about that.”


And deodorant. It was the really strong, GUARANTEED ODOR CONTROL FOR 48 HOURS kind that we all want everyone to see, right?


Cute Guy, did you see my deodorant?


He was re-packing his computer. Good.


He was still beside me, very politely getting his bags as slowly as possible so we could walk to the gate-side coffee shop together.


Just then, the security officer pulled out the container — a small, black container clearly bearing the labels “TOXIC” and “POISON.”


“What are these for?” the agent asked loudly. I could feel my entire face turning tomato-red.


You see, this small bag I was using as my carry-on was the same one that I took for a health check-up a few days prior. My first few days back from my trip to East Africa, I had some typical “traveler’s diarrhea” that needed attention. The doctor wanted to check for other health issues, like an amoeba, and asked me to bring back a stool sample. He provided this little black container with a small amount of solution to ensure the “integrity of the poo” in case I was slow in returning it to the lab.


However, the next day everything seemed to have “run its course,” and I felt completely fine. No need for that stool sample. I completely forgot that it was sitting in a hidden pocket of my bag.


“Oh, um, I don’t need that. Sss-sorry! I forgot it was in there.”


Please just dispose of it! I screamed, in my mind.


“Ma’am, this is poison. You cannot take this on the flight. I need to know where you got this and why you have this in your bag.”


I wished that I could melt into the floor. Cute Guy was still nearby and probably hearing every word.


“It’s from the doctor.”


“What?”


I cleared my throat and leaned in so the TSA agent could hear me better. “It’s for a stool sample. From the doctor,” I said in a loud whisper.


“Ma’am! This is poison. Why do you have this?”


“It’s for a stool sample.” I grimaced as I spoke aloud.


I just wanted to board my flight. I didn’t care anymore if Cute Guy could overhear. The TSA agent stared at me with a blank face. Clearly, he didn’t understand.


I tried once more in a very loud whisper. “It’s from the doctor. For fecal matter.”


“It says ‘toxic.’ What is this for?”


The TSA agent was speaking louder and apparently did not understand what “stool” means. There was no way around it. I was just going to have to say it: “It’s for my poo!” I said loudly.


Cute Guy grabbed his bags and started walking away — quickly!


I have never had so much personal space provided in a security clearance area. Immediately, every person near me recoiled.


I continued, “It’s for the doctor. To see my poo. I’m sorry, I forgot it was in my bag. I don’t need it. You can keep it.”


The agent looked as if he was going to vomit.


“No! no! There isn’t anything in it right now,” I clarified. “It’s empty — except for, you know, the poison to keep the poo… er, fresh.”


The TSA agent didn’t say anything.


“Nothing… um, no poo in it,” I reiterated.


I felt the need to fill the silence or perhaps explain so it didn’t seem like I had some weird poo obsession. “I was having stomach problems, so the doctor, you know, wanted to check…”


Everyone else passed through security via the alternate screening point. By this point, it was just me and the TSA agent, deciding who was going to hold this unfilled container.


It was a poison, so I couldn’t take it with me.


“Well, um, please just stand there, and my colleague will give you a physical search,” he said. He passed me off to a female officer while still holding the stool-sample container. I never did see what he did with the container, but he did not seem happy about it.


Finally, I was cleared through security and collected my bags.


When I arrived at the boarding gate, I bought my own coffee.


— Ree Pashley —
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In order to share one’s true brilliance one initially has to risk looking like a fool: genius is like a wheel that spins so fast, it at first glance appears to be sitting still.


~Criss Jami, Venus in Arms





When my husband finished his last Army assignment, he took a job with the Navy. We lived on an island with a historic hotel on one end and a pet rescue on the other end. Our home was in the middle.


During a previous assignment with the Army, my husband and I had adopted a wonderful pair of dogs. Maggie was a Westie, and Jock was a Scottish Terrier. We named Maggie for the ballad, “When You and I Were Young, Maggie.” The name Jock is a nickname for a Scottish soldier. Jock and Maggie had a litter of puppies, and we gave one of them, Copper, to our daughter and her husband. Copper was Jock’s doppelganger, and Nilla, another Westie, was his mate.


When our son-in-law deployed for a year, our daughter moved in with us, bringing Copper and Nilla to the island.


The island community frowned on a family having more than two dogs, so I came up with what seemed like a great idea. However, I was soon to learn that the road to perdition is paved with great ideas and good intentions. The road to my special perdition led to the historic hotel.


Our pair of dogs and my daughter’s pair of dogs looked virtually identical, so I gave our daughter a spare set of ID tags and collars. These collars had my name, house phone number, and the names Jock and Maggie. We walked the dogs two at a time on a regular circuit, passing that historic hotel. We ingratiated ourselves with the staff — doormen and valets — who were very kind and always had treats for the dogs. None of these good people seemed to realize there were two pairs of dogs.


Our house had two fenced side yards, one on the left and one on the right. We never let both pairs of dogs into either of the fenced side yards at the same time. One morning, I let my Jock and Maggie into the right side yard and went to work. Unbeknownst to me, my husband had not secured the gate. Jock and Maggie, both independent and enterprising little souls, went for a walk by themselves. They swaggered unescorted to the hotel for a treat.


The startled and amused staff, upon seeing Jock and Maggie alone, called my home number from the dogs’ tags. Receiving no answer from the home phone, the pet rescue was called. The pet rescue called the veterinarian, who gave them my cell-phone number.


I had to leave work to pick up my two dogs at the pet rescue. While I was on my way, our daughter came home from the gym and let her “Jock and Maggie” (actually, Copper and Nilla) into the right side yard, thinking I was on a walk with the other two dogs. Because the gate was still ajar, her “Jock and Maggie” escorted themselves out and to the hotel, also looking for a treat.


The surprised staff, thinking the rescue must have failed to pick up Jock and Maggie, called them again.


I had hurried to the rescue initially, apologized profusely, paid the fine, and left with my dogs to take them home. When I was nearly home, I received a second call from the rescue. They sounded a bit irritated and asked me to come pick up Jock and Maggie again. They surely thought I had let my dogs loose a second time.


I quickly returned home and put the real Jock and Maggie into the left side yard because I was certain that the gate was secure. Then I headed back to the rescue to pick up our daughter’s “Jock and Maggie.” Unknown to me, my husband had watered the garden on the left side, and he left that side gate unlatched.


On my second appearance at the rescue, I hurried in red-faced, apologized again, paid the second fine, scurried out the door, loaded “Jock and Maggie,” and began the homeward circuit. However, as I was groveling with my second apology, the real Jock and Maggie left the left side yard, bound again for more treats. The flabbergasted staff at the hotel called the rescue for the third time. Just as I was securing my daughter’s dogs in the right side yard, I received a call from the irate (and understandably so) rescue folks for me to come and pick up Jock and Maggie AGAIN!


I made the circuit around the island again for the third time that day, paid the fine a third time, and slunk out the door while the staff shook their heads at the crazy woman who couldn’t manage her pair of well-behaved dogs.


We never told anyone we had four dogs for that year, and neither set of Jock and Maggie dined at the historic hotel again.


— Anne Oliver —
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If embarrassment were a muscle, I’d be huge.


~Brent Weeks





One of my proudest moments in grade school was winning a round, blue patch embossed with the words “Presidential Physical Fitness Award” on the top. It also came with a certificate “signed” by the President of the United States.


The awards were passed out each year by our P.E. teacher. To win the prize, a student needed to score in the 85th percentile or above in various skill tests, including the 50-yard dash, pull-ups, shuttle run, 600-yard run, and broad jump.


As a twelve-year-old, I really believed my award certificate was signed by the President, who was Jimmy Carter at the time. I had even imagined the conversation between President Carter and his chief of staff in the Oval Office:


“What’s on the agenda today? Interest rates? Energy crisis?” President Carter would ask.


“No sir, Mr. President. We’ve got a situation down in Orlando,” his aide would reply.


“What’s going on?”


“It appears that Ricky Keller just ran the 50-yard dash in 6.9 seconds.”


“You don’t say?”


“Yes, sir. He also did nine pull-ups.”


“Can we verify all this?”


“Yes, sir. It’s in a report from his P.E. teacher. Will you sign the certificate?”


“Sure, hand it to me.”


Fast forward three decades. I was a U.S. Congressman and a member of the bipartisan Congressional Fitness Caucus. An idea popped into my head. “What if I personally delivered the blue patches from Washington and brought a famous athlete with me?”


For the experiment, I picked Hillcrest Elementary School in Orlando, Florida, and brought Dot Richardson with me. She was the perfect choice. Dot had won two Olympic gold medals and was the vice chairman of the President’s Council on Fitness.


The event went smoothly… at first.


Dot and I passed out the blue patches to the winners. Even better, I listened as Dot gave an inspirational talk to the kids. It was about her being six years old, watching the Olympics on TV, and cheering on a Team USA athlete as he won a gold medal. Dot told the kids she dreamed of being on the stage herself and leaning down to receive an Olympic gold medal around her neck.


Twenty-eight years later, at the age of thirty-four, Dot, who was the starting shortstop — and oldest player — on the 1996 U.S. Olympic women’s softball team, hit the game-winning home run to win the gold medal. She won another gold medal four years later. The kids’ eyes opened wide as Dot concluded her talk by raising her two gold medals into the air and saying, “The power of a dream.”


Wow, this went great, I thought. We began to say our goodbyes.


And then the school’s P.E. teacher made a surprise announcement to the hundreds of students and parents gathered in attendance for the school’s field-day activities and awards program. She had selected the fastest girl and boy in the fifth grade to challenge Dot and me to a foot race.


I didn’t see this coming. But to be good sports, we accepted the challenge.


I remembered the old TV game show, Are You Smarter Than a 5th Grader? This contest would be “Are You Faster Than a 5th Grader?”


At the time, I was forty-three and Dot was forty-six. I was confident I was faster than a first grader and pretty sure I was slower than a twelfth grader. But a fifth grader? That was a gray area.


The P.E. teacher selected a speed contest called the shuttle run. She placed two wooden blocks about thirty feet apart. The contestants had to run down, pick up the first block, run back, and do it a second time.


What should we do? Should we let the kids win?


With our feet on the starting line, I leaned over and whispered to Dot, “Do we let them win?”


Dot, a fierce competitor, said, “No way. I’m going all out.”


I decided to do the same.


The race was over in about ten seconds. Dot and I easily won our respective races. But as soon as we crossed the finish line, many of the parents began booing at us. They apparently thought we were bad sports for not letting the kids win. We went from hero to zero in ten seconds.


I won the race but lost the votes. But at least I got answers. I was faster than a fifth-grade athlete but dumber than a fifth-grade politician.


— Ric Keller —
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If you lose your keys, at least it’s better than losing your car.


~Edward Harris





I was using my husband’s car to bring our daughter home from summer camp. When we stopped for gas, I realized that I drove his car so rarely that I didn’t know how to open his gas tank.


A woman waiting in line behind me was giving off all sorts of impatient vibes, so I was feeling extra pressure to get the gas pumped speedily. After making several fruitless attempts to open the gas lid, I finally called Steve.


I’m sure the woman was wondering what my problem was. First, I couldn’t even open my own gas tank. Then, for no obvious reason, I stopped trying and started chatting on my cell phone.


After Steve told me about the magic button I had to push inside the car, I pumped the gas and hurried to get the car moved. Everything was going along swimmingly until I realized that I had no keys. They were gone. Evaporated.


After a cursory glance around the gas-pump area, I realized I was going to have to confess to the lady behind me.


I walked back and got ready to make the motion of rolling down the window so I could tell her what was going on. Then it occurred to me that she was probably so young that she had never rolled down a window in her life. Therefore, she would have no idea what I was talking about.


Well, I got so completely befuddled about the fact that I didn’t know the current method for asking someone to open their window that I just stood dumbly outside her car in a little puddle of misery. She finally took pity on me and opened her window a crack. When I gave her my speech about having lost my keys, she rolled her eyes and moved to another line.


I continued my search, thinking the keys must have fallen behind the seat or had been put back in my purse. Nothing.


I asked Sarah, who was watching the whole thing with wide eyes, if she would get out and look underneath the car. She bends a whole lot easier than I do.


No keys.


The temp was near a hundred, and I was quickly discovering that my deodorant was not doing what it was touted to do. I could feel the sweat forming under my arms and the heat rising in my cheeks. To make the whole situation even more scintillating, I saw that a second car had pulled up behind us — this time, driven by a man.


I thought, Oh, great. This will make his whole day. He is about to be told by a ditzy woman that she has lost her keys in the process of pumping gas.


I pictured scrolling through my mental litany. Do I make the roll-down-your-window gesture? Is he old enough to know what that means? Do I smile? Do I wave? Do I really want to make this speech all over again?


Thankfully, when I got to his truck, I was spared the whole rolling-window-down speech because his window was already open. The only thing left was The Speech, which sounded ridiculous, even to my ears. I could see in his eyes the same thing the young woman was thinking. What a wacky, absent-minded woman. How could someone lose their keys while pumping gas?


I offered him one last weak smile and stepped away from his truck so he could back up and get in line somewhere else. This particular fella, however, was there for the duration. He turned off the engine and settled back to wait. And watch.


I thought, Oh, great. Now I not only can’t find my keys, but I’m also going to have an audience watch me not be able to find them.


By this time, I was positive that I was losing my sanity. I mean, I am forty-six years old and my memory is not what it used to be. But surely I would have remembered if some criminal type had walked up to me and stolen the keys right out of my hand. I even walked over to the garbage can and looked in to see whether some wild moment of pre-menopausal brain spasming had caused me to absentmindedly toss them in there.


I got back in the car and attempted to gather my wits. Alas, they were not to be gathered.


I went through the routine again, looking in every place I had already looked.


The guy behind me had his chin propped in his hands, viewing the whole sorry scenario like he was watching an interesting TV show.


I was about to find a couple of guys to help me push the car out of the way when a man and woman pulled up on a motorcycle on the other side of the pumps. While the man started pumping gas, the woman slowly became aware of my frenetic circling, mumbling, and sweating.


When I caught her puzzled look in my direction, I said feebly, “I lost my keys.”


And that was all it took. Immediately, I knew I had a comrade. There was no this-is-a-scatterbrained-woman look in her eyes. She was sympathetic and, better yet, willing to help me look.


The first place she checked? In the garbage can.


I just wanted to hug her. She completely understood that the brain sometimes compels us to do illogical things.


Not finding anything in the garbage, she circled around the far side of the pumps and approached my car from the front. Then she stopped. And she smiled. And she said, “Here they are.”


And there they were, indeed.


The keys were hanging in my car door. I had unlocked the car to get my cell phone, and since I hadn’t closed the door again, I never noticed them.


I smiled. I laughed. I almost cried. And then I said to my new best friend, “I’m so thankful it was a woman who discovered the keys and not a man.”


She gave me a conspiratorial wink and a smile. Without another word, she got back on the motorcycle with her fella and roared away.


I pulled the keys out of the door, held them up to the guy behind me, and yelled, “I found them!”


He straightened in his seat, beamed at me, and burst into wild applause, as though his team had just made the winning touchdown.


Who knows? If my new best friend hadn’t shown up, I might still be out there, mumbling and sweating, circling and searching.


Forget about the keys to happiness. Never mind about the keys to fulfillment.


I’m just ecstatic to have the keys to my car.


— Becky Campbell Smith —
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Thinking, not for the first time, that life should come with a trapdoor. Just a little exit hatch you could disappear through when you’d utterly and completely mortified yourself…


~Michele Jaffe, Prom Nights from Hell





I can’t recall how old I was — twelve perhaps — when my mother would whisk us away to the iconic Butchart Gardens, in Victoria, B.C. to watch live performances in the outdoor pavilion. My heart would race as the road began to narrow and twist through dense forest.


Almost there!


After entering the main gate, we would make our way along a grassy field to find a bench close to the stage. I shivered with goosebumps as bagpipers, dressed in red and black regalia, would herald in the evening’s festivities. At sunset, a gentle breeze drifted through the crowd as twilit leaves shimmied to Gaelic melodies. I remember closing my eyes and thinking, This must be what heaven feels like.


Even now, when I hear Scottish music, I am transported back to that idyllic time. So, when invited to sing at an upcoming Robbie Burns banquet, how could I refuse? I felt proud and honoured to be part of such a prestigious event. More than that, I felt blessed.


But what to wear? A kilt was the obvious choice, but where would I find one in such a remote place as Mackenzie, B.C. — and on such short notice? I suddenly remembered Barbara, a talented seamstress I’d met through a mutual friend. I held my breath as I dialed her number. A jaunty, honeyed voice answered.


“Of course, I can do that for you, my dear. I actually have some tartan material I’ve never used. Let’s get you measured!”


Yes! I exhaled a grateful sigh as I hung up the phone. Now, I just needed to find a song to sing at the banquet. I dragged my box of sheet music from the bedroom closet, hoping to find a piece written by Robbie Burns. Finally, one stood out in the pile — a favourite of mine: “Ye Banks and Braes.” Perfect!


Two weeks passed, and I hadn’t heard from my seamstress. The event was only a few days away. Had she forgotten? My pulse started racing as I picked up the phone. Will she be home? Does she have good news for me?


“Oh, hello, dear. I’m so sorry I haven’t been in touch. I’ve been swamped.” Oh, no! “I have nearly finished your kilt. Don’t worry, it’ll be done in time. I promise.”


Thankfully, Barbara was true to her word.


It was the night of the banquet and, as usual, I had arrived ridiculously early. I’m not sure why. I suppose it helped me feel more in control of the unknown. But what it really did was give me more time to stew in needless anxiety. I found myself repeating the lyrics to the song over and over in my head as I fidgeted in my new, itchy, blue-green kilt while checking my watch.


Smiling strangers, draped in colourful Highland attire, began to pour into the massive banquet hall. A silver-haired couple passed by my table as they gushed over how elegant it looked with its white linen, red plaid, and candles nested in fresh greenery.


I flinched as a shrill, wailing sound blasted through the air. I whirled around to see the ceremonial haggis paraded in as feather-capped bagpipers led the procession. A hush settled over the crowd as the enormous platter was placed at the head table. After grace and a few honorary words from the host, we were served a hearty meal of “haggis, neeps and tatties.” As I stared down at my food, I pondered the mystery of what I was eating. I decided it was probably best I didn’t know.


As coffee was being served, I awaited the host’s signal to perform. He was a grinning, bearded man of considerable girth. His lilting, Scottish accent made my heart flutter with nostalgia. Guessing that it was time for me to sing, my stomach flip-flopped as I watched him approach the microphone.


“I would like to welcome a very special guest who is going to sing for us tonight. Let’s give her a hearty round of applause!” I returned his toothy grin as I rose from my seat.


Suddenly, I heard a loud “Rrrrrrrrrrrripppp!”


I froze, confused, afraid to look.


But the truth was undeniable.


My kilt was lying on the floor. In a heap. Around my ankles.


I was standing in front of hundreds of people…


In my underwear.


Oh… my… god. This can’t be happening!


My face felt hot. I couldn’t think. There was no getting out of this. Nowhere to hide.


I swallowed what little pride I had left, reached down to retrieve my clothing (and my dignity), wrapped the skirt tightly around my waist, and made my way up to the stage — as if walking to my execution. I could hear a few muffled giggles coming from somewhere behind me.


Never mind. Keep walking.


I stared out at a sea of wide-eyed faces as I clicked on the microphone. Except for the occasional snicker, there was a chilling silence, which only made the seconds feel like hours.


Suddenly, I heard myself saying, “Well… my goodness. Apparently, I’ve lost weight. I guess I should have eaten more haggis!”


That did it. The room erupted with laughter. I laughed, too. What else could I do? I steadied myself, sucked in a deep breath, and opened my mouth to sing. Why did I choose such a solemn song?


After my final note, I stepped back from the mic and waited. The audience started to clap. Someone stood up. Two more people stood. Six more. Suddenly, everyone was on their feet, cheering and clapping furiously.


After my involuntary strip tease, a standing ovation was not what I expected. I could feel a tear forming, but I pushed it back… I’d had enough embarrassment for one night.


As the evening came to a close, we all held hands and sang “Auld Lang Syne” in beautiful, three-part harmony. I was moved to tears again, so I said goodnight to the host and headed to my car as quickly as possible. I was still too embarrassed to hang around any longer than necessary. Before turning the key in the ignition, I shook my head, pondering the night’s events.


How did this happen?


It turned out that in her haste to finish my kilt on time, Barbara decided to use Velcro, causing my kilt to snag on the corner of the chair and fly open. Her face looked pale as I told her my news. She sputtered out one apology after another, refusing to accept payment for her work.


After several days of reliving my humiliation, it occurred to me that I should look at this from a more positive perspective. Although it revealed things that I didn’t want others to see (and then some!), it also revealed things I needed to see…


I’m able to laugh at myself.


I possess more courage than I realized.


I can’t control the unknown.


So, I decided it was time to toss my shame aside. Like a discarded kilt.


— Micki Findlay —
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Why must this be so mortifying? Oh, that’s right. Because it’s my life.


~Tessa Dare, Romancing the Duke





My mom had a parakeet that she called Pretty Boy. He would fly around the house, land in my hair, and even eat at the table with our dog, Gretchen. Despite trying everything to get him to talk, including playing, on repeat, a 45-rpm record that guaranteed it would teach birds to talk, Pretty Boy would chitter but not talk.


This was during the time when our phone was attached to the kitchen wall. I would talk on this phone for hours with my friends about all manner of things, including a specific guy who was showing interest in me. I remember saying a few times to friends, “Steve’s a fox.”


Eventually, Steve came to the house to pick me up for some event. As I introduced Steve to my mother and father, Pretty Boy quit his chittering. In a very loud, clear, and sing-song voice, he stated, “Steve’s a fox, Steve’s a fox, Steve’s a fox.”


Embarrassed and with scarlet-red cheeks, I scurried Steve out of the house. My mother’s full-throated laughter followed us and could be heard behind the closed doors. Needless to say, I didn’t bring guys around Pretty Boy anymore after that.


— Sheila Embry —
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A pushup bra is like a bag of chips, you open it and it’s half empty.


~Author Unknown





With only two months remaining before my wedding, I had knocked nearly everything off my to-do list. Booking the reception hall, purchasing the dress, hiring a photographer, meeting demands from my mother-in-law — you know, the things one usually does in planning a wedding.


I needed to deal with a minor issue, though. My wedding dress was a fairly modest A-line, but it only had cap sleeves, and the back was slightly lower than the T-shirts I normally lived in. I needed a strapless bra for the first time in my life.


My mother and girlfriends warned me to buy at least two and wear each a few times before the big day to make sure they were comfortable. No one wants the biggest day of their lives to be dominated by undergarment discomfort. So, I picked out two at a department store.


I’d made plans to go to lunch after church on Sunday with two of my bridesmaids. This seemed like the perfect time to try out Bra Number One. So, during the service, I duly paid attention — both to the sermon and my new bra. Did it chafe my skin? Did it stay put? It behaved itself throughout the service.


After church, the pastor walked over to say hello to my friends and me. He was well-known to my family, so I invited him to join us for lunch at a café down the street. As the four of us exited the church, there was a snow flurry, so I lifted my arms to pull the hood of my coat over my head.


That was a big mistake. As I lifted my arms, the captives of Bra Number One leapt over the confining wall and were free, leaving the bra hanging precariously beneath them. As we walked down the steps and started our walk to the café, I could feel the bra starting to slacken its hold around my back.


I barely heard the conversation about my fiancé’s job or the upcoming wedding. Here I was, walking down a busy city street with my pastor, and my bra was trying to slide out the bottom of my shirt. I walked with my chest as puffed with air as possible and my arms clenched tightly to my sides, but it wasn’t working. Nothing was keeping this bra in place.


Having any wardrobe malfunction is embarrassing. Having a wardrobe malfunction that involves your underwear in a public place is mortifying. And having a public underwear wardrobe malfunction in front of the pastor of your church — there are no words. Would the bra drop all the way to the ground? Maybe I could step over it and pretend I hadn’t noticed. Or would it get stuck when it reached my rear end and hang there, peeking out of the bottom of my coat for all to see? Three doors from the café, I could feel the bra riding around my waist. Drops of sweat joined the bra on the downward slide it was taking. I wanted to run ahead of our group and make it to the café bathroom, but running would only make the bra drop faster. If this bra dropped another three inches, I was going to have to join a whole new denomination.


God must have really wanted me to keep going to the same church because I made it to the café just in time and locked myself in the bathroom to get re-dressed. At least, I think it was just in time. If anyone noticed that something was wrong, they still haven’t told me. My wedding was nine years ago, but I still think of that day two months earlier and cringe with re-lived embarrassment and anxiety.


Bra Number One was rejected as a contender for wedding-day attire, and I learned that strapless bras are best trialed on days when you can stay safely at home.


— Teresa Murphy —
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You can learn many things from children. How much patience you have, for instance.


~Franklin P. Adams





My daughter Addie was sprinting everywhere, and my son Conner was also mobile, more crawling than anything, but he had begun what I referred to as the Frankenstein Walk. Fun times for parents.


It was still early morning, and I had just finished making scrambled eggs. I had put Conner in his crib so I could clean up the kitchen. I knew that if I wanted to get anything done, Conner had to be a prisoner for a bit. He was into everything and was tremendously quick.


Addie was in the bedroom with him, lying on her Pooh-themed bed watching Dora the Explorer. I could hear Dora saying in typical fashion, “Beach, jungle, shopping mall!” Addie was clapping her hands and giggling with glee. All seemed right with the world.


I finished cleaning up the last of the breakfast mess and gathered everything into the kitchen trash can, which was now full. I tied the top of the white trash bag and pulled it out of the can. I walked through the house to the front door.


It was trash day that morning. Our blue, industrial trash can was already pulled around the front near the road but it was still early; I knew I had time to add this bag.


From the front door, I had to pass through my screened-in front porch. I walked through the confined area and opened the screen door to step down and make my way to the street. That’s when I heard it behind me: Addison’s giggle.


I stopped dead in my tracks. What was she laughing at? I heard the thumpa, thumpa, thumpa of little feet. She was making her way from her and her brother’s bedroom to the front door. I turned around to see what she was up to.


Addie was standing at the front door. “Daddy!” she said, smiling, her Blue Monkey draped over her right arm. Blue Monkey was Addie’s blue blanket. When she tried to say the word “blanket,” it came out “monkey,” for some reason.


“What’s so funny, Addie?”


“Boom, Daddy!”


“Boom?” I wasn’t sure what she was getting at.


“Yeah, boom!” She pulled the door back widely. “BOOM!” With that, she flung the door forward with all the force her tiny, three-year-old body could muster. BOOM! Now I got it. She laughed from the other side of the door.


“Very funny,” I said, setting the trash bag out on the sidewalk. I walked through the front porch to the door. Grabbing the handle, I gave it a slight turn. It wouldn’t budge. I turned it again. Nothing. Realization sank in.


It was locked.


“Addison?” I knocked on the door. She giggled. “Addison, open the door!” I knocked again. She giggled again.


Another level of reality sank in as I glanced down. I was in my underwear — flannel boxers, to be exact. Blue, red, and white. But they were underwear just the same. This made me knock harder.


“Addison! You need to let Daddy in!”


“Okay,” she said.


I watched as the handle began to move from left to right. But the door remained closed.


“Can you let Daddy in?”


“I trying!”


Again, the handle turned ever so slightly. Not enough, however, to grant entry. Addison wasn’t strong enough to twist the doorknob and disengage the lock. I had to think of something else.


The back door!


I shook off my pride, walked through the porch, and out the front door. I lived on a fairly busy street. I was hoping since it was before ten that most traveling people had already gotten to where they needed to be. I was wrong.


“Morning, Jeremy!” A voice came from my right. It was my neighbor. He was pulling weeds from his flowerbed next to his porch.


I raised my hand and waved. “Morning,” I called and kept walking. I was hoping he hadn’t noticed my…


“Nice shorts ya got there!”


Too late.


“Thanks.” I lowered my head and continued around my house, up my driveway, and through my back gate.


I shut the fence door, pressing my back firmly against it. I let out a sigh. Of all the mornings not to put on pants… I turned my attention to the back door of my home and quickly navigated the four steps to the deck. Reaching forward, I grabbed the handle. I said a silent prayer before I turned it clockwise.


Nothing.


I turned it counterclockwise.


Nothing.


“Damn it!”


I made my way down the steps and out through the gate. Moving at a slight jog, I headed back to the front porch. I could hear my neighbor snicker a bit as I passed by.


I went up to the front door. “Addison?”


“Yeah?”


“You have got to let Daddy in.”


“How?”


“Open the front door.”


“I can’t. It’s too hard.”


I pounded my forehead against the doorframe. “Think. Think. Think.” I thought of calling the grandmothers. Then I realized that would be of no use. Neither one had a key. I had always planned on making copies. Giving spares to the grandparents. Maybe even hide one or two outside in one of those fake rocks. But I had never followed through with it. And now I was paying the price.


Then I had an idea.


“Addie, go to your bedroom window.”


“What, Daddy?”


“Go to your bedroom window.”


I left the front door and moved three feet over. Addison’s bedroom window overlooked the screened-in front porch. I waited there. Nothing. I thought maybe she hadn’t understood me. I started to go back toward the front door when the red curtains slid to the side. Addison’s face was beaming back at me.


“Daddy!”


“Yes, yes. It’s Daddy,” I said. I peered in the window. I could see Conner in his crib, standing up, and hanging onto the top railing. He was doing a half-hearted hop up and down on his mattress. In all the commotion, I had forgotten about him. Thank God I had put him in his crib before I started cleaning up the breakfast mess. “Okay, I need you to pay attention to Daddy for a minute.”


Addison nodded. “Yep.”


“Okay. You see up here on the window where Daddy is pointing?” My finger was indicating the locking mechanism. “I need you to push it that way.”


I had just had the front windows replaced. They were high-quality and had a lifetime breakage warranty. The only thing that I didn’t like was that the storm windows did not lock. They could be opened from the outside by pushing gently upward — something I was hoping would now save my ass.


“This thingy?” Addie asked, pointing to the lock.


“Yes, that thingy. Push it that way.” I motioned again.


At first, Addison toyed with the wrong part of the lock, but in a matter of seconds she had found the right spot and began to move it. I bit my lip and crossed my fingers. If this didn’t work, I was going to have to do something more drastic. Conner began jumping up and down more frantically. He was reaching out his hands for me and starting to cry. He did not understand why Daddy was outside the window and not inside with them.


“I’ll be inside in just a minute, kiddo. Keep pushing, Addie.”


Addie pushed. Her tongue was hanging out as if she were Michael Jordan participating in a slam-dunk contest. Finally, it moved. I heard a click. I pushed the screen up and away and then pushed my palms against the glass of the window.


“Please work,” I said as I forced it up.


The window stuck at first, but with a little extra push it came free and moved upward. Addie stuck out her hands. I grabbed them and kissed them.


“Good job!” I said as I climbed into the bedroom window. Conner gave out a shout of glee. I turned around and shut the screen. “Well, that was fun.”


“Sure was,” Addie said. “So, what’s for lunch?”


From there on out, I always took the house keys with me if I was going outside.


Keys… and pants. I always made sure I wore pants.


— Jeremy Mays —
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