A life in stitches
Chapter 2: How NOT to impress a man

Now be honest guys, we’ve all been there before I’m sure … trying to be very quiet not to wake someone and you end up tripping over, crashing into something and end up making more noise than if you hadn’t bothered at all!
And what about meeting that special someone for the first time and wanting to make a good and lasting impression.  
Well unfortunately for clumsy and accident prone people, the impression you leave can sometimes be a long-lasting one at that, but not always a good one ….

Reading Boy’s School

One of my most memorable and embarrassing accidents was when I was at school.
One of the highlights of the day was catching the bus with Reading Boy’s School.
On this particular occasion I was stood at the bus stop in my delightful St Joseph’s Convent brown and yellow school uniform and was waiting for the bus, which was late as per normal.  It didn’t matter to me though, as Chris from Reading Boy’s had not only arrived, but was smiling AT ME!  I had a quick glance around to check that it was me he was looking at and not some stunning blonde behind, but no … he was actually smiling at me.  I could not believe what was happening and thought,

Lucy … act cool … do the right thing … stare into his eyes and smile sweetly … hold that look for a while and casually lean on the pain of glass in the bus stop (which happened to have been knocked out by hooligans the night before).
Yep, as I stared into his eyes I disappeared through the bus stop and hit my head on the concrete the other side.  My skirt flew up and my lovely Marks & Spencer’s big pants were shown off to the entire world.

I hasten to add that nobody came to see if I was ok.  They all just got on the bus laughing and left me to walk to school.  Not surprisingly then, I arrived late and by that time everyone knew what had happened.  
“What about Chris?” I hear you cry 

Well when we were all on the bus and on our way home he admitted to never seeing me before. 

Lifeguarding

I used to lifeguard at the weekends to earn some extra cash and on a Thursday night we used to have staff training.  To get paid for swimming and towing for a few lengths just seemed too good to be true.

On this particular Thursday night a new boy called Glen had turned up for training.  Not only was he a very good swimmer but an extremely good looking one at that and so all the girls were doing their bit to impress the new boy in town.  
At the end of training we used to finish off with a length of underwater swimming.  This happened to be a forte of mine and one of the guys actually mentioned that I could swim 3 lengths (of a small pool) underwater, to which Glen replied, “She can’t do that, she’s a girl!”
“Excuse me” I thought to myself and decided that there was a point to prove here, but unfortunately it was his point that I proved and I passed out underwater and had to be resuscitated.

Running events
I was running London marathon one year when I suddenly heard “Oi  ... Roper  ... over here”.

I looked over and spotted a friend that I hadn’t seen in ages and so ran over to say hi.  He was running hand in hand with a man called Bill who then shouted at me, “It’s a good job you’re running today when you are as fat as that!”

Fortunately for him I hadn’t been boxing training at this moment in time or else he would have got a punch in the face for that comment (only joking), but I was then told that Bill was actually an eccentric blind man and gave this sort of grief to everyone.  I ended up running the rest of the marathon with them both and have run numerous events with Bill since.  

Whilst a lot of people might be thinking that having a guide who is as clumsy as me is a recipe for disaster, actually Bill and I make quite a good team.  Whilst he has been completely blind from birth, his awareness and other senses are remarkable and he actually has to help me out more often than not... 
Anyway, on this particular day Bill and I were running a half-marathon in the countryside which had a few more obstacles to deal with than normal.  No surprises then that it was me who tripped over a tree root and went head first into a ditch.
Bill helped me up and as I was pulling the brambles out of my legs, this absolutely gorgeous race marshal came over to help me.  

“Please, please, let me help you.  I have got to say that I think you are absolutely AMAZING.  I mean … running all these events … completely blind … you are truly wonderful and an inspiration to all!” he said.

What could I do?  This gorgeous bloke thinks I am absolutely amazing and a truly wonderful person.  Do I play along with it, or do I just admit that I am actually a clumsy fool and by way, can I introduce you to Bill?
I did own up and the bloke just gave me a very strange look, scratched his head and walked off.

Working in the City

A good work opportunity came up for me in London and so I decided to treat myself to some new work clothes.  “You never know, I might meet a wealthy banker (not in this day with the recession ;-)) or possibly a solicitor on the train into London” I thought.
Not being the most highly fashionable of people, I decided to wear some of my new clothes when I next met up with the family, mainly to see if it got the approval of my sisters.

“Is that a new outfit?” my little sister said giving me a quick glance up and down
“Yes, what do you think?” I asked
“You wont be offended will you?” (which normally means that whatever is about to follow is going to be very offensive)
Before I could say anything in response to this question, the comments came flying out …
“Well the trouser length is far too short … those shoes are really square and you should really buy yourself some heels … having brown and black together is a complete NO NO and please tell me you wont be wearing that awful coat with it?”

Well thanks for that and I love you too !?!? 
For some strange reason though I decided to follow my sister’s advice and went out and bought a longer pair of trousers and some brown boots with heels.
On my first day in London I decided to set off a little earlier than I had originally planned … well I had heels to contend with now!  As I walked along I kept tripping over the base of the trousers and getting the heels caught up in the hem … I was starting to wish I had never listened to my sister.

On reaching the escalator of the Underground I really should have just stepped on delicately, but me being me, I decided to start walking down the escalator and with that I tripped up again, but this time I fell forwards and took out some of the guys in front of me.  We toppled down the escalator like dominoes and were all left in a pile at the bottom.
The guys all moaned and looked around to see who they could shout at.  I thought I would try to do the same, but of course I was at the top of the pile and had no-one to blame but myself!
Take care and TTFN (
________________________________________________________________
PAGE  
1

