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Blown Expectations


As my eyes adjust to the room a cinnamon-bun colored dog bounds toward me and proceeds to greet me with a sloppy kiss on my leg.  


“That’s Busta,” Michelle says as she smiles, “he’s kind of crazy. You wanna sit down for a minute?”


She is dressed in jeans and a vintage-looking t-shirt. No makeup, long dark hair pulled half back.*  She appears to be relaxed, and I envy her ability to do so.  My nerves twist inside as I take a seat, but they soon calm as I look at my surroundings.


The couch is covered with a green sheet -- undoubtedly to hide the ugly patterned fabric that originally adorned it.  I glance around and see that the hand-me-down-garage-sale furniture is somewhat strategically placed around the room.  Surrounding me on every wall is a collage of band posters (from the Grateful Dead to The Beatles to Dave Matthews), shelved knickknacks, and framed pictures of friends.  Hanging patterned blankets cover doorways and windows.  It is mixed in with a few trendy decorations, but looks mostly like somebody splattered their hobbies, collections, obsessions, and interests on the wall hap-hazardously. I liked it; so far, the cover fit the book.

((

“Yeah, I went to St. Agnes. Did the private school thing my whole life,” she told me. 


So did I, I thought. Interesting, I wouldn’t have expected that.  She came off as a public school kid to me, but who am I to assume that?  I was only in public school for three years of my life, what do I know?  I find myself scolding my quick assumptions as I return to the conversation.  My initial ideas about her had just taken a hard hit, and in turn my curiosity about her life was piqued. 


Also like me, Michelle is from the Houston area, Memorial to be exact.  She is from the area that most of the bitchy girls in my school lived in.  It was the main part of Houston that I associated with yuppies, but the more she talked, the more my stereotyped ideas were broken down.  As I listened to her, I hoped that my guilt didn’t show through.


She attended one private school or another while growing up, her dad is a doctor, and she is the oldest of four children in her family (two brothers and a sister, another similarity we share).  As I listened to her talk about various aspects of her life, I found myself connecting to her in more ways and realizing that we grew up in somewhat similar worlds.  She looked just as shocked as I nodded in agreement to several of the things she said.


“My parents have been married for . . . forever.” She smiles as she says this, and her eyes beam.  She’s proud of this fact, and she should be.  “I mean, I can’t imagine going through that divorce stuff.  It sucks that that goes on, but, you know, shit happens.”  


I nod in agreement -- not to the parents being married forever part, but to her comment on divorce.

((

“What do your parents do?” I ask.


Michelle smiles a little as she replies, “My dad is a plastic surgeon. My mom, well . . . I guess she shops.”


We both laugh for a minute. Me, because my mom was the same way while she was married to a doctor.*  Her, because she realizes how this comment made her mom look.*  I decide to switch the conversation to her dad and ask her how she feels about his job.


“It’s cool.  I love how he helps people who really need it – people who’ve been in accidents and stuff.  But I’m not for those people who just come in to make themselves look better.  You should be happy with the way you look.”


Again, a contrast forms within Michelle’s life.  Her support and pride for her dad shine through, but I admire her ability to stand up for what she thinks is right and not completely agree with her dad’s profession.  At this point I realize that Michelle has not purely been shaped by her upbringing (as I would have expected), and she has formed an independent way of living that fits her well.  

((

First impressions can be a bitch.  If you only look at the outside of a book, you will form quick assumptions about it.  At the same time though, if you read the story inside from cover to cover without looking at the outside, you’re impressions will still be inaccurate.  The two parts intertwine to make the story a real one, and this is what I learned from spending time with Michelle.


The “cover impression” that somebody would get from Michelle is most likely not accurate.  She comes across as a hippie of today’s world.   She appears at first to be apathetic about life, strolling through it with ease, and letting things go as they pass.  


But, at the same time certain things might be assumed if you profiled Michelle purely on her upbringing: doctor daddy, stay-at-home mom, older sister of four, continuous private school education, and now a student at an expensive liberal arts college.  One might consider her to be stuck up, a “daddy’s girl,” or wrapped up in the material hum of the world.  In fact, she tells me that even her mom expects this attitude from her sometimes.  “I hate when she takes me shopping. She wants to buy everything for me, even if I already have it.”  And as much as I hate to admit it, I probably would have assumed these things had they been the first facts she shared with me.  



In the end, Michelle is a product of the combination of these two stereotypes.  She is nothing like a clichéd hippie, nor is she your typical, bitchy Memorial girl.  The complexity that revolves around her amazes me, and I begin to question the way she works, and what makes her tick.  

((

“I love road trips. You know, just getting in the car and driving. I love to travel.” She pauses, and I nod.  Driving often serves as a therapy session for me, and I get the impression that she finds peace in it as well.


“I would love to travel when I graduate, but money’s a little bit of a problem. It would be nice to get away from everything,” I reply.


Michelle laughs, “Exactly…money.”


I am amazed at how she seems to float through everything with a grace from somewhere unseen.  Everything in her world coasts by, but at the same time I can tell she doesn’t just let every problem go.  

((

During a pause in one of our conversations, a silence falls over the room for a minute and a figure emerges from a bedroom I have not yet seen.  


“Mornin’,” he says while scratching his head, even though it’s nearly noon.  


Michelle glances at me, as if to make sure I’m not uncomfortable with the situation.  Her consideration for other people is a notable aspect.  “This is my roommate’s boyfriend, Chad,” she says with half of a laugh. “We have a lot of people here most of the time.”


“Nice to meet you,” he mumbles while lighting up a cigarette and adding to the already hazy, late-Saturday morning atmosphere surrounding us.

((

Cool.  Laid back.  Chill.  Calm.  Easy-going.*  All of these words could be used to describe Michelle.  She recounts stories about lost loves with ease, making me jealous that she handles her problems, similar to mine, better than me.  But at the same time, a touch of nostalgia laces her words and you can tell that she has not forgotten all of the people who have affected her at some point in her life.


“My first love, I guess you could say my one true love, well, he’s in the army. Thought it might work out, but turns out he got another girl pregnant.” She pauses, possibly for my reaction. I am not sure if I give her one.  “Guess I was wrong. But, you know, shit happens. It was good while it was there.”


There she goes with the “shit happens philosophy” again, but making sure to counterbalance it with a small comment on “the good ol’ days.”  My jealousy returns to the surface, but instead of using it to contrive a witty return comment, I use it as inspiration.  I tell myself that I’m going to try to be a little bit more like Michelle from now on and adopt a piece of her attitude.  


Michelle picks what she needs to from her life and carries it on with her, forgetting the lessons that don’t apply and holding onto the most important ones.  

((

Like everyone in the world, she is not just made up of her “cover,” or the first impression she gives people.  She possesses a story like all of us and the order in which you consider parts of her life makes a difference.  One cannot simply judge her based on stories either -- you must study the cover and read the book.  While the cover of Michelle’s book is decorated with a causal collage of her life, the inside tells an unexpected story.  It is the combination of these two things that have formed the person she is today.  

Author’s Afterwords…


As a result of taking the Journalism class that required me to write this interview, my love for writing has been rekindled.  While the interviewing process was new to me, I found a new way to inspire myself to write.  Out of all of the articles I had to write for this class, I am most proud of this one, and do not hesitate to admit it.


After interviewing Michelle I went for a thirty minute drive on the back-roads of Georgetown. I really had to sit down and replay our conversations in my head to pin point what it was I wanted to write about.  There was tons of information and I had no idea what to do with it.  After a lot of thinking, I realized that my first impressions of her were nothing like who she really was.  In fact, that was the most intriguing part of who she was (at least to me), and I went back to my apartment to write.


While I enjoyed the process of writing this paper, I stand by the fact that it was the biggest challenge I’ve had in a while. Normally I have something to start from when I’m writing papers and I know what I want to write about, but this time I was thrown into a pile of information searching for a place to start.  


While it was taxing, I absolutely loved doing it.  I think it improved my listening skills immensely, as well as leading me to becoming intrigued more by other people’s stories. I have a strong desire now to talk to people I haven’t taken the time to in the past and get to know them better.  


I also learned that first impressions are not everything (as I hope I made clear in the paper), nor do upbringings control every aspect of how you live your life.  Several different factors create who a person is, and talking to Michelle helped me see that.


Also, as I alluded to in the paper, I learned that she and I are similar in several ways. I found it very interesting to talk to somebody I had only briefly met once and learn that we are similar in several ways.  This entire project has inspired me to take the time and talk to people that I normally wouldn’t, as well as scribe more of my everyday experiences.

