“Oopsies”
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By Michelle LeBlanc

Like a pop star on tour, I rock my head back and forth while I crank up the volume to the song with my favorite lyrics:
“Don't worry about the future; or worry, but know that worrying is as effective as trying to solve an algebra equation by chewing bubblegum. The real troubles in your life are apt to be things that never crossed your worried mind. Don’t stress about the small things, the things you should worry about will just hit you.”* 
Speeding down the highway, top down and wind in my hair, I am lost in my mobile dance party as the Florida sun glistens over my suntan.  “Pure ecstasy.”

Barely audible over my music, I hear the low but familiar “PING”.  Robotically my hand searches for my Iphone.  I rummage through nail polish bottles, lint removers, hairbrushes, and perfume bottles in search of my ringing phone.  After a quick sprtiz of Eau d’Hermes, I forego my search now otherwise distracted by my Kiss-Me-Kate lip gloss.  I pull down the vanity mirror, lips shimmering, and check to see that my orange, bug eyed-sunglasses rest perfectly in place. My glasses, combined with my matching orange nails reflect the mood I portray to the world, electrifying and exhilarating.  Slurping my fat-free frappichino balanced strategically on my lap, my song ends.  I begin a balancing act as my orange blur of fingers punch the pre-set buttons on my stereo.

I suddenly realize I’m missing my turn and exclaim, “Oopsies!” I grab the wheel with both hands, and fling my red Mini Cooper through the intersection and floor the pedal like a NASCAR driver. I hear the screeching of tires and my radio is drowned out by the sound of oncoming horns.

Everything goes black. My car spins uncontrollably and my heart drops to the bottom of my stomach as I feel the twisting of leather as my hands clench the steering wheel.

The muffled sound of sirens brings me to consciousness for a brief moment.  I catch a glimpse of shards of glass and metal all around me. Everything goes black.

“Amy…Amy, can you hear me?”  I awake to green gowns and face masks. “Amy can you feel this?” My body cringes as ice-cold pain shoots through every vein in my existence. Everything goes black.

I awake to a terrifying realization: There is no pain in my legs. There is no pain from my waist down.

Amy, you were in a car accident. Your mother tells me you were on your way to the mall to meet your friends. “Do you remember?” A jumbled assortment of my family, doctor, therapist, surgeon, guidance counselor, grief counselor, and family therapist try to encourage me. “Amy, remember it will take time.  This doesn’t mean you can’t live a fulfilling life.” 

My therapist explains my T8 contusion as if reading from a script. Several spinal nerves responsible for sending impulses to my brain are no longer connected. I lack lower motor control. I am unable to walk.  I require a catheter at all times because I lack bladder control.  I will have physical therapy to avoid atrophy of my leg muscles.  I will need a wheel chair to get around. I learn that improper use of the wheel chair can result in a dislocated rotator cuff. The numbness of my therapist’s voice evokes tears from my eyes. Everything goes black.

Three months crawl across my consciousness. Every morning begins with a feeling of regret. Every morning begins with a memory of my carelessness. My mind plays the lyrics that are forever carved into the recesses of my existence:
“Don't worry about the future; or worry, but know that worrying is as effective as trying to solve an algebra equation by chewing bubblegum. The real troubles in your life are apt to be things that never crossed your worried mind. Don’t stress about the small things, the things you should worry about will just hit you.” 1
*Baz Luhrmann, Sunscreen.  Mary Schmich, a staff writer for the Chicago Triubune, first wrote these words in June 1997. Her article was entitled, “Advice, like youth, probably just wasted on the young.”  Later that year the words appeared as an internet hoax claiming to be the commencement address given at MIT in 1997.  The words caught the attention of Austrian film director Baz Luhrmann who purchased rights to the words in 1999 and turned them into a song.  “Suncreen” was the most requested song played on morning shows that year.
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