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Dear Reader . . . 

You are about to embark on a truly weird, interesting, and hopefully, entertaining experience. Inside this book, you’ll find sixteen true stories about my life and the entertaining lessons I learned from them. While you read this, you may be wondering what makes this guy’s life so interesting. Well as a twenty-nine-year-old man, I have lived a life with many entertaining moments. Some brought on by sheer accident; others brought on by panic, but most of these “moments” I brought on myself through stupidity and pure clumsiness. These moments have produced some very funny and interesting results and taught me some very important life lessons.

There are some unique facts you should know about me before you begin this journey. Born with two teeth, a full head of hair, and weighing in at nearly ten pounds, my mother surely knew I was going to be a mess when I came into the world. The child of a pastor and a teacher, I was brought up in a sheltered world, a world without video games or movies, unless they were rated G or PG. These restrictions made me focus on other things—like sports and the outdoors. Being that I was a child who lacked coordination and common sense, I naturally found myself in the emergency room frequently. 

I truly think God watched out for me as I grew up because there were countless times I should have been hurt far worse or maybe even killed. I hope you can have a laugh and maybe learn a little from my crazy life.

 


Under Where?

Walking into my high school as a six-foot, two-hundred-and-ten-pound ninth-grader, I thought I had arrived and that the social ladder just didn’t apply to me. After all, I had just realized that I was actually good at sports, and other people were starting to notice as well. My uncoordinated, awkward moments in middle school were going to be things of the past. That might have been true, were it not for P.E. class. 

For those of you who have forgotten, or, like me have tried to blot it out because of the fear your wife would come home and find you curled up in the fetal position crying on the couch, I’ll remind you. P.E. was a scary place — wildly popular with juniors and seniors because of its “easy A” status. It was a jungle, filled with lions, and freshmen were the lambs blindly walking into it. 

Not only did the teacher allow horrific things like shirts and skins on a regular basis, he almost always divided teams by grade level. It was a blood bath every day, and the teacher would just sit in his chair reading a book, while children were slain left and right. Gone were the games of volleyball, tag races, friendly basketball and flag football. They had been replaced by a series of terrible games: full-on tackle football because the teacher didn’t care; dodge ball in which the face was not illegal but encouraged; and last, but not least, prison-rules basketball. In addition to those brutal sports, high school P.E. also included the worst thing ever: mandatory showering in communal showers that were a little too “personal” for those of us not used to public nudity. P.E. was a ninth-grader's worst nightmare. 

My first mistake was on the second day of class. Our teacher had divided all of us into “fair” teams for a three-on-three basketball tournament. Even though we had been divided by grade level, my team had some potential because all three of us were on the basketball team together. We named our team the Bulls because we were way too in love with Michael Jordan, like most kids of the nineties, and we walked onto the court. 

Our opponent, cleverly named “Gorilla Nutz,” was waiting for us. Gorilla Nutz was a team of three junior wrestlers, which included twin brothers who had won state the year before and the biggest bully in school, Bryson. The three of them stood on the court like Spartans waiting to slaughter the poor feeble Persians. Clad in gym shirts with the sleeves cut off and then ripped down the sides exposing their rock hard abs, they were terrifying. 

Once the game started, Gorilla Nutz bumped, pushed, and slapped us, trying to win. But they just weren’t very good at basketball. They were wrestlers, and wrestling and basketball were played in the same season. So you had to choose one or the other. Lucky for us, they had chosen to be wrestlers. Eventually our skill overwhelmed their aggression, and we won. We walked off the court like champions of the NBA Finals. Complete with high-fives and maybe even a couple chest bumps, we were on top of the world. Walking over, we inscribed our names on the winner’s side of the bracket like the signers of the Declaration of Independence, but, just like some of them, we didn’t understand the weight of what we had done. Living in the moment, we turned towards the masses and showed our achievement to the world. 

All was perfect at that moment, until I heard, “Weinrich!” I turned just in time to see the release of the basketball from Bryson’s hand hurtling towards me at a speed which I thought only Randy Johnson could match. The basketball flew through the air and smashed into my crotch. Falling to the ground like I had been shot, I started to roll around on the ground. As I groaned and tried to catch my breath, I did the unthinkable thing no high school boy should do — I cried. 

Standing over the top of me as I continued to cry, Bryson taunted me. 

“Bet you wish you had Gorilla Nutz now!” he said, laughing. 

Still sniffling as I changed and showered that day, I realized that I had made an enemy. The humiliation of crying in front of my entire class was, sadly, not the worst part of P.E., though. Unfortunately, the next
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