WHAT HAVE I DONE TO DESERVE THIS

     Have you ever heard the saying  “What goes around, comes around”?  I recently moved and everything about the planned transition seemed to backfire on me.  I am not exactly sure what it is that I have done to displease the moving gods, but I can guarantee you, they are not on my side.  If you have ever had to move, then I am sure that you probably have a few horror stories yourself, but is this normal?  I give you exclusive access to read my Journal to see what you come up with.



 

November 29,2001: Today has been a great day.  Everything is going as planned.  I have 2 days until the big move and I am very excited.  My mom is here helping me pack, and my dad is coming on Saturday from Baltimore to help as well.  I hope that I can buy him a milkshake in exchange for him driving the moving truck, but I’ll wait until he gets here to ask him.  No need to overwhelm him now.  I plan to get up early tomorrow to start packing.  I have a foolproof method (even I can’t go wrong with fool proof) to just throw everything in sturdy bags and go.  It should only take me a few hours to do it all.  My new apartment manager just called to inform me that the place is ready and everything is a go.  I'm so excited and I just can’t h… well you know the song.

November 30, 2001: Today started off great.  It is a shame that it didn’t end that way.  I went to The Dump (not the one with the smell and the flies but the store) and found this beautiful couch and dining room set.  My mom says I need to be politically correct and say sofa instead of couch.  I was never really into politics.  We pick up the furniture tomorrow and I cannot wait to see what it looks like in the new place.  I called the cable company to get the cable turned off and they issued me a credit.  I called the telephone company, which is the same as the cable company, just a different department, and they said they could not turn my telephone on until 12-18-01.  WHAT AM I SUPPOSED TO DO UNTIL THEN.  No telephone, no internet, no messages…did I mention no telephone.  I feel like I am on an episode of Survivor.  We will have to see if I make it through.  At least the cable will be on tomorrow.  The packing is taking longer than expected.  I have bagged for almost 6 hours and I have only done my clothes.  I still have the rest of the house.  I can’t make it.  I feel weak.

December 1, 2001: Ok today was horrible.  We picked up the truck (dad did drive…thank goodness) and got my new furniture from The Dump.  We were running behind schedule so I had to stop packing and fly to the new apt to let the cable lady in.  She was already there waiting and I felt so bad, but the worse was yet to come.  I asked her to wait for five more minutes while I got the key to the apartment and she agreed.  I got the key and went back to let her in and to show my mom my new apartment.  I knew she was going to be surprised, but I did not count on the bonus shock value that we got when we entered.  It was a mess.  There was trash everywhere.  I counted at least three big holes in the wall.  The carpet was six shades of black and I am sure it started off as gray.  This can’t be happening.  The cable lady did the connections anyway and said she would send someone out on Tuesday, December 11, 2001 between 5pm and 7pm to install cable in the bedroom since it is only in the living room.  Right now, that is the least of my worries.  I talked to the apartment manager and she is very apologetic and offered to put us in a hotel until the apartment is completed.  She stated that she had 14 move-ins that day and I just happened to be the lucky one with the unfinished and, obviously unchecked apartment.  We had to unload the truck and place my furniture in a temporarily vacant appt.  My mom is upset because the apartment manager says she won’t pay for our food during the hotel stay.  I’m not upset, I just want the issue resolved.  Now my mom is upset with me because I’m not upset.  It is a never-ending cycle.  Well, I am off to the hotel

December 4, 2001: The hotel room has been fine except for a few minor things.  There are some unrecognizable stains on my hotel sheets, but from the 20/20 reports, that’s normal.  I attempted to make a phone call from the room and saw that the phone had been ripped out of the socket.  I plugged phone in to make a call and immediately it chirped.  After a few seconds the phone chirped again, then again, and again.  I realized that this was probably why it had been disconnected.  So now we have no phone.  Although my apartment manger stated she reserved the hotel room until the sixth, my mom called me, frantically, saying the hotel manager attempted to put her out.  What else could go wrong?

December 8, 2001: Finally, I am all moved in.  It has been over 8 days since I had a working phone and the withdrawal period is not going well.  I wonder have any of my friends emailed me.  Do they even notice I haven’t been on line?  Oh well.  Although I’m excited to be in my apartment, I'm perturbed because I have to do all of the unpacking myself, whereas if I had have been able to move when I was scheduled to, my mom could have helped.  I brought some decorations and food for the house.  With each swipe of the credit card, I was praying it would be approved.  Whatever happened to house warming parties?

December 11, 2001: It is really bad when you start to predict the bad things that are going to occur throughout the day.  I had a feeling that the cable appointment wasn’t going to happen.  I attempted to call and confirm it but the hold time was over 15 minutes.  I can’t wait that long.  So I left work early to be home by 5:00 to make sure I didn’t miss the appointment.  The minutes seemed like years, and finally, by 6:45 I figured that the cable person wasn’t coming.  I would call, but the phone will not be on until the 18th.  I would use my cell phone, but my minutes don’t refresh until tomorrow.  At 7:03, I got a phone call on my cell phone.  Guess from whom?  The cable company calling to confirm my appointment for tomorrow between 12-4.  It figures.  I informed the representative that someone was supposed to have been here today and they told me that the slot wasn’t open so I was moved to another date.  They put me in for Saturday the 15th between 12 & 5 and gave me an aplology.

December 15, 2001:  If I weren’t addicted to cable, I would cancel it.  Nobody showed up today for my cable appt.  I called them using my cell phone and they informed me that I wasn’t on the schedule because my appt had been coded as being completed already.  Not only that, but the service I had disconnected at my old location had been coded as disconnected due to non-payment, although they owed me a credit. I was issued a $20 credit and a “That’s all I can do.”  My appointment was rescheduled for December 22.  At least I will have my phone on the 18th.

December 18, 2001: Today was the big day for the phone to be installed.  Guess what?  The guy did show up and I was very excited.  I had mapped it all out.  I was going to call my mom, then my friend in North Carolina.  I was then going to go online and stay up all night like I used to when I was younger.  After 3 hours of the phone guy running up and down my stairs, he informed me that he could not complete the service due to my phone number not being set up in their computer system correctly.  I asked him if there was any chance that I was on Candid Camera and that this was all a cruel joke.  He said no.  I wanted to cry.  It has been almost three weeks since I had a phone or internet or been able to watch TV from the bedroom.   I was rescheduled for December 22 for the phone appt as well.

As I look, optimistically, into the future where apartments are completed on time, phone calls roam freely, and cable access is always granted, I wonder what it is that I have done to offset the balance of nature.  I know the theory that whatever can go wrong will go wrong, but does it always have to? So as of this moment I’m reaching out to any associate that has a phone, has the internet, or cable TV to see if you could schedule some time for me to join your family and reminisce on the services I used to have.
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