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	Blue Jeans and Corporate Shame 
Daniel Frye
 
Most people tend to avoid spilling their guts about the most humiliating moments in their life. If I did that I wouldn’t have much to talk about or near as much fun entertaining my friends. 
 
I’ve always been a bit of a “strange luck” kind of guy. Funny things happen to me. Sometimes painfully embarrassing things happen to me. But for some reason I can’t keep them to myself. It seems like I always have a story to tell. 
 
It was in 1990 when I “cut my teeth,” at my first big corporate gig. I was 28 years old and shamefully, I was still living at home with my mom. My father had passed away that year and I felt obligated to stick around and help mom as she struggled with her transition to becoming a widow. 
 
My professional dream had been to work as an art director at a magazine publication company. Fortunately, I was hired to work at Whittle Communications and was thrilled to get my foot in the door.
 
Oddly enough, Whittle was located in downtown Knoxville, Tennessee. Not the mecca of publishing by any means, but it was a wildly successful company that was filled with interesting writers, editors, and creative folks from all over the country. They had first gained a national reputation when they had taken over Esquire magazine in the late 80’s and saved it from its demise. 
 
My teammates in the office were a fun group of people but not without some oddballs in the mix. I remember one lady who would sit in her cubicle and bite her toenails all day. I found her a bit disturbing. However, I did bond with a fun hometown girl named Tammy Henderson.
 
My cubicle was located right beside Tammy’s and we shared a low common wall between our workspaces. It was impossible to have privacy in the office and unfortunately that lead to a very embarrassing phone call with my mother. 
 
A little description of my mom here: Being the mother of five children, four daughters and one son, time had taken a toll on mom’s sanity. Not that she was insane by any means, but the additional stress caused by my father’s untimely death had put her on the precipice and her behavior had become a bit odd. 
 
One day, in the midst of a very busy moment at work my phone rang. I answered the phone and said…
 
Well maybe it’s best to just give you the one-sided transcript from my co-worker Tammy’s eavesdropping ear. 
 
“Hello, (brief pause). “WHAT?” (Shocked voice, way too loud). “NO WAY MOM! I SAID NO!” (Another brief pause), “NO, NO, NO! (My voice getting a little louder now), “I WILL NOT GO TO THE BATHROOM AND CHECK MY PANTS!”
 
I placed the phone on the cradle and resumed working. Almost instantly I felt Tammy’s gaze staring a hole in my head. I turned to look at her shocked face. She began to laugh hysterically. “I don’t want to know,” she said.
 
“Wait Tammy, there’s a perfectly reasonable explanation.” 
 
I could feel my face turning deep red as I realized how weird the conversation must have been to overhear. 
 
“NO. I don’t want to know,” Tammy repeated. 
 
“Please listen to me,” I begged. “My Mom was convinced I had pulled her jeans out of the dryer instead of mine, and that I was wearing her jeans.”
 
Needless to say, that didn’t help the situation. 
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