
A Memorable Moment Example Story 

“Michelle’s Fall” 

With eyes closed, I took a deep breath… and slowly exhaled. I opened my eyes, stood up straight and marched confidently 

down the corridor of the mall with head held high, clutching my paper bag filled to brim with assorted balls. I couldn’t 

believe what I was about to do, but I certainly wasn’t going to back down now. There was too much at stake. 

 

This single moment is one of my most cherished memories.  It's one of those events in your life that is actually quite 

humble; it's just an ordinary day that doesn't seem to know how important it really is.  It isn't a hallmark event that was 

announced with music and streamers like my first day of school or one of my many graduations- no, it just quietly slipped 

into my life one day without any warning, planning, or preparation, and yet, it's an event that now takes its place among 

the most memorable in my life.  Let me tell you about the day I dropped the balls. 

 

I dropped the balls on October 9th, 2010, but the importance of that day would be lost without the month or so leading up 

to it, so let's start somewhere in August.  I had just moved home to New Brunswick after living in China for three years and 

was trying to adjust to the fact that all my friends from home had either moved away or had gotten busy with full time 

jobs. I was newly unemployed with lots of time on my hands and certainly did not want to spend days on end at home 

with my parents in Minto.  So when an old acquaintance of mine, Kody, invited me over to see his new house, I accepted 

happily. 

 

We hadn't really spoken in a couple of years other than a few messages on Facebook, so we had a good time catching up 

and made plans to get together again.  Over the next few weeks I was introduced to Kody's friends and I knew that I was 

really going to like this group of people when they invited me to their first annual Chemistry party.  To prove my value to 

the group, I committed to making the periodic table of cookies for the event, a move that would later be acknowledged 

by Kody’s friends as "the moment we knew you 

were a keeper". The fact that I made 118 cookies 

and arranged and coloured them according to the 

groups on the periodic table when I didn't even 

like to cook was the first sign to myself that 

maybe I was trying to impress this guy. 

The good news was that he was trying just as hard 

to impress me. To keep me interested Kody 

arranged a series of friendly competitions, which 

were really just thinly-veiled excuses to keep me 

around. First, I agreed to a foot race, and lost... 

even after training for two weeks and juicing up 

on energy packs prior to the competition.  I then 

agreed to a curry cooking competition. I made 

yellow curry, he made red curry, and again, I lost. Next, I agreed to a dessert competition. I made a delicious chocolate 

trifle with layers of pudding, whipped cream, decadent chocolate cake and Skor bar, while Kody attempted a tiramisu cake, 

and THIS TIME… well I lost again. That tiramisu was divine.  

 

Finally we devised a competition to take it all. This one was for all the marbles... or I should say all the balls, because this 

competition came with an oddly specific punishment for the loser. The loser would have to drop the balls. This would 

involve taking a large paper bag, filled with an assortment of small to medium-sized balls, walking down the hallway in the 

Regent mall and "tripping" so that all the balls came tumbling out of the bag- public humiliation to the extreme. As you 

can already guess, I lost the final challenge, although I still maintain that my gourmet thin crust pizza FROM SCRATCH was 

orders of magnitude better than Kody’s pizza from a box. The challenge was clearly rigged, yet in spite of my protests I 



found myself a couple weeks later in the Walmart parking lot, clutching a bag brimming with balls- tennis balls, whiffle 

balls, bouncy balls- each carefully selected to optimize my embarrassment. 

              

 

Kody and a couple of our friends sat on a bench at the end of the hallway to watch and to document my humiliation.  I 

could have easily bowed out and just flat-out refused, but a part of me knew that if I pulled this off, I'd actually be coming 

out on top.  It took spunk, it took confidence, and it demanded respect. Kody would never forget the girl who dropped the 

balls.  So, I pushed all my reservations aside and set out with my bag of balls. 

Part way down the corridor, I tangled my feet together and plunged clumsily to the floor in the most convincing fake trip 

that I could muster.  The balls tumbled and spilled out over the floor in all directions. I watched helplessly from the floor as 

my embarrassment unfolded before the crowd of shoppers. Some people laughed, some turned around and feigned 

interest in the bicycle display to make it look like they hadn't noticed, but most people just felt pity- pity for the weird girl 

with the big bag of assorted balls- and helped me to retrieve them. 

 

I took it like a champ, and when I thought about it, this was just one of the many uncharacteristically adventurous things I 

had done since meeting Kody.  I had attended the German celebration of Oktoberfest with Kody on the UNB campus, 

dressed as Hansel and Gretel, when it was clearly not a costume event; I had, with Kody, snuck into my high school 

Chemistry teacher's back yard at midnight and stolen the pumpkin off her step in order to carve it, and return it the next 

night; and now I had dropped a bag of random balls in public... 

 

So why is this one of my most memorable moments? It wasn't really a turning point in my life, or a hallmark occasion, but 

it was definitely one of those rare, unexpected moments of clarity when you realize something that is so obvious you don't 

know how you didn't see it sooner.  Looking back on what my friends dubbed as "Michelle's Fall," I realized that I had 

gone to unprecedented lengths to gain the admiration of Kody Belliveau, and on that momentous occasion, I hadn't just 

fallen with a bag of balls, I had fallen in love. 


