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Sarah’s Sore Ankles
Storyline by Sarah Powell
Introduction

I have had extremely bad luck with my ankles for I once suffered two ankle sprains in one school year!

In high school I danced and sang with the show choir.  We had to wear high-heeled dancing shoes, and we had beautiful dresses that fell shortly below the knee.  One night we were having a performance at a country club in town and my ankle problems began.  I was doing a dance move where my right leg is kicked out from behind my left one but on this night, that was not exactly what happened.  When I went to kick my leg, my heel got caught in the back of my dress and as I tried to pull it out, I fell to the ground.  Yes, Sarah is definitely graceful!  I tried to stand up but my ankle was throbbing and I could not put any pressure on it.  I ended up having to be carried out and taken home.  When my harried parents arrived at the high school to pick me up, we could already see the extreme swelling and so I went to the hospital.  The diagnosis was a severe ankle sprain.  My ankle was wrapped up and taped.  I was handed a pair of crutches with the warning that I should not walk on it for at least a week.

The next day when I went to school, I was pretty embarrassed about the whole situation mainly because my story of how the incident occurred was pretty lame.  Many people found it absolutely hysterical though and I guess that is mainly because they were removed from the situation.  The only other people ever on crutches were athletes who injured themselves in the line of duty, and the whole way I sprained it - by dancing - gives many people a hearty chuckle.  

Soon my ankle healed although it was bruised for quite some time.  I began wearing a small brace on my right ankle after the injury because I discovered that many times when I was participating in a physical activity it would be tender and ache.  I thought that my woes of ankle pain would end with the show choir injury but the fun does not stop there....

In high school I also marched with the marching band as a member of the flag corps.  For spring break my sophomore year, the band was invited to Florida to perform at Disney World.  The entire band spent much of the fall raising money for the trip and my parents donated money for the cause too.  I was really excited about the whole thing - Spring break in Florida!  What fun!
The first night that we were in the hotel in Florida, I was walking with some friends along a path lined with stones.  I must have stepped half way up on a stone when I suddenly fell to the ground.  I looked down to see a very swollen left ankle, and I felt a large throbbing pain.  The band director came to see me as I lay helpless and unable to walk, and we decided to call my parents who were visiting my uncle in Tampa.  They were to come to Orlando the next morning and hopefully things would be better then.
Well, that evening the entire band went to Medieval Times and it was quite fun - except for the fact that I had to be carried in by a chaperone.  The swelling did not go down on my ankle and so my parents took me to the hospital the next morning where it was diagnosed that I had a severe ankle sprain. (Deja vu!)  I was hooked up with a handy air cast and some crutches and sent on my way.  This, of course, was my second pair of crutches in six months!   The first day I used my crutches I walked around the entire MGM Studios Park.  Needless to say, my arms became very bruised and so I had to use a wheelchair for the next two days!  (This only would happen to me!)  I didn’t think this was that cool, but my friends did since I got to use many of the rides first!  The entire week I was prohibited to walk on my ankle and so I didn’t march with the band at all.  I merely got to stand and watch them as my parents probably asked, “Why did we pay all this money?”  

So those are my two brief reports on my silly ankles and my extreme bad luck.  I do not think I will even delve into the time during my freshman year in college when I re-sprained my left ankle dancing at a fraternity party.
At the time, the ankle incidents were not funny to me at all.  Perhaps it was more ironic or something.  I really think after both sprains I was quite embarrassed for some time, just because I had to sprain my ankles in two dumb ways.  They were not cool soccer or tennis accidents.  They were exceptionally un-cool show choir and marching band accidents!  However, everyone around me who was removed from the happening thought it was hysterical.  I know that this definitely represents personal distance.   My friends laughed, my family laughed, everyone laughed except for me!
Now that I look back on the whole thing, it is a little humorous.  This has to deal with the distance of time.  My ankle injuries are not laugh-out-loud funny, but they do make me smile.  A lot of the humor also comes from the incongruous nature of the incidents.  Any time that an ankle is sprained it is most likely unexpected, but who would ever guess that someone could be injured by their shoe catching in their dress or by walking through a hotel.  What a surprise!
Every once in awhile I will see someone from high school and they might mention “that time I had to ride in a wheelchair at Disney” or something like that.  We always have a good chuckle, but still feel that people are laughing AT me instead of WITH me.  Well, at least I can provide some humor for people in my own little way.
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