by John Kasun

I

Home Alone

had just returned home from covering the Kinsey’s
Dealer Show last spring when it finally happened. After
50 years of marital bliss, my wife announced she was
leaving.
Well, not really leaving. She and four of her artist girlfriends were planning a trip to a resort in upstate New York
to attend a week of watercolor lessons. She thought the
timing was perfect because I would be working in my office
cranking out articles after attending the Kinsey’s show.
While she was gone, I would be home alone.
The girls had been preparing for this trip for weeks.
Our family room was stacked with clothes, art supplies,
clothes, snacks, clothes, rain gear, cameras, folding chairs,
fans, more snacks and of course more clothes. It was to be a
two vehicle caravan complete with cell phones and walkietalkies to ensure constant contact. I have been on a four man
pack-in elk hunt where we didn’t have half the gear and that
included the horses.
Sunday was their official packing day or, as I like to
refer to it, the invasion of Normandy. Trust me; General
Eisenhower couldn’t hold a candle to this group when it
came to packing a lot of “stuff.” I stood among the piles of
luggage, food and art supplies as the women gave a constant
stream of instructions as to what went where, interrupted
only occasionally by a statement that drove fear deep into
my checkbook: “If we forgot anything, we’ll just buy it when
we get there.” Finally, I couldn’t resist any longer as I said,
“I’ll bet you girls couldn’t go to a nudist colony without at
least four suitcases each.” The look I got from my wife told
me I had again committed a serious social blunder.
As my wife climbed into the small space that remained
on the passenger side of the car, she went over some final
instructions designed to get me through the week. She had
cleaned the entire house, top to bottom, “just in case.” I am
not sure what “just in case” means but I know for a fact that
women say it a lot. She had prepared a week’s worth of meals
and placed them in the refrigerator with written directions
on what went with what.
She had stocked the fridge with fresh pork chops, ham,
hot dogs and associated fresh fruits and vegetables. She also
packed the cupboard shelves with a variety of snack foods
and topped it all off with ample ice cream in the freezer. A
large tablet on the kitchen table contained instructions concerning taking care of her “puppy,” including the vet’s office
number, his cell phone number and his private unlisted
home number, “just in case.” Her “puppy” was a fussy eater
and there were bacon bits and liver slices in the refrigerator
with which to top off her food, along with special baked peanut butter dog treats.
A few minutes later, as the small caravan of would-be
artists drove off into the sunset, I found myself standing

alone in the driveway with
a whimpering puppy who
believed her mother had just
abandoned her with a man
who wasn’t planning on rubbing her belly at night until
she fell asleep. She was right.
The first thing I did when I entered the house was to
close off all the rooms except the kitchen, bathroom and
bedroom. If they didn’t get messed up, I wouldn’t have to
straighten them up. It was a shock to the “puppy” that normally has the run of the house to find herself sleeping on the
kitchen floor instead of with her head propped up on the
pillows of the living room couch watching a big screen TV
but in times of need, everyone has to sacrifice. Next, with
the exception of the hot dogs I put all of the fresh meat in
the freezer. I knew that anything that needed to be braised,
marinated, broiled or baked was beyond my food preparation ability. That left me with hot dogs, baked beans and
snack foods on which to survive. I saw no problem.
That evening, I stopped at the video store and loaded
up on a week’s supply of action movies. If it blew up, turned
over, crashed or exploded, I considered it educational. No
tear jerking chick flicks for me. This week, it was all about
Arnold, Bruce and Stallone. If it didn’t have muscle and
sweat and go BANG, I wasn’t interested.
I saw no need to make the bed because after all, I was
simply going to mess it up again that night, so there was
time saved. I only used one dish and one spoon all week.
It’s amazing what you can eat with a spoon and besides, you
don’t need anything for cookies and chips.
I must admit that I did have one small slip up, however.
I forgot to feed the dog the first day and if I hadn’t put her
bacon bits on my ice cream by mistake, I may not have
remembered at all. The good news is that after one day on a
diet, she got over being a picky eater. After that, she ate anything I put in her dish.
A few hours before my wife was due to return, I made a
trip to the grocery store, where I bought new boxes of all the
snacks that I ate during the week and restocked the freezer
with ice cream. My plan was to replace all of the snacks and
tell my wife that I just hadn’t felt like eating and decided to
stick to my diet. I unblocked all the doors and put my bowl
and spoon in the dishwasher. I took the sheets and pillow
cases off the bed and put them in the hamper. I have no idea
where the clean ones are kept but my wife would handle that
when she got back. All that was left to do was take out the
vacuum cleaner and stand it in the hallway. When my wife
arrived home, I would simply say that I was cleaning up but
didn’t quite get finished and then suggest we go out for dinner. After all, I had been home alone.
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ALIEN

LIGHTER. FASTER. QUIETER.
THE ALIEN WAS BUILT WITH THE HUNTER IN MIND.

Introducing the all new

X4 Mag Twin Limbs!
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Limb Cup
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