by John Kasun

Cleanup on Aisle 5

A

lthough we refuse to admit it to others and often
even to ourselves, we all live at least two different
lives. One is a business and professional life while
the other is a personal life. In my case, I actually try to make
both of mine similar. While I try hard in both, I also like to
mix in some fun and I must admit that sometimes my personal side is closer to the real me. So while my wife does
not always get to see the brilliant business side of me (my
personal opinion, not an official proven fact), she is constantly exposed to the personal side of me firsthand, which I
understand can at times be challenging and even frustrating.
During a recent lull in show schedules, magazine deadlines and in-between hunting seasons, I thought it would
be nice to accompany my wife on a trip to the local grocery
store. While I like to say I was grocery shopping, my wife
might describe it totally differently, as I believe she would
just as soon leave me in the car. According to her, I tend to
be a large version of a 5 year old who is constantly wandering
away, causing her to spend most of her time looking for me.
One of my first stops is normally the magazine rack, where I
check out all the latest hunting and fishing magazines. Next,
I often head for the bakery department, where I select one
old fashioned and one cream filled donut and by the time we
get to the checkout, I pay for an empty bag. Of course, no trip
to the grocery store would be complete without a trip down
the pet aisle, where I get to squeeze all the squeaky dog toys.
In one of those secret and intimate conversations men
and women often have in the privacy of their bedrooms,
my wife confided to me that every time she hears the words
“Cleanup on aisle 5” over the loudspeaker, her only thought
is, “What did he do now?” I think if it wouldn’t be so hard to
push, she would make me ride in one of those grocery carts
designed for kids that looks like a fire truck, so she could
keep track of me.
Aside from me constantly wandering off, her other
complaint is that I am always stopping to talk to people. In
that regard, I have to admit that I am guilty as charged. As a
matter of fact, if I were a kid today, I would be the one that
would have to be constantly warned not to take candy from
strangers. I love talking to people and if I am not stopping
them, they are stopping me and that occurred on this recent
trip to the store.
On the day in question, my wife had a list of errands she
wanted to accomplish that would have made preparing for
the D-Day invasion seem like a minor inconvenience. After
years of marriage, I have learned that on days like this, my
job is mainly to carry packages to the car and ask, “Where to
next?” It was not a good idea to ask why we were going there
or if we really needed that.
That brings me to our quick stop at the grocery store

to pick up a few items. As
we entered the store, my
wife said, “Now stay with me
and don’t start talking with
anyone. We have a lot to do
today and we need to keep
moving.” As we entered the
store and worked our way
down the first aisle, a man
who recognized me from
a recent magazine photo
stopped me with a few quick questions concerning his bow
set-up. My wife waited politely for a few minutes but the tug
on my sleeve told me it was time to move on.
Excusing myself, I continued shopping with my wife. We
had only made it to the second aisle when a woman walked
past pushing her cart in the opposite direction and by the
look she gave me, I knew she had recognized me. We had
only made it a few steps when I heard a voice behind me saying, “Excuse me, excuse me!” Turning her cart and pulling
up alongside us, she blurted out, “You’re the man that writes
that funny column in the paper. I want you to know that I just
love it. I told my husband you should be published nationally but I am so glad we have you all to ourselves locally.”
Turning to my wife, she added, “You’re so lucky; he must be
a real joy to live with.”
“You just wouldn’t believe it,” my wife replied. While
I appreciated the woman’s comments and thanked her, I
struggled to suppress the laughter building up inside of me
as I could actually see the wheels inside of my wife’s head
spinning out of control.
Now in super high gear, my wife zipped down the aisle,
tossing items in her cart at machine gun speed. As we headed towards the checkout, my wife stopped, turned, looked
at me and said, “If only that lady knew how confusing living
with you can be. I never know what you are thinking, what
you are going to say or what you may do next. Every time I
see that little smirk on your face, I know something weird is
going on inside your head. As a matter of fact, I see it right
now. What in the world are you thinking?”
Barely able to contain myself, I said, “Actually, I was just
thinking: if you were a patient in a nudist colony hospital,
would you still have to wear one of those stupid hospital
gowns?”
“What am I going to do with you?” she replied with her
eyes rolling back in her head. Just then, as if it were a laugh
from heaven, the loudspeaker blared, “Cleanup on aisle 5.”
Turning towards me and as serious as a heart attack, my wife
said, “What did you do?”
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