Lighter Side
by John Kasun

I

A Kangaroo Was Needed

t seems as if from the time I left home
for college until my wife and I moved
into our present home, I was constantly moving. First from home to the
dorm and then from the dorm to an apartment, followed by several moves to more
luxurious apartments. During my college
days, I considered anything with periodic hot water a luxury apartment. After
graduation, I had to move to my first
job, which was followed a year later by
another move for a better opportunity. Of
course, next came marriage and another
series of moves, first to a small apartment
and than to a home that was used to film
Alfred Hitchcock’s movie “Psycho.”
We didn’t stay settled long before the U.S. Government
personally requested my presence. At that time in my life,
the term “draft” meant more than an open window. My wife
and I suddenly found ourselves moving from Pennsylvania
to Kentucky, to Texas, to New York, to California, back to
Texas a second time and finally back to Pennsylvania upon
discharge. These moves were courtesy of the U.S. Army’s
Department of “Unable To Make Up Their Minds.” Following
my discharge from the Army, my wife and I moved three
more times until we finally got settled in our present home.
The bottom line is we moved 13 times in the first six years of
our marriage, including four moves across the country with
everything we owned packed in an old 1956 Buick towing a
small utility trailer.
My obsession with packing and being organized spilled
over into every facet of my life. When my wife and I shot the
FITA competitive circuit, we used long one-piece recurves
(before takedowns). When we decided to buy a new car, we
actually took all of our archery equipment plus several suitcases into an automobile dealership and packed everything
in the trunk of a car we were considering buying, just to
make sure it all fit.
I like to consider myself an expert in packing. I know
my way around the inside of a cardboard box and with one
glance at an empty trailer, I immediately know how to pack
a house in it. I guess that is why I am fascinated when I
see people outside of a Sears, Sam’s Club, Home Depot or
Lowe’s trying to load a 52 inch TV or a barbecue grill for a
family of eight into a compact car or squeeze a load of 2x10s,
each 10 feet long, into a car with a three foot trunk. I don’t
understand why people think just because they buy something, it should automatically fit in the car. Their actions
often remind me of a kangaroo trying to stuff an elephant in
its pouch and somehow thinking if he or she just turns it a
little, it will somehow magically fit.

Normally, I just stand and watch such
activities but that recently changed when
I became personally involved in one of
these clown shows. I stopped to drop
off several small boxes at a consignment
furniture shop. As I was making my first
trip through the door, I was met by two
young women carrying out a large, round
gold ottoman that had to measure at least
40 inches across. It had gold fringe completely around the bottom and looked as
if it had come out of a harem. I remember
keeping a sharp eye out because I just
knew that there had to be a dancing girl
wearing a veil nearby.
I glanced at the trunk of the car they
were using and the image of the kangaroo and elephant
again popped into my mind. I had no idea why the car’s
owner thought she could get that ottoman into her car but I
knew it would be fun to watch. As I was carrying my second
load of boxes into the store, I saw the women had abandoned
the trunk idea and were trying to get the large ottoman into
the back seat. A few minutes later, they had the ottoman
firmly stuck half-in and half-out. As they both pushed with
all their might, it was obvious the ottoman wasn’t budging.
Unfortunately, I was too stupid to leave well enough
alone. “If you live close by, I will put it in my truck and haul
it home for you,” I offered.
“No, I will be all right,” the new owner replied as she was
inside the car trying to push the ottoman back out the rear
door. “I think it will fit in the front seat if I can just get it out.”
As I carried my last box into the store, I passed her
car just as she was closing the front door. “There,” she said
proudly, “I got it in.” The huge ottoman completely filled the
front seat of the car and it looked like a giant Big Mac that
was preparing to eat the car from the inside out.
A few minutes later, as I got ready to leave, I heard a faint
female voice say, “Excuse me, excuse me.” I turned to see the
owner of that voice jammed between the ottoman and the
driver’s door. “I got it in but now I can’t move my gear shift,”
she said in a weak voice.
A few minutes later, I worked the ottoman out of the
front seat and tossed it in the back of my truck. “You go first
and I’ll follow you,” I said.
My heart sank as she pulled out and said, “I hope we can
make it; I am almost out of gas.”
A short time later, as I unloaded the ottoman on her
patio, she commented, “Maybe I should buy a truck.”
Smiling, I replied, “Well, I would at least consider a
kangaroo.” I could see by the look on her face that she just
didn’t get it.
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