Lighter Side Extra
Editor’s Note: Business Editor John Kasun was already an invaluable part of
the editorial team when he began suggesting we add a humor column. I knew he
had a great sense of humor but being funny consistently in print is a difficult art and
it took Kasun about a year to convince me. Lighter Side first graced ArrowTrade’s
pages in March of 2011 and has since become a fixture of the magazine; indeed,
we’re told that the back page is the first page many retailers read. You’ll find
Kasun’s latest column, incorporating snakes, firearms and his wife’s passion for
gardening, on page 90. In between, we’re running some of the columns we love the
most from the first four years of ArrowTrade’s Lighter Side.

I

A Kangaroo Was Needed
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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 then 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
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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 3 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.”
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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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Make a Noise Like a Carrot
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I left some time later, shoppers had
pretty much cleared out and my truck
stood all by itself some distance away.
As I walked across the lot, I noticed a
large white object in the space next to
my truck. A few minutes later, I found
myself standing over an approximately
20 pound turkey that appeared ready
for the oven. Lying on its back with its
wings and legs reaching skyward, the
bird seemed to be asking for a hand
in getting up. This turkey was not in a
grocery bag; it was not wrapped in a
plastic bag or in one of those big nets
turkeys are normally packed in. Nope,
this turkey was as naked as a jaybird
and ready for the oven.
As I stared down at the bird, my
mind immediately raced to the obvious: how could I turn this into a column? Just like Clark Kent, the mild
mannered reporter for the Daily Planet,
my first thoughts were to get the facts.
Who was this turkey and how did he
get here? Glancing around, I could
easily see there was no one in sight, just
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Staring at what at that time was the
greatest hunter I had ever met, I was
unable to speak but slowly shook my
head side to side.
“Well,” he said as he continued
slowly walking away, “you stand behind
a tree and make a noise like a carrot.”
That story from long ago came
rushing back to me recently when I was
stopped by a woman at the local shopping mall. “I just love your column,”
she said. “But I’ve got to know one
thing: where do you find all of those
different ideas you write about? You
make it look so easy.”
“I don’t find them,” I said with a
smile, “they find me. The trick is just
being able to see them.” That brings me
to this month’s column and the story
behind the story. Several weeks ago,
I was at Lowe’s improvement center
picking up some building material for a
honey-do project and due to the heavy
weekend crowds, I had to park some
distance from the store. However, when
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s a young boy, I was a passionate, although often unsuccessful, hunter. I hunted anything
that was in season, all season with both
gun and bow. For those animals and
birds that had no seasons or limits, I
simply hunted them all year long. As I
said, in those early years, I was a hard
hunter but not necessarily a successful
hunter. I loved to hunt rabbits and one
Saturday, I spent all morning stomping
through local farm fields with nothing
to show for my efforts when I spotted an old, weathered hunter walking
towards me with his open shotgun over
his shoulder. As he drew near, my eyes
must have widened with amazement
as I stared at the four fat rabbits hanging from his game belt. He must have
sensed my wonder as he stopped feet
from me and slowly lit his pipe. He
stared at me for what seemed like an
eternity before he spoke. In a soft voice,
I could barely hear him ask, “Son, do
you know the secret of rabbit hunting?”
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me and a naked turkey in the fading
evening light. Was it possible this was
a drug deal gone bad? There definitely
were signs of violence, as the turkey’s
head was missing. On the other hand, it
could have been a robbery, as all of his
feathers were also gone. Another possibility, although less likely, was that the
turkey escaped from a nearby grocery
store. That might explain the fact that
he had no covering of any type. Was
it possible that just as he ran out the
door, a clerk grabbed at his wrapping
and it tore loose, giving the turkey one
last chance at freedom? He may have
run until he collapsed at the side of my
truck.
As I stood in the lot, I pondered
my next move. One possibility was to
simply pick it up and take it home but I
knew my wife would have a lot of questions that I would not be able to easily
answer. For a moment, I considered
taking it into the store and turning it in
to the lost and found department. Can
you imagine the announcement over
the store’s loudspeaker? “Attention
please! Would the person who left a
dead, naked turkey in the parking lot

please report to the lost and found
department? To claim bird, you must
be able to identify any unusual tattoos
or body scars on the bird, as dental
X-rays will not be possible.”
Just as I reached for the bird, it
hit me. Could this bird be a personal
warning for me? Could this turkey be
from a reader who did not like a recent
column I wrote? Was this bird a warning like the horse’s head in the bed
from the movie “The Godfather”? Was
there a bomb hidden inside this bird
that would explode when I touched
it? Slowly, I got in my truck and pulled
away with a backwards glance to make
sure the bird was not following me.
If there is any doubt in your mind,
put it aside, as this is a true story. Even
I could not make something like this
up. It is the actual story behind this
column and an example of just how
easy it is to find something to write
about. As a matter of fact, this was so
easy that I think I will go rabbit hunting
tomorrow. All I really have to do is hide
behind a tree and make a noise like a
carrot. Anyone can do it.
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I

Home Alone
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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 walkie-talkies 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
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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 had 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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I Do It for the Danger

he only light in the room came
from the flashing neon sign
hanging just outside my second
floor office window. It was a miserable, cold and rainy night and I had
been hovering over my typewriter for
what seemed like days. Many people
talk about writer’s block but few have
actually experienced the cold, gnawing

feeling that eats away at your gut when
it strikes.
With each flash of the sign’s light,
the huge grandfather clock in the corner cast a twisted shadow that looked
like something out of a second rate
horror movie across the floor. Its ticktock, tick-tock grew louder with each
jerky movement of its hands, with each
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“tick” bringing me closer to the looming deadline that hung over my head
like a huge, gleaming blade, ready to
end my writing career in a heartbeat.
Suddenly, the door swung open
and there she stood, silhouetted
against the dim light of the hallway.
Her tall, willowy figure was wrapped
in a short, tight fitting dress that clung
to her every curve. Her long, flowing
blond hair fell seductively over one eye
as she stepped into the room and her
stiletto heels clicked on the hardwood
floor as she slowly moved towards me.
It was my assistant, Carol Love. She
drew closer and closer and then, with
one fluid motion, she was perched on
the corner of my desk, her legs crossed
with one shoe dangling suggestively
from her toe.
For just a moment, it all came
back to me. The reasons I had become
a writer: the fame, the adventure, the
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money, the women and, of course,
the danger. It was a job that wasn’t
suited for everyone and many lesser
men could only dream of the life I led.
I could smell the cup of hot, strong
black coffee she held in her hand as it
mixed with the exotic smell of her perfume, appropriately named “Danger in
the Night.” Slowly, she leaned forward,
parting her bright red pouting lips as
she whispered, “John…John…JOHN!”
I jerked awake, spilling my hot
chocolate all over my shirt and shorts
and almost going over backwards in
my chair. “John, Tim Dehn called from
ArrowTrade and he said your feature
for this issue is late,” my wife Sandra
said. As I struggled to get fully awake, I
saw her standing in the doorway of my
office with her dog Misty by her side. “I
told him you just about had it wrapped
up and I come in here to find you dozing off in your shorts with a smile on
your face,” she said. “What in the world
were you dreaming about? Never mind
that now; you better get busy because if
Tim calls again, I am handing you the
phone and you can think of something
witty to say. You are the brilliant writer,
so you should be able to come up with
a great story as to why you are late.”
She had no sooner disappeared
than her head popped back through
the doorway. “By the way, your Lighter
Side column better not be about me or
Misty,” she continued. “You are always
picking on us. What will people think?
And get out of those wet shorts and put
some pants on. Maybe I am the one
that should be the writer. If I just told
the truth about what goes on around
here, I would have some great stories.
The only problem is no one would
believe me.” With a flip of her apron,
she was gone. Misty hung around
just long enough to give me a doggy
grin topped off with a slight growl. It
seemed as if she too were dissatisfied
with some of my past writings. I felt like
Rodney Dangerfield; “I get no respect.”
Suddenly, I was alone again with
my looming deadline, blank mind and
wet shorts. From past experience, I
knew the best thing to do was grasp the
first idea that came into my mind and
write the column around it. I turned

towards the computer but my fingers
froze inches above the keyboard, awaiting a signal from my brain. As the
seconds turned into minutes, it was
obvious that no ideas were flowing and
panic started to set in. For an instant,
the image of a woman giving birth
flashed through my mind, as the doctor sternly said, “Push!” But as hard as I
mentally “pushed,” there were no signs
of the birth of an idea.
In a blur, Misty flashed by my office
door with her head held high, her ears

flying backwards and her mouth full of
what was clean lingerie, followed by my
wife, who was shouting, “Misty, come
here! You drop that; I’m not kidding.”
I could feel a smile creep across my
face while my fingers blurred as they
raced over the keyboard. I knew writing another column about my wife and
her dog could put me in grave physical
danger but I had to risk it. After all, I
had become a writer for the fame, the
adventure, the money and the women
but most of all, for the danger.
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Lighter Side

A

Every Snake for Himself

cross the country, you will find
pitched voice is snakes, which brings
people living in metropolitan areas
me to the story that occurred at our
as well as rurally or semi-rurally
home earlier this summer.
due to their choices of lifestyle and how
I had just pulled into the driveway
they earn livings. In my case, I live semiwhen Sandra came running across the
rurally, with a leaning towards rural. The
lawn in her bib overalls, her standard
difference is how many animals a person
gardening uniform, carrying her garden
has in the yard from time to time. My wife
shovel at port arms across her chest.
and I live on several acres filled with oaks
“Hurry…hurry,” she stammered. “There
over 200 years old and we are pretty much
is a big snake in my flower garden and I
a zoo without regular hours.
want you to kill it.”
Squirrels come and go on a regular
“Easy,” I replied, “It is probably just
basis and each morning, my wife’s dog,
a garter snake.”
Misty, blasts out the door to make sure
“NO,” she replied. “To you, everynone of them are walking on the grass.
thing is a garter snake. This was a big
by John Kasun
When she has them all safely clinging to
one, probably a copperhead or maybe
the side of a tree, she proceeds to take her
even a rattlesnake.” Pulling a .357 pistol
morning bathroom break in privacy. I am sure the squirrels from the holster she had wrapped around her waist, she said
think it is a game, as they often climb only high enough to in a squeaky voice, “I want you to shoot that sucker!” As she
let her pass underneath, with mere inches separating them. pressed the pistol into my hand, I had to hold back laughter,
Rabbits are similar, except they normally only run to the first as my gun belt was so big on her, the extra belt hanging loose
bush and “hole up.”
just about reached her knee. She pressed the pistol into my
I have turkeys in the yard on occasion and deer on a hand and took up a position behind me as she pointed in
regular basis. I once looked out the window to see three the direction of the flower bed in danger with her trusty
bucks carefully examining my deer target. I supposed they shovel. “He was right there,” she said, motioning towards
were warning him that this was their territory and to move some trampled flowers. I stepped between the flowers, my
on or there would be heck to pay. One evening, a family of eyes searching the ground for this huge snake that I assumed
raccoons peered at us from a tree next to the patio. Birds by then was probably feasting on a goat he had caught.
are constantly at our numerous feeders. While we have had Suddenly I saw it: a few drops of blood and a small piece of
bears visit us in the past, this year, we had one who I think snake. Then I spotted more pieces and finally the head.
was considering buying the place. He showed up about
“I have to apologize,” I said. “That snake has a big head.”
every second or third night and one evening, while I was
“See, I told you so,” Sandra said, waving her shovel in
in my family room, I turned to see his nose pressed against circles in the air. “What kind was it,” she asked, “a copperthe sliding door. I assume he was waiting for us to turn the head or a rattlesnake?”
TV to the nature channel. My wife had several bird feeders
“Well my best guess is it was about an 18 inch garter
hanging from fancy hooked metal poles and one evening, snake with a 1 inch head. But after you got done whacking
as the bear emptied each feeder, he bent the pole over at him with your shovel, he is now in nine 2 inch pieces and his
90 degrees. I assumed he did that so he would know which head is flat as a pancake and about the size of a small pizza.
ones he emptied and which ones were still full. As the car- Even his mother would not recognize him. I don’t think I can
toon character Boo-Boo would say, he was smarter than the kill him any deader unless an emergency medical crew can
average bear.
put him back together first.”
My wife Sandra and I are lifelong hunters and have spent
“Just get rid of him. I hate snakes,” Sandra said, heading
our lives in the outdoors. Sandra is a very successful hunter toward the house and sweeping the grass in front of her with
and an excellent tracker. We have had the good fortune to the shovel.
share many wildlife experiences in the outdoors as well as
I am sure that little snake was scared as heck and just
to witness exciting encounters between wildlife species. crawling for his life when what seemed to him like a giant
Several times during bow season, Sandra has had close bear with a shovel attacked him. If that is what Sandra did to a
encounters without getting excited: even the time she was garter snake, I’d hate to be the copperhead or rattlesnake
in a treestand and a bear climbed up to visit. She handled it that ventures into her flower garden. I am thinking about
like a pro. While she is comfortable in the outdoors and with putting up a sign at the edge of the property that reads,
wildlife, the one thing that does get her speaking in a high “Bears welcome but it’s every snake for himself.”
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