I work the 9-5...Hell I pay the price

BIANCA

It was basically an infatuation. Head over heels somersault plancha, heels over head Arabian moonsault. Elegant, classy dame whose name was Bianca. The alliteration with her last name suggested a superheroine alter-ego. She had that drop-dead beautiful black and white movie star look. The smoldering innocence, sassy playfulness all swirling in those alluring grey eyes. She was breath-takingly gorgeous. A demure smile that stated “I’ve got your number.” Coy flirtations. One evening she was mocking a Britney Spears song over the intercom, yet her melodic voice betrayed overt sexuality. Tony yelled that she was singing it to me, and she threw her million-watt smile my way and I was stunned. “I’m flattered,” I smiled.
Then, one Sunday she simply wasn’t there. 
It’s probably all for the better—if I did get to know her I would inevitably be disappointed due to the grave sin of my elevating her to goddess-status which wouldn’t be fair to either of us. 
Plus, she dyed her hair green. She could pull it off, sure, and it showed she was willing to express herself without fear, but still. It’d be like dating an Oompah Loompah.

Anecdotal Evidence

“Do you have any more of these Heft trash bags?”
“No, I’m sorry. We’re sold out.”
“What do you mean you’re sold out!?”
“Because people bought them…..”

“Are there any more Brawny Paper Towels?”
“No, we’re sold out ma’am.”
“Why are you sold out?”
“Allow me to interpret the Law Of Supply And Demand for you.”

“You got any more of dat toilet paper?”
“The Scott 8-roll on sale? No, we’re sold out ma’am.”
“Lawd have mercy.”

I thought of that absurd comment. Lord have mercy upon this poor woman so that she can buy the Scott 8-roll paper towels on sale, 2 for $4. Forget about the millions of oppressed people in the world, forget about tyrannical despots waging genocide, forget about starvation, this woman needs divine intervention so she can wipre her poopy butt with this specific toilet paper on sale.
And you know what? The Lord answered her prayer—Tony called me to the back for a delivery of it.

Like The King Of The Mountain Requires A Boost


Today I was on a ladder, debating with myself whether it would be worth it to fall off it and collect workers compensation. I was performing the pointless task of taking Hi-C off an endcap and placing it on the sidecap, and taking the smaller Hi-C on the sidecap and placing it on top of the aisle two overstock. Next week I would be doing the exact same task with a new product. I was stacking the Hi-C in overstock when a lady exclaimed, “You’re wasting your time.” 
I thought she was talking to an elderly man purchasing a can of egg nog mix. So did he, as he sheepishly held the Egg Nog to his chest. 
“Who, me?” He inquired.
“No. You—on the ladder. You’re wasting your time.”
“Don’t I know it,” I replied.
“No, you should be a mode. You’ve got the face, the body…”
I didn’t exactly know how to respond.
“Uh….thank you…?”


“You should really look into it.”
“Maybe if were this age in the 80’s….”

I never considered myself as attractive to middle aged ladies. It never even occurred to me. My looks are the physical equivalent of Bill Hick’s answering if he considered himself an American: “Well, my parents fucked here, that’s about it.” Genetics, in my case. Looks are an inadequate method of impression, yet our society places an inordinate emphasis upon physical appearance. I don’t dress to impress the demale gender, I wear what I like and what is practical for fighting. This is of course confined in the workplace. I am forced to wear a white collared shirt and a black smock that they insist is a blazer. I like to challenge the dress codes, in the form of my Shaolin pants with the yellow Tiger/Dragon emblem and Chinese script, or, more recently, my black headband that I rock. Bianca, who regrettably doesn’t work here anymore, used to wear a yellow bandanna and a choker necklace. She was devastatingly gorgeous, until she dyed her hair green. Anyway, my style was an ad hoc combination of Roaring Twenties fashion, Chinese Shaolin Monks, and vintage 80’s look. You know, that 21 Jump Street style. 
Then it hit me - this broad wanted my dick. Someone who is old enough to be my mother thought I was attractive and wanted me. This middle-aged unattractive woman wanted me to ram it up her poopchute. It was a sobering realization, and I was at a loss to fully comprehend. Thankfully, Chris was there to put it into perspective. 
“You should have given her the digits!”
I don’t think he understood the full implication of his double entendre, but he still set me straight.

I changed my nametag to W.C. Fields and come into work drunk. It’s much more fun this way.

Shop Wrong—Shop Shoprite

No sooner had I clocked in and started working the front Wall Of Value, I was accosted by the stereotypical archetype of a Shopwrong customer: an elderly white woman, shuffling along, who asked me if I was using the cart I had with me.
“Yes, ma’am, I am,” I declared, with just the right amount of aggravation that conveyed the sheer stupidity of her question because she saw the cardboard in it, and neglected to procure one of the several hundred carts located outside the establishment. I miscalculated, as I saw her cateracts steel themselves. She now saw fit to appropriate my cart because I am nothing but a wage slave in her eyes, a seeing-eye dog for Depends and Metamusil, at her beck and call for whatever she needed.
Ha, yeah right.
“Well, may I borrow it?”
She knows I’m using the cart and she can’t deign to say “Well may I have it?” because then she’d be subject to the “Foreigner Talk” explanation: “The slower and louder I speak the more you will understand!” So her soon-to-senile mind substitutes a softer word in place of “have”: “borrow”. Maybe in her day you could borrow things, like a piece of bread or a sixteenth stick of butter, but this is fresh for ‘05, people. Just how are you going to borrow a cart, anyway? You’re going to shuffle along at 0.000002 miles per hour , shifting aimlessly in aisles like a Alzheimers-ridden rat in a maze, spending countless hours searching for a modicum of groceries, and then after you’ve finished shopping and putting away, sorry, excuse, having an associate ferry the cart to your Oldsmobile and put your groceries away for you, and I’m supposed to believe you’re going to return the cart to me? (Nevermind the fact that I will be cartless during your shopping escapade.) No. You’re just going to leave it in the middle of the parking lot like every member of your decrepit generation without a second thought about me or the guys on Cart Corral, and yes that’s actually what it is called. 
“Ma’am, there are hundreds of carts outside. The time you just spent talking to me you could have got 5 whole carts. You cannot borrow or have this one because I am using it. Understand?”
So she tried to fix me with the Evil Eye, but I just squinted like Clint Eastwood and snarled,”I’m the reason you have social security—now get out of my face.”

There comes a breaking point at Shopwrong where you just stop caring. I’m pretty sure it happened in the first week for me.”

Somehow my 15 minute breaks stretched into 30 minute breaks and then into full-fledged hour-long breaks. The latest has been going on for months now and no one seems to notice. I don’t bother to clock out, either. Back when Diana Jama was here I was getting docked a half hour’s worth of pay when I was on a fifteen that should not have been counted against my shift. For those in scanning—it’s payback time for that, bitches. It’s actually amazing how much leeway I have here—no one cares if I leave early, no one checks up on me either. At first I thought they realized I was a lone wolf and worked better without nameless assholes constantly looking over my shoulder, but it turns out they are all practically shit-their-pants scared of me. Rightfully so—I’m a homicidal, suicidal, genocidal maniac. I’m changing my nametag to Sabu.

Grocery Nihilism


I was col' stockin' the grocery shelves when this elderly lady asked me for help in the milk aisle. I replied that it was the dairy section, not the milk aisle, and followed her to the milk case where she instructed me to get her a quart of milk that she couldn't reach. I put my Mr. Fantastic arm to the test and handed it to her and she couldn't read the date. 

"August 7th." I stated.

"What year?" She inquired.

"Ma'am, milk can't last for a year. The only time they print the year is in December. The year is 2005."

Now, on the back is a military time print for the purposes of logging when the milk was made. She sees the number, vaguely, and asks me what it says.

"1643." I drawled.

She said, in all seriousness,

"Do you think thats the year?"

I was thrunderstruck as to how this lady could possibly come up with such a laughable question and yet be, in all sincerity, serious. I was silenced in this way for a full ten seconds, just staring her down like John Wayne after someone stole his pilgrim line. My sarcastic nature told me to tell her yes, that this milk product was over 350 years old and that for spotting this she would be eligible for a dollar off her total shopping order. Instead, my brain overloaded as to how exactly someone could be this stupid. Seriously. This is the laymen equivalent of Oppenheimer thinking that the atomic bomb would bring a new age of peace to mankind. As I furiously sought rationale, this very question was indelibly burned in my mind like a record being scratched and repeating the same verse and I became enraged. It is at this point that I exploded, a caustic fury of barbed wire invective dicing this W.A.S.P.

"1643? Ma'am, Louis Pasteur wasn't even born yet. Do you know what that means? Pasteurization wasn't invented then. There was no means of ridding the milk of the microorganisms that cause disease. Even if there were, no milk can last 350 years, especially when refridgeration was not around in the 17th century."

Here she interrupted me, saying she was talking about the year 1643 and not the 17th century. I honestly don't know how I refrained from slapping the shit out of her in public, live on surveillance camera.

"Ma'am, the 17th century is 1600's. Now, let's talk about corporations in the Baroque period, or, rather, the lack of such. There were no conglomerates. Therefore, it would be impossible to have a product from that period with a Lehigh Valley logo on it. I won't even get into the fact that bottling a milk product was infeasible. Do you see the list of ingredients? Science at that point was nothing like it is today. They didn't know any of this. And how exactly did you think that ink jet cartridges were invented in 1643? America wasn't even independant then..."

Finally sensing that my history lesson bore a patronizing tone, she left to find a manager. Undeterred, I went into a tirade for the benefit of the assembled shoppers in the aisle, yelling at high decibels when I really felt like ripping my hair out.

"That is, without a doubt, the most positively asinine thing I have ever witnessed here. That is dumber than the woman who trailed a leaking 200 ounce Tide liquid laundry detergent around the store, even when it got all over her shoes. This even trumps the time that lady asked me if the seedless watermelons had seeds in them. This, hands down, is the dumbest act I have ever witnessed? How does this happen? What was going through her mind when she asked that? What made her think it was a good question? I honestly don't know what to say, ladies and gentleman. I am struck speechless. Oh, the humanity..."

At this point the manager was calling me on the intercom, but I wasn't finished extolling her generations amazing grasp of common sense. After a few minutes, he came to the dairy section and had me come with him. I was holding the innocent milk product, still in shock. I tried to get him to realize what had just happened. We entered the manager's office when I saw her and she said, 

"That's him!"

pointing a large, bony finger towards me. J'accuse. Thank you, Skeletor. I pointed out that I was merely educating the obviously ignorant elderly woman, but she insisted on making a scene because she had been humiliated. The manager decided that this couldn't be hushed up and asked me to apologize. I said I'd do no such thing because I had done nothing wrong. This in turn set her off again, which prompted the manager to type out a hasty write-up of my alleged infraction, when I decided enough of this game of cover-your-ass dominoes. I corrected his egregious spelling errors and told him the only thing I'd be signing is this milk product, since evidently I am not allowed to correct customers blatant misconceptions and that from now on I would let customers believe that the FDA finds this practice ethical and that Shopwrong carries 350 year old milk as a commercially viable product. Now they both tried to gang up on me, a mismatched Legion Of Doom consisting of an aged, decrepit lady hawk and an Animal whose arsenal of moves consists of delegating duties and who resembles a walking penis because of his bald head. I gave my best Ultimate Warrior fliping out promo after they had this to say:

Lady : "You know, people in my generation had respect."

Me: "People in your generation THINK THAT 350 YEAR OLD MILK EXISTS AND CAN BE BOUGHT ON OUR SHELVES!!!!

Manager: Mike, you are to leave the premises, and will be suspended for tomorrow.

I flipped out, hard. I almost headbutted them all.

"You're doing me a favor to catch up on my reading, which evidently is helping me than your BS Business degree ever helped you because you're stuck as a mid-level manager with little to no hope for advancement. You spent almost 2 decades at Redners and six months here, and what have you got to show for it? The enmity of practically everyone here, the labeling of a brownnoser since you kiss the store managers ass so much it's a wonder you two haven't worked out a symbiotic relationship yet, and premature male pattern baldness. Damn, you sure are someone I want to be when I grow up!"

The front end heard some of this because I was screaming at this point. I strutted out like an early Eldridge Cleaver.

My next work day I was called into the office where I informed them that they would be hearing from my lawyer, the ACLU, and the union if this was not expunged from my record. Not only that, but they counted my day I missed due to the suspension as a paid day. BOOYAKASHA! 

The manager came up to me later and said, trying to be all buddy-buddy, "What's up, partner?" I replied that he can be into the gay scene all he wants, but the only partner of mine is a gorgeous dame. He blushed and walked away, but still heard me say, "This town ain't big enough for the two of us! FILL YOUR HAND YOU SONUVABITCH!"

Now I don't do any work and take multiple breaks where 15 minutes turns into an hour. Look in my eyes. Do you see anything? No. Because there is no care. There is no care left.
