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Hubby home for R&R soon--time to de-bachelorize the house 
By MICHELLE CUTHRELL 
Friday, March 17, 2006 - In less than one week, the day I have been anticipating for months will finally arrive: My husband will be returning home from Iraq for his two weeks of rest and relaxation. 

To me, that means two things. One, I am going crazy counting down the minutes until I get to re​unite with the man of my dreams (he's only been away from me for 216 days now, not that I'm counting). 

And two, I have only four to five days to readjust my lifestyle and pretend I have not been living like a bachelor for the last seven months of my life. 

Oops. 

OK, so I admit maybe a few things changed the day my husband deployed. Besides the fact that I started allowing my puppy to sleep in the bed with me (he's a great cuddler, and little white beagle hairs all over the sheets are a small price to pay for some much-needed nighttime loving!). I also started picking up the habits of the hundreds of bachelors I chastised throughout my college years. Including my husband. 

Before we were married, I used to make the nine-hour drive from my college to Matt's for weekend visits, only to find the apartment he shared with three other ROTC guys was in shambles and his re​frigerator a mess. 

Without fail, there would be dishes hardened with last month's Hamburger Helper and pizza boxes peppering the living room. There would be bed sheets that hadn't been washed for years and laundry that had been lying around for months. And don't even ask about the collections of junk and gunk that reeked from all four corners of the room. 

As I tried to help tidy up the place, I'd always make very positive and encouraging remarks to my husband, like, "This is the grossest thing I've ever seen in my life. There is no way we are living like this once we're married." 

Well, Matt didn't. Then he de​ployed to Iraq, and suddenly, it was me who picked up the bach​elor habits I had despised all those years. 

It started out with small things, like letting the dishes sit for a few days and putting that vacuuming job off for another week. 

But it only took a month be​fore I stopped making the bed, and one more before I didn't put the toilet seat down. A month af​ter that, I stopped washing my sheets, and a month after that, I started drinking milk from the carton. Seven months into de​ploy​ment, I now never wash dishes, hardly ever clean the house, drink all my liquids from containers and consider it a good day if I transport the trash from the kit​chen to the garage. It's a really good day if it makes it all the way to the curb. 

And because there's no one here to remind me it's rude, those bodily functions I've been holding in for all those years now resonate throughout the house, and are met only by my own proud comments, "Wow, that was a good one!" 

So maybe I'm not exactly the prim and proper princess my husband left behind. But I'm working on getting back that way. 

Sunday, I washed all the dishes. Monday I used a glass when I poured my morning juice. Tuesday, I vacuumed the living room and Wednesday, I even considered making my bed before I decided a long nap sounded like a much better idea. 

The process of unbachelorization is a little tougher than I thought. But I have a plan. I figure if I can just hold in my bodily functions for the next two weeks, the husband won't even notice I backwash in our Barq's and en​courage mold growth in the shower. 

It's at least worth a try. 

Michelle Cuthrell is a local freelance writer. Her columns about life as a military spouse at Fort Wainwright will appear while her husband, a lieutenant with the 2-1 Infantry Battalion, is deployed with the 172nd Stryker Brigade. 

