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It’s a clever ploy by the bulk foods indus-
try really.  You are just walking along, 
trying to avoid running into the frazzled 
lady pushing her cart with a forklift, 
when a little grey-haired wonder in a 
gauzy hair net and checkered apron 
jumps out in front of you and shoves a 
Dixie cup full of chimichangas in your 
face.  (The first one is free.  After that 
they are eleven dollars for eight hun-
dred.)  How do you resist that!   
 
They don’t give you free samples at Wal-
Mart.  You’re lucky if they sweep the 
floor at Wal-Mart.  Target is a little bet-
ter, but I still don’t understand why they 
fill the whole front half of the store with 
that row of 56 check-stands and only 
bother to operate three of them at any 
given time.    
 
Yes, bulk shopping is something I have 
never thought I would get into to—at 
least not in this stage of my life—but 
being a mother isn’t something I was sure 
I would ever really get involved with 
either.  Neither was settling down, work-
ing in the water industry or living in 
Utah, but all of those things have turned 
out to be some of the best things to ever 
happen to me.  I guess you never know 
what is waiting behind those huge cargo 
doors until you walk on through.   
 
Think it over.  And until then, I just 
bought a four pack of mascara if anyone 
is running low…. 

There are just so many things you can 
buy in bulk—if you are brave enough 
to give it a shot, there is a whole new 
world waiting behind those huge cargo 
doors!  Underwear: ten for ten dollars.  
CD’s—need a dozen of the same one?  

You got it.  You 
can buy eight 
packs of deodorant 
and gallon buckets 
of jerky.  (I am 
tempted to buy 
one, put it on my 
desk and charge a 
dollar a stick like 
they do at Chev-
ron.)  Would you 
like a couch? They 
come in three’s, 

but you can give two away to your 
friends.   
 
I was on one of my forays into the 
world of bulk, pushing my cart up and 
down aisles the size of the North-
Bound side of the freeway and gazing 
up at the ten-pound vats of peanut but-
ter and the packs of trail mix built to 
last for 80 years hovering dangerously 
above me, and I began to wonder: how 
did I get here?   
 
Isn’t buying bulk for small business 
owners, ten-child families and people 
like my Aunt Marge who have what 
her kids like to call “Little Albertsons” 
tucked away in her back room in case 
the end of the world brings Montana to 
its knees?    
 
Yet I cannot leave it alone.  I want to 
buy everything here.  It’s an addiction, 
but it just doesn't make sense.  And 
then I run smack into the reason I keep 
buying bulk—it’s the old lady at the 
end of the aisle.   

 

 

Going Bulk 
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I ’ve caved.  I tried to resist.  I told my-
self these places weren’t meant for 

people like me.  They were for planners 
and cookers and people with storage.  But 
a few trips with my sister (the one with 
four kids...) and a need for a good deal on 
three billion diapers led 
me to try it.  And they 
hooked me: I am now a 
card-carrying member 
of the Costco wholesale 
store nearest me.   
 
I must admit, it was a 
little intimidating at 
first to walk into a 
warehouse the size of  
Rhode Island just to 
look for a pack of dia-
pers and a pineapple.  I have just never 
been a person who felt the need to be 
overly-prepared in the kitchen.  Or any-
where else in the house for that matter.   
 
Case in Point:  the Halloween I lived with 
my sister who was a flight attendant at the 
time.  We were getting ready to go to a 
Halloween party when these little short 
people started showing up at the door 
dressed like rabbits and Scooby Doo and 
Darth Vader asking for candy.  Crap.  
 
We conducted a panicky search of the 
cupboards and thought we came out just 
fine—airline peanuts for everyone!   (Tip: 
save the toilet paper for later—there will 
be plenty of it scattered about your lawn 
after a night like that and why waste a trip 
to the store?)  
 
Of course, now that I am a member of a 
bulk franchise, I can get enough toilet 
paper for a year and Halloween Candy for 
the whole building if I can just figure out 
a way to get it all home—and I drive an 
SUV.   

Isn’t bulk shopping for 
people like my Aunt 
Marge who have a  
“Little Albertsons”  

in the back room? 


