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 “The Stuff of Life”... marriage, divorce, illness, children, jobs, aging parents... all affect our time. Time affects our routines and chores, how we manage our lives and families, and thus, time affects our home and everything in it.  It is all a delicate balance.

It would be polite if these things of “stuff  ” showed up one at a time.  We could deal with them effectively, maybe even knock them out of the park.  But they don’t.  They show up in twos, threes, they come in gangs.  And who better to walk in step with all of them than Murphy and his insidious Law to make sure that if something can go wrong, it will.  

When I had a calendar full of clients and projects last year, my mother became ill, and I had to move her from one senior facility to another.   So, just like the first time when this only child had to take care of these matters, my life went on hold as I searched, collected information, had meetings, signed on the dotted line, packed, moved, and arranged a room.  And though it was a somewhat familiar play, there were still new scripts to learn; a new cast of characters and a different setting, 

I was lucky; it only took three months to get most things right.  The day after I tucked my mother in and considered the curtain closed on that drama I looked at my office with eyes now free to focus on home and business. There was my charming and organized office:  food wrappers, shoes, dishes, mugs, clothing, mail, magazines, and the vacuum cleaner in the middle of it all - a tilting Statue of Liberty amongst the teeming masses.   No other room had suffered such indignities. 

 I have no recall of vacuuming anything in three months.  I do recall living on prepared foods and buying underwear by the bag.  I recall huffing vitamins, having learned the first time around that alcohol didn’t help nearly as much as I had hoped it would.  I recall once looking for my keys in the refrigerator. I recall that in a hazy cloud of preoccupation I almost paid a toll on I-95 before realizing I was going in the wrong direction. 

I  did some Olympic sprinting to deal with the office chaos. I might have even vacuumed. The office has a system;  I can get it back together.  

But that image of the vacuum cleaner, standing tall but crooked amidst the mess, is exactly why I understand how rooms - particularly offices -  get the way they do. The Stuff of Life is consuming, and for some reason, we take it out on our offices - Money Central, The Vault -   the one place where we make and track our money and keep our most sacred papers.   

An office is a living breathing mechanism, the hub of cerebral activity, information and papers coming in and out.  We all have papers on our desks and notations stuck somewhere to remember something, and that includes people with the latest technology. Papers will always be with us, a surprise addition to death and taxes.   

So when is the office a problem? When there is no system for dealing with chaos when “stuff” happens.  When you are staggering daily through a sea of confusion to get to what matters and wasting time looking for what is important.  When the filing system you have is not a filing system you can use. When papers with pending status – something to deal with later -  have no place to live and thus get piled, shuffled, or forgotten.  When you feel burdened by the room before you ever get to the work in it. When it has become the perpetual dumping ground.  When you stand at the threshold and groan.  

People think they work best in offices that are tucked away in a basement or back of the house, away from everything and everyone. True if it’s comfortable, attractive,  and has good lighting.  But if it isn’t and doesn’t, people will grab a laptop and move somewhere else...to clutter another room instead.  People don’t want to be disturbed, but they don’t want to be too isolated either...and they do want their creature comforts with them.  

As to why we lose respect for the room that is central to our money and important papers... I guess, because we can. We just do, as if there were some universal agreement that this room is open for neglect and abuse, like a second basement.   But with heavy sighs, we also firmly believe we will get back there and deal with it.  For people consumed with the “stuff of life,” it can be a challenge.   I understand.  I’ve been there more than once. 

