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By ELLEN GOSS GOLDSBERRY

Correspondent

ecently I decided to tackle one of life’s
most formidable challenges, ranking
Jjust behind landing the ideal job and
raising perfect children: organizing the
junk drawer. Or more accurately, junk
drawers, since it has been years since
all our miscellaneous flotsam could be
confined to just one drawer. My inspira-
tion for this daunting task? Spending 40 minutes look-
ing for the Super Glue that I know we own - in fact,
we probably own several.

First step: get the drawer open. You think this is
easy? Not with partially used rolls of shelf paper and
a glue gun wedged against the top. After trying the
“just yank harder” method, I grab long metal tongs
from the kitchen and pry out enough stuff to allow
the shelf paper and glue gun to lie in their natural
horizontal position. I pull the drawer open with a
sense of victory. I look down, and victory turns to
dismay. What greets me isn’t pretty.
~ On top is a mass of over-sized rubber bands, which,
through some force of their own, are woven into
something resembling spaghetti that’s gone through
a blender. It is hard to imagine that human interven-
tion, even that of a teenager, got the rubber bands to
this state, so now I am wary of nonhuman interven-
tion. With trepidation, I remove the rubber bands
from the drawer and drop them on the floor. I am pre-
; to be startled by something that scurries, but
all is'quiet. I peer closer. Is that mouse droppings I

see, or just bits of graphite from the broken pencils?
I decide that gloves are a good idea.

Now, I am ready. Gloves are on, and my attitude is
one of determination. This drawer will not defeat me.

Rubber bands and glue gun out of the way, I finger
the next layer. My organizational juices flow. Clearly,
there are three categories of items: things I can iden-
tify, things I can’t identify but possibly someone else
can and things that no one could identify, possibly
ever, and were put here just to make my life frustrat-
ing. The drawer seems to be primarily full of things
in category three,

Ul;ldauntecll;i ﬂr:trlm one b.:::m mds of l
ubiquitous plastic shopping our supply
closet (another venue for junk, but that's another
day) and christen it the tr:lfhcontainer Miniscule
plastic pieces, fragments of metal, dirty cotton balls
and the instructions to a camera in 1983 all
g;ﬁ:ihere On second thought, the camera instruc-

Hons can be recycled. I pull them back out and toss
them into our paper recycling, feeling virtuous as I
do so. I'm cleaning out the junk drawer and helping
the environment. Then I look back in the drawer, I
have not made a dent. :

Perhaps a faster approach is needed. I decide that I
will pull out g bigger than a wallet. “Wal-
let” comes to mind because it seems that somehow,

'someway, I should be getting paid for this task.

But who, exactly, would pay me? Certainly not my

husband, who would be ha starting a new junk

drawer than cleaning out the old one. Certainly not

my kids, who consider all junk to be veiled treasures,

I momentarily lose focus on the value of my task. Oh,
J
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‘I momentarily lose focus on the value of !
my task. Oh, right, | remember. ... A clean
drawer will allow me to find things quick-
ly, and time is money, and money is pay, at.
least | think that's the economic logic.! -
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right, I remember. ... A clean drawer will allow me
find things quickly, and time is money, and money is
pay, at least I think that’s the economic logic. “Time i
money, time is money,” I say as a mantra. .

“Then why,” the left side of my brain asks, “am I
spending so much time cleaning out this drawer? I
could be doing something that would actually earn
me money!”

I shake off such sobering thoughts and dig back -
in. I drop four bent screwdrivers, a roll of duct tape -
that the dog has chewed, a flashlight with no battery,
scraps of sandpaper, dry erase pens (the last dry
erase board we owned was in a previous house, 17 =
years ago), a caulking tube, some glazier’s points,a
tray of dried-up fingerpaints and a pile of wooden !
clothespins onto the floor. Then, I reach down to sal- '~
vage the flashlight and the screwdrivers, and, after ~»
some thought, the clothespins. My frugal mind thinks
there might be life still left in these, The rest goes
into my ordained trash bag. Yes, progress, “
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