Columnist cleans up his act
thanks to professional help-

ran Piekarski stepped through the door, took one look and stopped
in her tracks

You could tell

she thought it was big.

“Wow!” she told me, her eyes transfized, trying to take it-all in.
“I don’t usually say that ” she added, then asked if she could take some

pictures.
I get that a lot.

Not many people have an office as messy as mine.
“I'm surprised you can work at your desk,” said Piekarski, who runs

her own professional orgamzmg
service.

Ah, yes, the desk.

The mess had started nearly
four years ago on my desk — a pile
of computer printouts, notes,
newspaper clippings, mail, maga-
zines and files.

When the paperwork got
stacked too high, I started laying it
on the floor. When that got out of
control, I set it on the spare chair.
When the chair got full, I moved it
to the spare desk. When both the
desks and chairs were covered, the
mound on the floor began to grow.,
" By the time Piekarski
came” through the door
Friday, the sprawling pile
was knee high on its way
to waist high and had me
hemmed in on two sides
as if I were building a
snow fort, or more likely,
a burial mound. All I
needed was a few cats
and a dirty litter box to
complete the effect.

How did I let this hap-
pen?

‘Well, it’s hard to explain. Most
of the items in the pile related to

_stuff I thought might be useful for
a column some day or mail that I
would get around to answering if 1
had an assistant. I got behind and
couldn’t catch up, kind of like a
gambler chasing his losses.

There’s an element of obsessive-
compulsive behavior involved, as

you might guess. I have trouble’

throwing things away.

It wasn’t that I didn’t know I.

had a problem. The level of disor-
ganization exemplified by the pile
had left me overwhelmed.

So when I got a call a couple of
weeks back offering Piekarski’s
services to help Ted Peszynski, the
elderly grocer whose store had
been closed by the city, I practi-
cally begged as I suggested myself
as an alternative recipient of her
goodwill, promising to write a story
if she’d just bail me out.

Piekarski, whose Batavia-based
business is named Remedease,
made a scouting trip to survey the
situation and devise a solution.

I'd describe her .approach as
part = efficiency expert, part
personal trainer and part shrink.

“Is that because you're afraid to
throw things away?” she asked at
one point. (The short answer is yes.)

She established that I am an

“out of sight, out of mind” type of
person who relies on visual cues as
a reminder. She warned me there

would be a grief process and that it -
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could take months to modify my
behavior.

- She returned Friday, and we at-
tacked the pile.

As she had warned, ‘it was
painful. Just look at some of the
valuable stuff I threw out:
¢ Invitation to the 4th Annual
Cook County Sheriff’s Jail Garden
Harvest Festival, dated Aug. 30,
2001. I guess I missed it.

& Press packet from December
2000 announcing Joey Meyer to
coach the “new” Chicago Skyliners
-basketball team. The team folded
in 2002.

¢ Order blank from the
Danbury Mint.for some-
thing called Bears Santa.
I had been saving it for a
column on bad taste -
gifts.

¢ Audio cassette tape ti-
tled, “Why Would 1 Ever
Want to Massage My
Dog?” 1 was always
afraid to learn the an-
swer.

¢ Copy of Gene Autry’s
Cowboy Code sent to me
Sept. 23, 2002, by Suzanne Smith of

- Palos Hills. Rule No. 1: “The cowboy

must never shoot first, hit a smaller
man or take unfair advantage.”

(OK, so I went back later and
dug the Cowboy Code out of the
garbage. How could I resist?)

We filled six garbage bags w1th
discarded clutter.

We also filled 16 banker’s boxes
of stuff that I kept and stacked in
the corners, the idea being that I
will whittle it down a little bit at a
time each day using the system she
established.

By the end of the afternoon, the
pile was gone, and the office
looked a thousand times better.

I felt as if I'd run a 10K — with-
out benefit of an endorphin rush.

Over the weekend, I prepared to
write this column and realized that
in the haste to get organized I'd
lost the notes from Piekarski’s ini-
tial visit.

-1 came to the office, and it took
a half hour-to find them.

Then I turned on my computer

to retrieve an -e-mail with

- Piekarski’s final instructions.

But it turned out I had never re-
ceived it because on Friday night
my e-mail box was so overloaded
that the “System Administrator”
(don’t you hate him) shut me

.down. Nothing in or out until I

delete some files to make room.
This getting organized could
take a while.
One day at a time.






