
„Stuff‰ 
 
We human beings seem to be fascinated and obsessed with stuff.  Even before we are 
born we begin collecting stuff.  Think about it.  Friends and relatives of our mothers host 
a baby shower.  They bring gifts of clothes and toys for the baby to come – you and I.  
All of this stuff is set-aside for us until we make our worldly debut. 
 
As kids we start collecting stuff – lots of stuff.  It can be toys and dolls and clothes for all 
those dolls.   We bring back stuff from camp and family vacations.  Kids seem to be on 
the lookout for stuff to collect and bring home. 
 
This establishes a pattern for our adult lives.  We walk into a store with our shopping list 
in hand.  We leave that store with a few more items than were on our list.  Why?  We 
think we might need this stuff!  Years later, this stuff we „had to have‰ shows up in a box 
on a shelf in our garage or basement having never been used. 
 
What is the hardest part of moving?  Packing up all that stuff!!!  Equally difficult is trying 
to find a place for it in our new residence.  So what do we do?  We rent storage units to 
accommodate all of our stuff.  Our society has taken external storage of our stuff to a new 
level with „portable storage units‰.  We no longer have to deliver our collection of stuff to 
a storage unit; the storage unit is delivered to our driveway.  We fill it up and someone 
takes it away for us.  How convenient. 
 
Have you ever driven by homes where the cars are parked in the driveways because 
there is no room in the garage because of all the stuff piled inside?  Of course you have!  
Maybe your garage is a collection full of stuff.  Why this obsession with keeping so much 
stuff and continually adding to it? 
 
The TV show, „CBS Sunday Morning‰, ran a story about a professional person, living in 
an apartment in New York City who had become a „minimalist‰.  Granted, he took 
simplifying his life to an extreme.  He only had a couple pieces of furniture, the necessary 
bathroom fixtures, and few kitchen fixtures.  The floor was black wood, the walls white.  
He was able to live very contentedly without „stuff‰, without clutter.  I donÊt think that I 
could take living in my house to that extreme, but the story fascinated me, nonetheless. 
 
I am not a packrat, or so I tell myself, but there is still quite a bit of stuff stored in my 
house that I would not notice if it were missing.  What about that round psychedelic 
puzzle I bought in 1974?  And, that rock I brought back from a beach in San Diego while 
on a business trip?  Do I really need to keep that bag of volcanic ash supposedly from 
Mount St Helens?  And, that pink velveteen three-headed dog figurine?  Is that essential? 
 
IÊve decided to establish some guidelines concerning my stuff.  If I havenÊt looked at it in 
at least five years, itÊs not likely IÊll be looking at it five years from now.  Have I touched 
this item or used this item in the last five or ten years?  If the answer is no – then let it go! 
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I built a storage cabinet in one of the rooms of my basement to store stuff.  I admit it.  
When I take inventory of what is in that cabinet, I am embarrassed by itÊs contents.  IÊm 
hoping for a rainy day when I can take the time to examine everything stored in boxes, 
bags, and trunks and begin „un-stuffing‰ my life.  If there are items of value that can be 
used by someone else (good clothes, sporting goods, books, etc) IÊll donate them to a 
worthy cause.  For those „other‰ items that are simply there, taking up space, they will get 
tossed.   Yes, tossed.   
 
After all, will I really miss that stuff I decide to part with?  Not really.  In the final chapter 
of our lives weÊll leave this earth with nothing.  Keeping things simple and uncluttered in 
between is a pretty good way to live.  WeÊll devote less attention to the stuff that is not 
important and free up more time to think about what is important.  We can focus on our 
relationship with God and our relationships with the people we hold dear around us.   
 
Stuff really isnÊt all that itÊs cracked up to be.  It gets in our way, we worry about safe 
guarding it, and we spend too much money on it.  WonÊt you join me and take the time 
that next rainy day to look at all your stuff and make the decision to free yourself from 
that which you donÊt need?  IÊm looking forward to that day.  How about you?  I know 
youÊll feel better having done so. 
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