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My guitar rests on its stand in our front room, perhaps gently weeping because I've neglected it longer than I care to admit. Next to it, a lesson book languishes on a music stand, waiting for me to turn the page. I’ve parked a box full of ASL (American Sign Language) flashcards on the shelf under the end table in the living room, nearest “my spot” on the couch. I am in a continuous battle with the dog for control of that spot, but I win most days. Until cleaning day last Saturday, a thin layer of dust covered the box. Now you can’t tell how long I’ve deserted it. 
A stack of CDs for a class in drawing for people who can’t draw resides in my TV cabinet, safely hidden from view behind a door. I bought the CDs from The Great Courses, on sale, with the full intention of completing the training. I watched the first three lessons and drew a credible wine bottle, and now the CDs gather dust. But at least in the cabinet, they can’t openly mock me for stranding them.
But regardless of where these objects lie or are secreted, I cannot ignore them forever. My memory can see through walls, doors, and time, and keeps a permanent record. I know a reckoning is coming.
 My inaction is not just mere procrastination. The French philosopher Jean-Paul Sartre must have had me in mind when he said “Not choosing is still a choice” because I actively choose not to pick up the guitar, slip a CD into the player, or grab a handful of those ASL cards. 
Instead, I prepare to write. In other words, I doom scroll through social media, complete the daily Wordle, NY Times Mini crossword, and Connections, and watch Perry Mason.
