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My stuffy isn’t in its usual place on my pillow.  I’m beyond keeping dolls, but this gift from my husband he thought to help me through the initial dark nights without my recently deceased dog. Holding it, I feel loved. I know it’s childish, just a symbol. But I indulge.
Taking a guess where it was, I contort my body to maneuver first behind the nightstand, made difficult because of the steep slanted ceiling on this side of our loft bedroom. I peak behind the top of the mattress. There, hanging on a wooden rung about a foot above the floor is what I seek. “There you are!” 
I continue to crawl on my knees along the low, two and half foot wall until I am behind the headboard.  “What are you hanging out here for?” I ask out loud of the dog replica. It stares at me with button eyes and a slight smile. I tuck it under my arm and start to back out of the small space in reverse.
Then I notice the carpet under the headboard looks fuzzy. I reach my hand out and smooth my palm over the carpet. “Yuck!” Hair and fur and only God knows what else I’m touching. I shudder. I immediately go into a self-deprecating dialogue of scolding and disgust. Had I not vacuumed this far back under the bed since we moved it four years ago? I make a mental note to get the vacuum and scrub brush to it in the morning, but the grunge disturbs my sleep all through the night. 
Oh, those places we’ve forgotten about. Out of sight, out of mind. I am racking up the possibilities. How many other places like this are in the house? How many places are like this in my brain? 
I must do something to rearrange my life. Look into cracks, remove un-useful items, put the most valuable within reach and view. Not just items under the bed, but also thoughts left in closet spaces. I suspect my writing will get better as I get rid of the grunge.  Un-useful and limiting thoughts not allowed! Like the Marie Kondo way, if I am diligent - divide, discriminate, dispatch, new joy may be on the horizon. 
