Call It Clutter
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Call it clutter, a mountain, a pile, an explosion—call it what you will, but it’s still my desk. This fine piece of industrial-gray furniture is where I drink coffee, read baseball news, grade papers, and even—very occasionally—work. One might be tempted to ask if a clean desk wouldn’t facilitate getting more work done, and this is, my organized friends, a fair question. It is not, however, possible to do so, for it is my kingdom, I am a man, and we are the epitome of evolution. Allow me to explain.
First, what is a desk if not a professor’s kingdom? Here is the seat of power from which emanates wisdom, even profundity. Here is the place in which so-called learned people can see their hair gradually change color and join that supermarket variety of art, the infamous bar-code. In short, professorial types have labored long and hard, losing many marbles on the way, and it’s our right to also lose our hair, hair color, and sanity at the desk where we sit. 

Let us then address a most clearcut issue, gender. In a remark which may raise the ire of those of the gentler persuasion, a gentleman’s desk is one of the last bastions of male dominance. If one were to embark on matrimony, the house and its various rooms become the province of the lady, which naturally means they will be clean and organized. A stereotype, you suggest? Indeed, that is a gross generalization, but to the best of my knowledge it is resoundingly true: I have yet to meet a woman that is not tidy.

Were one to examine the human mind it would appear as a huge, convoluted, incomprehensible network that somehow can function to produce spoken language and original thought. This amazing organ—indeed, a collection of organs—is the CPU that powers the human form, the epitome of evolution, yet it looks like a pile, an explosion, even a mountain of spaghetti. Yet if that shape is good enough for your gray matter and what is left of mine, then it’s good enough for my desk.

 This multi-millennium project, the spaghetti on top of your shoulders, is a true marvel. I would hate to change it, however, as I would hate to change my desk. Both were the results of years of slow development, and both usually work fine. Furthermore, my desk is the result of my male condition, which means it is messy. Finally, as we professors have lost some marbles getting to this point, it is our right to lose a few more things, including our marbles and our desks. If I ever find my desk under this mountain, I promise I’ll show you.   

