
I think I’ve

found a medication-free cure
for mild obsessive-compulsive
disorder.

Children.
Children are the cure.
I’ve always been a rela-

tively high-strung individual,
and in my home, I crave clean-
liness and order.

While a little dirt and dust
don’t necessarily bother me, I
really, really hate when things
are messy or out of place.

I used to be so uptight,
that if I came home and found
another household member
had left belongings lying
around, I’d go zero to crabby in
.05 seconds.

When I shared my home
with my younger, teenage “sis-
ters,” they would intentionally
mess with me on a regular
basis. I’d walk out of the room,
and they’d move the kitchen
table centerpiece off-center by
five inches.

I’d come back into the
room and without missing a
beat; I’d move it back to the
center of the table. This rou-
tine happened six times in the
course of one evening before
they started laughing and I
caught on to what they were

doing.
I know – I’ve always

known – that my affinity for
order is annoying to those
around me. My husband, who
is generally a pretty clean and
orderly guy, has suffered
through years of me huffing
and stomping around the
house because there were
clothes on the floor or mail
piled up on the kitchen
counter.

In my defense, I think my
obsessive-compulsive tenden-
cies are aggravated because
our house is so small. If things
aren’t in their place and put
away, our tiny living space
seems even smaller.
Despite my best efforts to “not
sweat the small stuff,” 

I’ve spent far too much of
my time reorganizing,
straightening up and putting
everything back “just so.” My
husband can testify that if
someone dared mess up my
work or move something – hell
hath no fury compared to
mine.

And then I had a kid.
For the first year of his

life, I was still pretty compul-
sive about order in our house.
The bouncy seat had to match
our living room décor. Toys
could not be strewn about.
Pieces of every game or toy
had to be kept together in a
tidy storage bag.

I’d vacuum and sweep re-
ligiously so my little bundle of
joy didn’t get dirty crawling
around or – gasp – put floor
food in his mouth. Closets and
the basement were reorgan-
ized again and again to make
room for his growing piles of
stuff.

Laundry needed to be
folded and put away, and his
adorable little clothes were
neatly hung up and organized
by color and season.

Then he turned one and
all hell broke loose in our

household.
The pint-sized little crea-

ture went from crawling to
full-blown walking and run-
ning. Despite my naïve efforts
to convince him otherwise, he
decided the best way to play
with his toys was to dump
them all out on the floor.

I could leave the room for
five seconds and return to the
scene of a toy store explosion.
We’re talking crackers
squished into the floor, 47 toy
cars and 10,000 puzzle pieces
strewn about, and every blan-
ket and pillow thrown to the
floor.

It was like my sweet little
monster had no respect for my
labored efforts to decorate and
organize our living room.
The first 50 or so times this
happened, I’d put the puzzles
back together, pick up every
car and truck and sweep up
the crackers.

Within 10 minutes, he’d
dump it all back out again.

My OCD tendencies were
in hyper spastic mode.

He was making messes as
fast as I could clean them up.

By some miracle that can
only be due to my immense

love for this little human
being, I didn’t holler at him –
much - for destroying the
house.

Then one day I just
stopped. I went to bed without
picking up all the trucks and
blocks. I just used my foot to
push them out of the walkway
so we weren’t injured during
any late night stumbles to the
bathroom.

I left his toys on his bed-
room floor, and a few times,
I’ve even left the cracker and
pretzel crumbs on the floor for
a day.

I’ve become such a wild
and crazy gal, no?

I stopped cleaning all the
nooks and crannies, and just
focused on mopping up the big
spills and some routine main-
tenance cleaning on the major
stuff, like the toilet and the
sinks.

For the first time in mem-
ory, I let stuff pile up on the
kitchen table. I’m not talking
an episode of Hoarders here,
but if there were a few craft
projects on the table, I just let
them go.

I even put a few puzzles
back without all the pieces. It

gave me a migraine, but I did
it.

I discovered the beauty of
disinfectant spray as the alter-
native to washing a pillow or
blanket every five minutes be-
cause he drooled on it.

I ignored the fingerprints
on the windows and let the
play dough colors get mixed to-
gether.

For me, all this is a per-
sonal triumph.

I still have moments
where my head explodes be-
cause the house is in such dis-
order, but I’m finding it easier
to listen to all those “mommy
memes” that say housework
can wait, childhood cannot.
Because in the end, they’re
right.

I can spend my time put-
ting everything back in order,
or I can enjoy my kids.

I’m working on always
choosing the latter.

How do you manage to
keep the house clean with kids
around? Share your thoughts
with Bethany via email at the-
mocomommy@gmail.com or on
the MoCo Mommy Facebook
page.
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The toddler destroys a corner of his room in record time.
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