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For the first couple years that I was speaking 
and promoting at tiny house events, I was 
introduced as a “full time tiny houser”.  That 
kind of made me squirm. Because I wasn’t; 
because of “the Hoard”. 

I come by my hoarding tendencies 
genetically, culturally and experientially.  My 
grandfather had three of everything.  One for 
the house, one for the garage and one for the 
camper.  I still have many of his tools.  My ex 
mother in law was an extreme hoarder.  When 
I was pregnant with my kids I went “fabric 
shopping” in her stash.  She had three 
bedrooms literally floor to ceiling with folded 
fabric; you had shove open the door, climb a 
step ladder, and look out over the top of the 
stacks, crawl across to what you wanted….  I 
did not buy fabric for ages once I discovered 
her secret. 

My own hoard was collected and cultivated 
carefully over many years. I don’t need 

analysis, I know exactly how and when I 
became a hoarder.  We moved to Florida in 
1972.  I knew we were moving, packed up my 
stuff and went off to summer camp.  After 
seven weeks in the Berkshires I flew to 
Florida, arrived at the new house and ALL 
MY STUFF WAS GONE.  

Turns out they had a garage sale after they 
sent me off to camp.  They sold everything.  
All I have left from my childhood is a tiny 
stuffed Koala from Expo 67 and a stuffed 
Tiger – both of which I had taken to camp 
with me.  Camp clothes, a couple bathing 
suits.  All my school clothes were gone – 
deemed “too hippie” and non-conforming to 
the dress code at the new school.  All my 
records, the record player, blacklight and 
posters.  All sold.  

I am a “whatever” person.  Just learn from it 
and move on.  But I did hate Florida for a 
really long time.  However, by the time I left 





for college in 1975, I had surrounded myself 
with things that made me feel better.  I took 
everything with me to the dorm (learned my 
lesson).   I got married in 1978 and we did the 
whole suburban thing.  House, kids, dogs.  We 
could afford good stuff and acquired it.  I held 
on to everything.  We had the room. The 
Hoard was born.  Sixteen years later we got 
divorced, I still held on to everything, pretty 
determined that my kids would want all the 
“treasures” I had collected. The ex didn’t 
want it, he grew up with a hoarder (she who 
dies with the most fabric wins).  

For the next 15 years the kids and I stayed 
pretty local.  Added a grand-baby “the 
Princess” in 2003.  Kept amassing stuff, 
because there was no reason not to.  Had a 4 
bedroom house, 2 car garage, big shed, motor 
home, a sailboat.  Dated a couple of enablers 
who helped and encouraged me to collect 
more stuff. And The Hoarde thrived. 

So no, I don’t need analysis to figure out 
where my hoarding tendencies come from.  I 
have no bitterness to the circumstances that 
created The Hoard, it’s mine and I own it.  
Over the years, as The Hoard grew I became a 
little embarrassed by it.  My family knew 
about it.  My fabric stash rivaled my mother-
in law’s and after she died, I ended up with 
even more.  I could supply a six week long 
summer camp with complete arts and crafts 
projects, always had a last minute birthday or 
hostess gift, the family standard of three 
complete sets of tools were ready for every 
emergency;  shoot, I could take a group of 15 
kids camping for a weekend including 
supplying sleeping bags, tents, buddy burners 
and snorkeling gear.  The costumes that came 
from The Hoard: epic.  It was a running joke- 
“see if you can name something that Shorty 
can’t put her hand on in 10 minutes”. Outside 

of my family a few select friends knew about 
The Hoard, particularly for last minute fabric 
or costume shopping.  

As relayed in another story, “Finding 
Nawaka”, I began planning my tiny house on 
a very rainy weekend in 2012, and building in 
2014.  From the onset, I was determined to 
use as many reclaimed items as possible to 
build it with, many of them donated by the 
Hoard.  Why not?  I had been hoarding those 
wooden planks, that beat up solid wood 
dresser, those cabinets, 5 gallons of perfect 
celery green paint and that piano for years. I 
really didn’t think about actually getting rid of 
The Hoard, after all, by now it was a member 
of the family and had its own room, attic, 
garage, shed, back porch, front porch, shelves 
in my bedroom……no, i t was jus t 
contributing to a project as it always had.  I 
had no intention of going “full time tiny” at 
first, at least not until the Princess graduated 
from High School, and that was seven years 
away.  Plenty of time to deal with The Hoard. 

One thing leads to another, and being around 
full time tiny house people really encouraged 
me to start thinking and planning for an 
affordable retirement, in my tiny house.  So I 
started making it less of a camper and more of 
a home- really homey and comfortable, 
incorporating more things from my big house 
into it.  I thought really hard about starting to 
downsize The Hoard, but really didn’t do 
much to make it happen other than use bits 
and pieces, door knobs, hinges, that box of 
screws and corner braces from the deck that 
didn’t get built, the door knocker, oh that cool 
stained glass window, or maybe that other 
cool stained glass window. I did intentionally 
stop acquiring stuff though, and started 
getting rid of things that the tiny house had 



replaced, mostly camping and recreational 
gear.  I moved a couple times while I was 
building, and each time had fewer friends 
volunteer to help; they had met The Hoard 
and did not like it.  If I would bring up living 
in the tiny house full time, people who knew 
would roll their eyes. In 2017 I moved one 
more time into a big rented mobile home- 
where The Hoard had run of the house and I 
lived in the yard in my tiny house. 
   
So from June 2017-June 2018 I lived 
primarily in the tiny house. The Princess was 
in Virtual School and we had the flexibility to 
travel; we participated in lots of tiny house 
festivals, living histories.... It was a great year. 
People would tour the house and ask, “Is this 
your full-time home?”  The Princess would 
roll her eyes.  I would squirm.   

I wasn't truly living tiny- I had a safety net. 
Yes, I “lived” in the tiny house.  I slept in it 
every night. But there was that mobile home 
on the property where I could stash all the 
stuff I still hadn't gotten rid of. The Hoard. 
Plus it had a laundry room, big bathroom, 
kitchen, etc. As much as I wanted to and had 
committed to live tiny by that point I really 
wasn't. I had this safety net. We rolled into the 
school year - high school now - she was in a 
brick and mortar high school, and it looked 
like we'd just keep on going this way; me 
surrounded with my hoard, with four more 
years to plan to get rid of it. 

At the end of September 2018, for a number 
of reasons, the safety net failed and I had to 
move. My first reaction was to try and find 
another house to rent that I could park the tiny 
in the yard. My #1 criteria was that it had 
enough space to store my hoard. 

Wait, what? 

So after about 5 years of mentally planning 
my ‘de-stuffocation’, I decided this is it.  This 
is the sign that I am going to go tiny.  Walk 
the walk, talk the talk.  No more rolling of 
eyes (about that anyway). The kids did not 
want the treasures I had saved for them.  After 
about a month of paralysis brought on by this 
monumental shift in my way of looking at 
how I was living, I got started in October. 

•  Stuff to keep went in clear bins so I 
could see what I was hoarding. 
•  Photos of stuff to sell and give away 
were posted and my friends were excited 
with their new treasures. 
•  Stuff to donate went in cardboard boxes 
so I could not see it and change my mind. 
•  Trash actually got thrown away, lots if it. 
• I sold almost all my furniture, and 
donated the stuff I really love to a local 
house museum. 
•  My cousin in DC drove down to pick up 
some really sentimental family pieces. 
• I donated all those clothes I have been 
hanging on to "in case". 
• I donated lots and lots of housewares. 
Hurricane Michael and the fires in 
California made me thankful for what I 
have and so happy to be able to donate it. 

I found a perfect spot to park near where we 
were before and actually closer to church, 
school, work and the orthodontist. And there's 
a house (occupied) on the property for my 
washer and dryer. No storage. No safety net. I 
am truly going tiny! 

So last Thanksgiving weekend, we moved. 
The Princess in her gypsy with 1 cat, and me 
in Nawaka with 2 cats and 2 dogs. I do have a 
storage space at the new place that's only a bit 
bigger than a box truck, so the next step will 



be paring that stuff down to fit into one, and 
acquiring that. All things important in about 
250 SF total. 

It feels amazing! I was really drowning in my 
stuff; suffocation.  ‘Stuffocation’.  I still have 
a way to go and lots of projects to finish, but 
the heavy lifting part is over.  The remainder 
of The Hoard in the clear bins is on borrowed 
time. 

So, the journey to tiny that started with a wet 
tent in February 2012, followed by a 
workshop with Jay Shafer in January 2013, a 
building party in June 2014, 3 years of 
construction, a ton of festivals, workshops 
and tiny talks that brought 200,000 visitors 
thru the door... got my head in the right place 
and culminated in a month of true "going 
tiny". October-November 2018. Done! 

In re-reading this story, I notice a lot of "I's". 
Usually I edit to make it less about me, and 

use the collective "we". I generally shun the 
attention. But the I's are staying. Here's why: 

I collected The Hoard. Not my family, not my 
friends. I decided with this move that I would 
move all my stuff. I decided my punishment/
therapy/cure for collecting The Hoard would 
be to get rid of it/move it by myself. And with 
the exception hauling the antiques I did it all 
alone. 
If I have any advice at all to other hoarders, 
that would be it. Put on your big girl panties 
and do it yourself. If you can't lift it, you don't 
need it. If it doesn't fit in your space you don't 
need it. If it has to be stored in an attic, you 
don't need it (except maybe for Christmas 
decorations). And if you can't climb those 
attic stairs, you don't need it. 

I am 61 now. But I feel like I'm starting fresh. 
I'm a couple thousand pounds lighter because 
The Hoard has been reduced from a 2000sf 
rental house to a 125 sq.ft. tiny house and a 
125 sq.ft. storage space. The plan is in place 



to eliminate it all together.  Decades of 
“hoarder” tendencies are really hard to 
overcome, probably one of the hardest things 
I have ever done.  But also one of the best and 
most personally rewarding.   

I just passed 6 months of truly living tiny and 
I have no regrets.  And I still have the tiny 

stuffed koala and the tiger.  It’s okay to keep 
important things.  It’s the stuff you have to 
turn loose. 

It’s not easy, and it’s not for everyone.  But 
it’s the right choice for me.  Stuff happens, 
literally.  ‘De-stuffocation’ beats analysis any 
day. 


