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For Adam, and for Olive Indubitably.




FOREWORD


LESS IS MORE


The great hope for the twenty-first century is that humankind will find the vision and the intellectual resources to alleviate the suffering and damage that our industrial technology continues to bring to our planet and species. As our environmental problems become more apparent to more people there will be something of a second chance for those paying attention. Sadly, it is a popular lament that individuals feel daunted and diminished by the vast problems that we face. Green initiatives undertaken by states, municipalities, and individuals reach out into the population, but still, the overall picture seems grim: we have a long way to go to remedy the issues.


It is difficult to address such a huge and important topic without coming across as depressive, bossy, and pedantic; consequently, many shy away from facing the harsh truths and becoming part of the global solution. Understandably, enviromentalism has become the elephant in the room in contemporary society: the tenets of green living are at odds with the ethos of consumerism. Nevertheless, many of us understand that for human life to continue here we have to address sustainability. Often, the small gestures we make, such as avoiding throwaway coffee cups or plastic food containers, seem ridiculously miniscule and redundant in the face of the dominant mainstream trends. Then one considers the seabirds, dolphins, and whales who are dying daily with their gullets stuffed with plastic debris.


It is a hard, horrible, and frightening reality to face, and one can’t help but wonder why so many of us choose to turn our faces to the wall and ignore the biggest problem that has ever beset our species.


Lucky for us that some proponents of green living have an upbeat attitude and a sense of earthy humor.


When I sat down to read Madeleine Somerville’s All You Need Is Less, I was ready to glean a few extra tips on how to negotiate modern life in the greenest way possible. I was not disappointed, as Somerville is thorough in her desire to live an ecologically sound existence, and there is not an area of household management that she hasn’t considered. Any reader, however green-conscious, will find some new angles to adopt in these chapters, but there is more. Somerville understands the difficulties of making lifestyle changes; she realizes that often there is ideological and logistical resistance; and, she offers the reader valid pointers, explanations, and arguments for making greener choices.


All You Need Is Less continues a valuable tradition of inspirational green literature, but unlike so many others, Somerville employs her own enthusiastic humorous energy to make her writing a lot more enjoyable than many other offerings. I believe that her light style, propensity for optimism, and a good laugh will bring many more of us to the realization that we can turn an unthinking culture around to create a sustainable lifestyle on our beautiful green planet!


Billee Sharp


Author of Lemons and Lavender: The Eco Guide to Better Homekeeping




INTRODUCTION


(OR ALTERNATELY: PANIC! YOUR HOME IS FILLED WITH TOXIC WASTE!)


This is the way most eco-friendly books start—right? Terror-inducing lists of the carcinogenic chemicals you are liberally slathering all over every single surface in your house, painting you as an unwitting eco-villain, happily Lysoling your way straight to Hades.


Well, lady, you can just relax and unpack your bags—we won’t be going on any guilt trips today.


I’m not going to go on at great length about the chemicals in our cleaners or the monsters in our makeup; many fabulous books by people far more intelligent than I have already worn down that road (and also it sounds like a lot of work). At this point I think we all know that cleaning with bleach is bad and soda cans should go into the recycling. We’re beyond that, yes?


What we’re going to talk about is how to go about realistically adopting an eco-friendly lifestyle without losing your mind from the soul-destroying guilt of using a plastic bag because you forgot your reusable ones in the trunk of your car (again), or becoming a preachy know-it-all whom everyone loathes from the tips of her organically shampooed hair to the toes of her naturally sourced recycled sandals.


I mean it’s all gotten kind of complicated, hasn’t it? These days you’re not “green” enough unless you quit your day job and devote your entire life to attaining an entirely carbon-neutral lifestyle, or throw out all your possessions and replace them with their new “green” alternatives.


Guys, I don’t want to give up my fridge for a year. I don’t want to become a self-righteous soapbox preacher standing on a street corner shouting, “I can smell your fabric softener from here, HUSSY!” And I definitely don’t want to have to take a reference book with me to the cosmetics department—choosing a perfect shade of pink lipstick is hard enough without spending twenty-five minutes cross-referencing each individual ingredient until finally breaking down into exasperated sobs beneath a shelf full of loofahs.


This whole eco-friendly thing seems to have devolved into a horrific cycle of guilt, shaming, and one-upping, and as a result people are becoming annoyed and exhausted. We are living in a world where one of my grocery bags says “This reusable bag makes me better than you,” and I am kind of starting to believe it.


It doesn’t have to be this way. It is possible to take easy baby steps toward a more earth-friendly lifestyle without stress, guilt, or judgy eco-shaming.


I think it’s important to tell you that I’m not an expert, and I think that’s kind of the point. I haven’t traded in my car for a bike, nor do I intend to. I live a fairly normal life with a slightly insane husband, a ginormous dog, and the most beautiful baby I’ve ever seen.


Within the scope of this fairly normal life I also do weird things like shampoo my hair with baking soda and clean my fridge with olive oil, and these things are small enough and simple enough that anyone could do them, if they wanted to.


The only hard part is beginning, which is where this book comes in.


In this book I will share my crazy hippie ways with you, and although they are designed to shift you toward a more eco-friendly existence, I promise that once you’ve turned the last page you won’t feel guilty, and you won’t feel overwhelmed. You won’t feel superior, and you definitely won’t ever have to stand bewildered under blinking fluorescent lights in the laundry aisle trying to choose between “spring breeze” and “fresh cotton” scent ever, ever again. And isn’t that reason enough right there?


THE CHARACTERS IN THIS BOOK


You know when you read a juicy memoir and in the preface it says something to the effect of, “Names and identifying characteristics have been changed to protect the identity of those involved”?


I’m not doing that. While this definitely isn’t a sordid tell-all (sorry), I do include some personal anecdotes about my husband, our daughter, and our dog, because I think that reading about how to stop the earth from killing us all is significantly more fun if you can have a good laugh (at other people’s expense) while doing so.


The reason I haven’t changed their names or their identities is because what is the point of finally getting a book published if you can’t use it as a platform to publically ridicule your husband?


Exactly.


So, given this information, I thought it might be worthwhile to offer a quick introduction to these characters, so that you know whom I’m referring to when I reference their names in later chapters.


Adam


My husband.


Six-foot-two, hazel eyes, and facial hair that occasionally reaches a Zach Galifianakis level of beardedness.


It would please Adam no end if I said that he was the inspiration for this book, and in some ways it wouldn’t be entirely untrue if I did.


Although I am the self-proclaimed hippie in the relationship and Adam isn’t what you would call an “environmentalist,” and he doesn’t ever “recycle” or “walk” or even “think about Mother Nature,” he has still managed to teach me a few things about eco-friendly living.


He taught me that reusing can be cute by proving that a shiny new sports car has nothing on a dude driving a busted old minivan. He taught me that recycling can be kind of gross, by wearing his underpants until they were little more than a bunch of holes attached to a waistband. Above all, however, he taught me the importance of reducing, by kindly zipping his lips whenever I started blathering on about a crazy new eco-friendly initiative I wanted to try.


This being said, the dude is crazy. He once lured me into our bedroom with a trail of chocolate and then jumped out from behind the door wearing a stocking mask. The worst part is I wasn’t even that surprised—in our house, Adam trying to trap and terrify me using assorted confectionaries as bait is just called “Tuesday.”


So, while he has taught me a lot (including more than I ever needed to know about twerking) and been remarkably encouraging during this journey toward a more earth-friendly lifestyle, the real credit for this whole endeavor needs to go to our big puppy, Gus.


Gus


My dog.


When we first brought this big clumsy English Mastiff puppy home, I was still cleaning with a popular anti-bacterial liquid, one that had a poison warning label on the bottle. I loved how well it worked, and the strong, fresh smell it gave our home (which provided undeniable proof that I had cleaned). But that first night with Gus, as we sat on the kitchen floor petting him and marveling over his paws—four sizes too large for his body—I watched him flop down and start licking the floors I had mopped with that toxic cleaner mere hours before.


That’s when I knew things had to change. I knew I needed to find an alternative to that fluorescent cleaner, for little Gus’s sake.


Five years later my enthusiasm for products that are gentle on the earth and my family has grown almost as much as Gus, who is still chubby and cute, but at almost 200 lbs. can definitely no longer be called “little.”


While he has been significantly demoted with the birth of our real baby, Olive, I will forever have him to thank for inspiring my lifelong love affair with borax and baking soda.


Olive


My daughter.


The writing and publication of this book occurred almost simultaneously with the pregnancy and birth of our daughter, Olive, and here’s a Pro Tip for anyone else contemplating hatching both a book and a baby at the same time: Ohmygod, why? No really, why? Are you crazy? No! Don’t do that!


Also: coffee!


Olive has quickly become the love of my life, and I am physically incapable of talking about her without becoming a simpering sentimentalist, but clichéd, flowery sentiments be damned, she makes me want to leave the world in better condition than I found it.


Having a child has further driven home the need for us to take action to preserve and restore the earth for the next generation, because as the saying goes, we do not inherit the earth from our ancestors; we borrow it from our children.


Furthermore, I don’t want to be that guy, the one who asks nicely to borrow something and then returns it stained and damaged, clogged with oil and bald from overuse. Especially if I’m borrowing that thing from a baby. (Seriously, what kind of jerk do you have to be to rip off a baby?)


This book was written because I strongly believe that we owe it to our children to consider the impact of our actions on the world they will grow up in, the world that they will in turn leave to their children, and I will do anything that I can to help make that world a better place.


(If that heaping dose of guilt doesn’t motivate you, consider that our children will be the ones making the decision to stick us in a nice nursing home—or in the one featured on last week’s 60 Minutes.)


Me


Me!


I have a B.A. in sociology and have spent the past five years as a Youth Resource Worker at a teen drop-in center. When I wasn’t wrangling sassy teenagers, I was writing for our local newspaper or on my blog, and also making appearances at craft fairs and farmers markets, where the first tiny inklings of this book appeared in pamphlet form.


I am passionate about environmentally friendly living, but mostly I am tired of looking like a crazy person for all the weird stuff that I do.


This book is an attempt to lure you over to the green side because there’s strength in numbers. The more of us using jars for coffee and hoarding aluminum foil, the better.


Finally, thank you so much for buying this book, or borrowing it from the library, or even just idly flipping through these pages in the cramped aisle of a bookstore while you wait for your friend to pick up her latest vampire shame-read.


I hope that you can find some wisdom in my words, and create a space in your life for these small changes. They do add up.


Namaste (just kidding),


Madeleine




CHAPTER 1


Home
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THE UGLY DUCKLING OF THE ENVIRONMENTAL MOVEMENT


The way the green movement has picked up steam in the past five years and entered mainstream culture seems as if it would be an environmentalist’s dream come true.


No longer are you regarded as strange for recycling, the neighbors have stopped whispering about that pile of vegetable scraps you keep in a box in your backyard, and in some areas you may even be able to talk about rain barrels and carbon footprints without so much as a batted eyelash. This, my friends, is progress! I can almost see Al Gore smiling from here.


But, wait! It’s not all blue skies and Birkenstocks. Something strange has happened along this long-awaited journey to mainstream acceptance.


Somewhere between the advent of curbside recycling and the use (and abuse) of the term “upcycling,” the three R’s have been whittled down to two. So whereas reusing has never been trendier (patchwork scarves made out of old sweaters, anyone?), and recycling has been embraced by even the most recalcitrant, reducing—the ugly duckling of the environmental movement—has been strangely absent from the conversation.


In an era when environmentalism has become increasingly trendy, this concept has been almost entirely skipped over, and it’s not hard to understand why: nothing is more antithetical to our consumer culture than the idea of simply not consuming.


You can’t sell reducing on Etsy, you can’t show off your commitment to the concept with a trendy bumper sticker or cool water bottle—because the whole point is to not buy superfluous bumper stickers or water bottles in the first place.


This means that while pop culture is dancing around loudly proclaiming “Green is the new black!” the concept of reducing anything has been entirely abandoned.


It’s ironic, really, because the ability to reduce is perhaps the most important aspect of any environmental movement: reducing conspicuous consumption, reducing useless stuff, reducing your waste, and eventually, as a result of these endeavors, being able to reduce the amount of time you spend shopping, cleaning, and organizing your possessions.


The fact that this concept is being so studiously ignored, however, suggests something even more dangerous than our obsession with consumer culture—it hints at the faddishness of the “Go Green” movement. If environmentalism becomes just another trend like neon or tie-dye, if it is represented purely by the items we’re buying this season instead of the fundamental changes we make to how we think, act, and behave, we run the very real risk of seeing “Recycling” on the wrong side of one of those ubiquitous “Hot or Not” lists in a few years’ time.


Wait! Don’t go anywhere! I know that I’ve gone all Debbie Downer on you, but I’m working up to the upside of this whole shebang. And there is an upside, a huge, wonderful upside. Here it is: embracing the concept of reducing takes the least effort of all the environmental changes you can adopt. It’s almost Zen in its simplicity (call it the Tao of the Lazy Environmentalist) because, in order to reduce, you spend a lot of time not doing.


Not researching. Not buying. Not reusing. Not recycling.


Why? Because there’s nothing to research, buy, or find creative ways to dispose of. You stopped the process before it started by deciding you didn’t need it in the first place—whether “it” was another pair of flip flops or a new car.


Keeping the decision to reduce at the forefront of your brain means you don’t have to drive yourself insane comparing and contrasting eight different brands of fabric softener that claim to be eco-friendly, wading through the green washing and the jargon for hours before giving up and drowning your sorrows in a box of wine. You simply wash your hands of the entire thing and make the decision not to purchase fabric softener at all.


It is also important to popularize the concept of reducing because the effort needed to become environmentally friendly, while not huge, is simply not worth it for many people. We human beings are an inherently lazy species, programmed to take the path of least resistance every single time (and if you doubt this, allow me to present as evidence: the Snuggie, the Clapper, and the Lap Bowl).


So, while the amount of effort needed to rinse an aluminum can, sort it into the appropriate recycling bin, and take it to the recycling depot isn’t huge, if you’re not at least a tiny bit passionate about environmentalism the chances of this happening are pretty slim. Why? Because it’s still harder than doing nothing at all.


This is where lobbying local government for innovations to make eco-friendly living easier comes into play. Curbside recycling and composting programs make choosing eco-friendly options that much easier and thus more likely to happen. But this laziness and inertia is also where that wily third R can truly shine.


In terms of the effort one needs to expend in order to earn positive karmic points from Mother Nature, choosing to reduce will always give you the most bang for your buck. It’s basically the Snuggie of the environmental movement.


So hop into its warm embrace, choose to do nothing, and feel good about being a lazy environmentalist. They’re the best kind.


THE COST OF CONSUMPTION


With shopping being one of the most popular leisure activities in North America, buying things goes without notice most of the time—so much so, that an international movement, Buy Nothing Day, was started to curb this habit and draw attention to its almost-involuntary nature.


Despite their popularity, however, possessions aren’t treats; they are needy little demons that suck your time, your money, and also probably your sanity if you have too many of them. (In this respect, they’re not unlike children.)


As soon as you assume their ownership you become responsible for their well-being for the entirety of their lives, start to finish. You must find a place for them in your home, take care of them, clean them, pay to have them fixed when they break, and then dispose of them properly when they have outlived their purpose. (OK, so maybe in this last respect they are kind of different from children. Guys, you can’t just dispose of children when they have outlived their purpose. Yes, really. No, not even when they behave like needy little demons—which is always, obviously.)


I believe that it is precisely because we look at belongings as treats or rewards that we forget that they are in fact, responsibilities. So we keep treating ourselves and rewarding ourselves and all these treats and rewards pile up and up and up until we find ourselves stressed and overwhelmed and in the strange position of having to buy even more stuff in order to organize, and store all the first stuff.


The home organization industry has exploded in the past decade, and not because everyone suddenly decided to clean up their act and have tidy shoe closets. It’s because we own more possessions than ever before.


We all love to be savvy shoppers and bargain hunters, but no matter how much of a deal you think you’re getting, you need to remember that buying things costs more than the dollar amount on the price tag. It costs square footage in your home and time in your day spent on cleaning and maintenance. It costs someone’s time to repair it if it breaks, and unfortunately almost everything ultimately ends up costing space in a landfill when the thrill wears off.


Becoming more conscious about what you are buying, and conscious too about how you will store, clean, maintain and dispose of each separate item you put into your shopping cart can go a long way toward tempering the amount of stuff you consume, not only because you will be aware of the implications of each purchase, but because it’s so annoying that it might just put you off shopping altogether.


Seriously, having to mentally run through something’s life cycle before you hand over your hard-earned cash to buy it is so depressing and exhausting that I rarely end up making the purchase at all.


For example: Picture me in early spring, realizing I need some sunglasses. It’s finally sunny and I have emerged into the light, blinking and squinting like a mole-person. Late at night I stand in front of the mirror examining the onslaught of new wrinkles crowding the outer corners of my eyes and—lord yes, do I need sunglasses!


So, a-shopping we will go. The next day I stand in front of a display packed with cute styles with fun plastic frames, and I start the ridiculous process of imagining purchasing a pair for ten dollars. They are nice, but super-basic and probably uncomfortable, and the lenses have no protective coating and will most likely scratch almost right away. Because they are only ten dollars, I probably won’t be obsessively careful with them, and if Gus doesn’t sit on them I’ll most likely end up leaving them on a bus after a day at the beach.


The bus driver will find them and maybe even try them on before deciding that the bright turquoise frames do nothing for his coloring, then throw them in the garbage.


The sunglasses will probably snap under the weight of a dozen other trash bags en route to the landfill (burning fossil fuels all the way, naturally), and while pecking through mountains of garbage a cormorant, attracted by the bright color of the frames, will attempt to eat and subsequently choke on one of the arms and die. DIE!


Reader, I do not buy the sunglasses. Instead, I construct a sunhat out of recycled aluminum foil.


See? Reducing and recycling—how fun!


In all seriousness though, doing this before heading to the cash register can help you cast off the yoke of consumerism you wear heavily around your neck, help you stop buying plastic bins to organize your stuff, and result in your just having less stuff altogether.


So, before you buy something, try and imagine the life cycle of this item: How will you pay for it? Where will you put it? How much time will it take to clean it and maintain it? What will happen to it once you can’t use it anymore?


And then once you are flummoxed and exhausted by all those questions, maybe, just maybe, don’t buy it (for the cormorant’s sake, if nothing else).


SHOPPING SECONDHAND


While I am obviously a big fan of minimizing the sheer amount of excessive stuff we bring into our lives, I am well aware that we can’t all live monastic existences with nothing to our names but a bowl and a spork. (And honestly, I wouldn’t want to. Sporks concern me. I don’t want my utensils to be able to multitask better than I can, thank you very much.)


Even if you do manage to cut out buying all the plastic junk that you don’t need and the impulse purchases that will break in a week, even without all that noise, you will still need to buy something, at some point. It’s pretty much unavoidable. This is where shopping secondhand comes into play.


It took me a while to come around to the idea of buying someone’s castoffs. Initially, the idea of literally walking a mile in someone else’s shoes seemed repugnant, and it was difficult to find the patience to wait the sometimes months it took to find the right piece of vintage furniture.


As time went on, however, I realized that buying secondhand is the absolute best way not only to save some cash, but to make sure that you’re getting a quality product too.


Let’s think about this in terms of clothing first. You know those stores that offer shoes for ten dollars, or shirts for five? I can almost guarantee that you’re not going to ever see any of those items in a decent secondhand store.


While they look amazing new, there’s a reason that they’re so cheap.


Here’s what happens: You’re walking along one fine spring day, perhaps sipping coffee from a pickle jar, when you pass a sweet pair of leopard-print ballet flats in a store window. You think to yourself, “Erhmagherd! Adorable leopard print flats for only ten bucks? Sold!” You skip to the cash register, happily fork over a tenner, and you and your sweet new kicks live happily ever after.


For about two months.


Then the toes get scuffed and the finish starts wearing off, and you can’t even use leather cleaner to restore them because they’re not leather, they’re some sort of weird PVC plastic deal. The sole starts separating from the shoe, your toes poke through, and eventually they’re so unsightly that you have to throw them out entirely.


Not such a good deal anymore.


When you buy secondhand, however, you are seeing the item as it looks after weeks, months, or sometimes years of use. You can pretty much guarantee that the condition in which you find the item is roughly the condition in which it will remain—whether it’s a shirt, a couch, or, yes, a pair of shoes.


Secondhand stores are like crystal balls that you can use to look into an item’s future and see how it stands the test of time.


Time is a cruel mistress, especially to goods that are made poorly using cheap materials, and in this way the junk gets weeded out of secondhand stores pretty quickly.


I am particularly a fan of buying secondhand furniture, because it tends to be a big-ticket purchase for many people. Searching for a design-friendly item that fits within a tiny budget often leads us straight to big-box stores with inexpensive “starter” furniture. And look, I’m not judging, I did it too. But next time, before you fall in love with the picture in a catalog and find yourself heading straight to the store, cash in hand, head to your computer instead and do a quick search through your favorite online classified site.


Go ahead and type in the name of that perfect $499 couch to see what turns up. Do this even if you have absolutely zero intent of buying it secondhand.


What you will most likely find, especially with the more popular big-box stores, is a handful of ads posted by people trying to sell this very same item after owning it for just a year or two. The ads will have pictures attached, and these pictures will be your crystal ball into a future filed with sagging cushions, faded upholstery, and chipped particleboard legs.


THAT is what your couch will look like, my friend. Not the nice, brand-new, immaculately styled catalog photo, but THAT.


Obviously, no one wants to buy crappy furniture. I think that given the choice we would pretty much all opt for something of good quality—we’re talking real wood, durable upholstery, eco-friendly design. Unfortunately when you find furniture that fits these criteria, you will also usually find that it costs three or four times what you can afford to pay—long live champagne tastes and beer budgets!


The solution? Rather than bankrupting yourself in pursuit of magazine-worthy décor or filling your place with a string of cheap, poorly made furniture, buy secondhand. Shopping the classifieds instead of the showroom allows you to save at least 50 percent of what it would cost to buy new, and you can see exactly how that item stands up to normal wear and tear, as well as extend its life cycle.


The downside to shopping secondhand, and I suspect the reason a lot of people don’t do it, is that you have to be patient. We are very much an instant gratification society. We are used to getting exactly what we want, when we want it, and not a second later, but when shopping secondhand you kind of have to lurk and stalk and peruse. It can sometimes take months before you find what you’re looking for, and in the interim your friends and coworkers will mock you behind your back and start referring to you as “the crazy Craigslist lady.”


This was the case with our couch. Oh god, the couch.


Here’s the deal: Pre-husband and pre-dog, I owned a cream-colored sofa and two white armchairs. They were comfortable and beautiful, pristine and perfect.


After adding Adam (he of the Doritos-handprints) and Gus (a mammoth, drooling, shedding, fart factory), the color of my furniture could best be described as greige. And not in a trendy “new neutral” way either, but in a dirty, gross, this-is-why-we-don’t-have-nice-things way.


I loved that furniture, but I guess I loved my husband and my dog more or something, because the time came when I knew it was time to say goodbye. I sold the pieces on our local Facebook buy and sell group (shedding a single tear as I saw them driving away in the back of a stranger’s pickup truck), and the hunt began.


I lurked on Craigslist for weeks while our living room stood empty. We sat on the floor as I clicked through ad after ad, searching for something I couldn’t even put a name to; “I’ll know it when I see it” was all I could manage to mumble feverishly when Adam asked (repeatedly, in increasingly shrill tones) what, exactly, I was looking for while we used throw cushions as seats.


And look, while this story has a happy ending, I’m not going to pretend that shopping secondhand goes without heartbreak. Twice I convinced Adam that I had found it—The Couch. We would arrange a meeting time, fight over directions and arrive sweaty and panicked an hour late, only to find that the couch looked nothing like the picture or had generous grease marks polka-dotting the seat cushions.


After the third such excursion Adam had had enough and he staged a mutiny. “No more!” he fumed. “I’m done!”


This type of endeavor is not for the faint of heart, and Adam had clearly proven himself too weak to continue, so I had no choice. Undeterred, I pushed onwards.


I’m glad I did, because shortly thereafter I found it, the one I’d been waiting for! It was infinitely better than I could have imagined, in immaculate condition with clean lines and slim legs and soft tufted gray upholstery. I was in love. This was it!


My adrenaline surged. I contacted the seller and made him promise to hold it until I could come see it. There was only one more obstacle in my path: Adam.


Because I am a lady, but also because I know that his mom will be reading this book, I’m not going to say what kind of shady deal I had to make in order for him to agree to help me pick it up, but I will say this: it was totally worth it.


The moral of this long-winded rambling tangential story? Buy secondhand. You’ll get better quality for less money, and it might just pay off for your partner too.


MAKE IT


We sacrifice a lot when we ask our cleaners to eat through dirt and grime while we hardly lift a finger. The same chemicals that promise to do all the dirty work for you can also irritate your hands, cause breathing difficulties, and be potentially fatal if ingested—kind of a crappy trade-off just to avoid some elbow grease.
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