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Learning to Let Go

My grandmother labeled everything.

Plastic containers. Photo albums. Drawers. Even the keys had tags explaining which door they
belonged to.

After she passed away, we sorted through her house slowly, like we were afraid the memories
might break if we moved too fast. Every label felt like a reminder of how carefully she held onto
things.

| wanted to keep everything.

My mother didn’t.

“She wouldn’t want us to live in storage,” she said gently.

| disagreed silently as we filled donation boxes. Each item felt like erasing her.

Then I found the box marked “IMPORTANT.”

Inside were expired warranties, instruction manuals for appliances she no longer owned, and
greeting cards from decades ago. Nothing objectively valuable. Everything meaningful to her
once.

That’s when I understood.

Keeping everything isn’t the same as honoring it.

We chose a few things. Her recipe cards. One teacup. A photo of her laughing instead of posing.

Letting go didn’t erase her. It made space for remembering her without being buried under
objects.

Now, when | clean my own space, | think about her labels and the quiet lesson hidden among
them.
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