

The Burden of Belongings
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When we moved from our sprawling house into the smaller one we live in now, I learned the weight of possessions in a way I never had before. For months, I sorted, packed, and donated, parting with things that once seemed indispensable. 
Twenty thousand dollars’ worth of crystal and delicate glass figurines vanished into donation bins. The Bradford Exchange plates, the kind that arrived wrapped in foam and promises, I had once displayed proudly, were carried out in boxes. Furniture left with strangers. 
And still, as the moving truck pulled away, the rooms in our new house quickly filled up. Downsizing, I realized, doesn’t just lighten the load; it also sharpens the question: what is truly worth carrying forward?
As I walk through my home lately, I constantly hear that question whispering in the back of my mind. The shelves filled with books, the cabinets with crystals, ceramics, and hand-painted porcelain, even the walls, all hold pieces of me. They are not just objects. They are echoes, choices, stories. What will happen to them when I am gone?
I do not fear my son inheriting a burden of clutter. I fear him inheriting the responsibility of erasure, of throwing away pieces that I hope will still speak after I can no longer do so. My jewelry, for example. Each ring, each necklace holds the shimmer of celebration, the glint of survival, the sparkle of love that once was new. Will he understand that, or will they be swept into an auction lot or pawned off for convenience?
And my Russian plates, the collection of fairy tales painted in vivid colors, each scene alive with magic and memory. I hope they will not be discarded as relics of a world he never entered.
But most of all, I think about the things my hands touched, created, and brought to life: the ceramic pieces I painted, with my brushstrokes baked forever into their glaze. The stories I have written, spending endless hours in front of the computer in my sanity/insanity room, and the needlepoints hanging on the walls, framed lovingly by my husband’s hands. I spent months and years sometimes connecting tiny stitches to form a picture, using my fingers and squinting my eyes. They are not priceless, nor rare, but they are mine. And, they speak of how much I enjoyed recreating works of art created by famous artists. They are proof of how I left beauty wherever I could.
Above all, I want him to keep the Cobalt Net China from the Lomonosov factory. Blue diamonds crossed with gold teardrops, a design born from struggle, survival, and the fragile hope for splendor in a time of war. Those cups and saucers hold not only tea but also history. They are a testament to the fact that even amidst destruction and starvation during the Leningrad Blockade, people found ways to dignify, endure, and express their artistic creativity. 
Maybe one day, long after I'm gone, my son will lift a cup to his lips and think of his mother, not only for what she left him but for what she stood for. And then, the weight of possessions might feel less like a burden and more like an inheritance.
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