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The Burden of Belongings
To the casual observer, my belongings may appear to be a burden. I do not claim them to be a so, except, as I found out in the many instances where I had to downsize or relocate to different residences, of which there have been many. In those situations, the decision to get rid of each item was a well considered one, that had to be done. That left me with the physical challenge of carting many bags of clothing and linen, collectibles and small appliances to thrift shops. In many instances, I was fortunate enough to leave the residue behind, and willing friends and family volunteered complete the clearing out process. This, if nothing else, demonstrates how belongings can indeed prove to be a burden. 
My view is that my belongings reflect a window to my soul based on the things I acquire, for myself and to surround me within and on the outside of my home.  My belongings reflect my likes and dislikes, the vision I have of my self and surroundings, the image I maintain and communicate.
I like to organize and compartmentalize things, even with my finances. In this regard, I own several bank accounts, many of which serve specific purposes. My bankers indulge my idiosyncrasies.
I organize my belongings according to the purpose they serve. Most are of a utilitarian value, such as my furniture, chinaware, glassware, cutlery, linen and much of my everyday or working clothes. I can let go of such items, or replace them without a lament. For this reason, these belongings are not a burden.
Then, there are other items that I view as cherished possessions. I build my collection with great sentiments, because of the special joy they bring me. Among these are special items of clothing. These I cherish because of their unique design, the fit or how they made me feel at a moment in time. Also attached to each of these items, is a special memory, such as the occasion on which it was worn, the company I was in. Other pieces were gifts, or designed by me, or that I had hand painted. Many are no longer in my possession, but the absent pieces come to mind at some point, and still evoke special memories. 
Another set of cherished belongings is each piece of my jewellery collection. Cherished, for value yes, but more so, the background to its acquisition, be it purchase or gift, or inheritance, each piece tells a story and awakens mixed emotions. Much of my jewellery was stolen in Stoney Creek, and each piece is missed. Certainly, those belongings were not a burden to me.
Other items I have a collection of are photographs, some faded or yellow with age. These bring back memories that have not faded with time. More recently, photographs are in digital format. Although these come with better storage and retrieval options, the ability to touch is lost, and missed. In no way can these ever be considered a burden.
Other belongings that I keep are several books, again, each with a memory, be it from my years of academic pursuit, including from multiple courses and conferences, and lastly for pleasure and edification. I can visualize these items becoming a burden, if space becomes a constraint.
I hold unto legal documents, for example agreements for the sale of several properties I have owned, and matured or expired insurance policies. These I can now look upon as burdens and set in motion a plan to rid myself of them.
I also keep copies of early drafts of many of my Life Writers stories. I fantasize, purely in jest, that, as with the bards of old, maybe one day, the iterations of my process to a final story may be of some value. Realistically, the real benefit is that with editing, I have found that phrases or a turn of expressions that I considered gems, got edited out of the finished story.  At least I can look back and try to reinsert those that still fit within the context of the story. There is merit in retaining these. Perhaps, not indefinitely, but for the short term.
Several attempts, to make a thorough sweep of belongings that are a burden, have met with little success, such as surplus clothing, duplicates of items, documents, papers, that I will hardly ever have use for. 
I look forward to the day when I shall arrive at the place where I can separate my sentiments and emotions from their tangible representation, and where belongings will no longer be necessary to keep my connection and sentiments intact.
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