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A note to anyone who’s here because they loved Tidy the F*ck Up

First of all, thank you and welcome back! We covered a lot of ground in Tidy the F*ck Up, and it would suck for those of you who’ve read it to buy a second book just to get all the same info. Don’t worry—I got you. Nobody Wants Your Sh*t is the next step in your decluttering evolution.

Death cleaning caters to those who are getting older and feel like their mortality is showing. So if you’re old enough to complain about movie reboots, this book is for you. Sure, you may notice the occasional nod to Tidy’s real life–inspired decluttering tactics. (I’m not trying to reinvent the wheel here. If it works, it works.) But this sequel is all about your happily ever after.
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Introduction

“Millions long for immortality who don’t 
know what to do with themselves on a 
rainy Sunday afternoon.” —Susan Ertz

You’ve tried marathon tidying, sparking joy, and putting everything in pretty bins. Now it’s time to try a decluttering method that will help you get your shit together for once and for all: death cleaning. You may be asking yourself, “What in the depressing hell is ‘death cleaning’?” Don’t let the very stoic Swedish phrasing scare you—it’s not as morbid as it sounds. In fact, it’s pretty fucking empowering. You just made a face, didn’t you? Just wait. Once you get the hang of this stuff, you’ll be shocked by how much you like it.

Death cleaning, or döstädning in Swedish, is basically tidying like there’s no tomorrow. But this isn’t some sort of sadistic decluttering bootcamp. Statistically speaking, you’re going to live (and continue to collect shit) for a really long time. And I know you’ve got more important things to do than organize your damn sock drawer.

Just think of death cleaning as a frame of mind that will light a fire under your messy ass when you need it. It helps you realize and accept that you don’t have endless amounts of time to get your shit together, and that it’s not going to get any easier the longer you put it off. Do you want to be sitting on the floor of your closet, cleaning out your Taylor Swift concert tees, when you’re eighty years old and fresh off a knee replacement? No. You do not.

You also don’t want to leave a clusterfuck for your loved ones to deal with after you’re gone—whenever that may be. They say clutter is nothing but delayed decisions. Delay long enough, and someone else will have to make those decisions. (If that sounds like a good plan, you’ve got some work to do on you, my friend.) Do you want your memory to be a blessing to your friends and family, or do you want it to inspire hostility?

Maybe you live fifty more years, maybe you don’t. But someday, it will be too late to get rid of those running shoes that you knew damn well you were never going to use. (It will also be too late to take up running, just FYI.) And if whoever inherits your shit is similarly disinclined to leave the couch, those shoes get added to a long, emotionally fraught to-do list. Not cool.

The bottom line is this: No one has as much time as they think they do. Not in a day, a year, or a lifetime. One way to deal with the existential dread that comes with that realization is to get your fucking ducks in a row. That means figuring out what makes you happy, ditching what doesn’t, and putting shit where it belongs. It’s not hard; it’s just annoying. But it’s also worth it. Not only will you have a clutter- and guilt-free space that feels amazing, you’ll also learn to appreciate all those little things that make life worth living.

We human beings like to think we can control everything. Spoiler alert: we cannot. But taking control of our surroundings can easily scratch that itch. And it pays dividends for our mental health, physical health, and relationships. An uncluttered space reduces anxiety and depression, helps you sleep better, curbs allergens, and boosts confidence. Plus, it makes you a lot less likely to trip over your Chucks and break a fucking hip.

The trick isn’t getting rid of your shit—it’s letting go of your bullshit. If you’ve got stuff, you’ve got excuses to cling to it. And they’re all valid. They’re just not helpful.

You’ve picked up this book because some small, tucked-away part of you knows that. Or because you needed a laugh. Or maybe because your folks aren’t getting any younger, and the sight of a lifetime’s worth of crap stacked to the ceiling of their garage has unlocked a new level of anxiety you didn’t know you had. Any which way, welcome! Nobody Wants Your Sh*t is going to be your new best friend—the kind that’s smart, funny, supportive, and, most importantly, always calling you on your crap.

If you’ve read Tidy the F*ck Up (and you should—it’s both helpful and hilarious), then you know that book was all about you. Nobody Wants Your Sh*t comes at organizing from a different angle. It’s a take on death cleaning that helps you step outside your clutter bubble and imagine how your stuff will impact others, for better and for worse.

Let’s be clear, though: that doesn’t mean letting other people guilt you into making decisions you don’t want to make or aren’t ready to make. This is your shit, and as long as you’re still north of the grass, you get to decide what happens to it. You’re just going to take the long view when you do.

Whether you’re tidying up or death cleaning, this decluttering stuff is all about figuring out what lights you up. Maybe it’s keeping that ceramic frog collection until you’re buried with it. Maybe it’s gifting the little weirdos to your amphibian-obsessed niece to make her smile. Or maybe it’s donating them to a thrift store so you don’t have to dust the damn things anymore. I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again: knowing what you want is a superpower. Get clear on that, and everything else gets easier. Yep, even death.
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1

Why You Need This Sh*t Now
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THE RIGHT HEADSPACE CHANGES EVERYTHING

Death cleaning isn’t depressing—it’s empowering as hell. (You’ll see.) Downsizing, on the other hand, can be a real bitch. We usually associate it with hard times or old age, and it’s almost always done out of grim necessity. But that’s not death cleaning. If you confuse the two and come at this process thinking you have to get rid of all the things you love, and do it fast, you’re not going to lift a pinky finger to do it. And I don’t blame you. That sounds awful.

Death cleaning does not mean getting rid of your beloved belongings. All it asks you to do is weed out what’s not working for you. The older you get, the more stuff you accumulate. Odds are, a lot of it isn’t working for you anymore, and you know it. That’s why you’re here.

If you’ve read Tidy the F*ck Up, then you know the right perspective makes all the difference. In that book, I asked you to focus on what makes you happy and get rid of whatever brings you down. (Within reason. There’s nothing exciting about a trash can, but you’d be pretty screwed without one.)

I maintain that, first and foremost, your home should be your happy place. Everything in it should light you up. Death cleaning invites you to go one step further. It makes you ask yourself not only “Does this make me happy?” but also “What happens to it when I’m gone?” And here’s the good news: that type of thinking makes things even easier. All that stuff you’re on the fence about? The stuff that makes you smile but doesn’t really feel like you anymore? The stuff that you feel guilty getting rid of? When you think about it becoming a burden to someone else, ditching that stuff becomes a no-brainer. We’re here for a good time, not a long time.

Maybe that stuffed animal your mom gave you makes you smile, but the grown-ass adult in you never knows quite what to do with it. When you realize that all your stuff is going to belong to someone else someday, it removes any lingering guilt. Gift that stuffie to your niece. You get to enjoy bringing a smile to her face and save someone else from feeling guilty about throwing Mr. McButtons in the trash in the future.

That’s a win-win. You’ll find there are a lot of those throughout this process. In fact, it’s kind of the entire point of the process. By the end of it, you’ll have a home that makes you happy and a clear conscience.

YOU’LL HAVE MORE TIME TO REAP THE BENEFITS

The whole idea behind death cleaning is dealing with your shit now so strangers and begrudging relatives don’t
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