
 

A Girl Who Couldn’t Let Go 

────────────────────────────────────────── 

Once upon a time, there was a girl named Sinead. She was an ordinary 

10-year-old with extraordinary curls and an unfortunate talent: she could hold 

a grudge like a squirrel hoards acorns, with no expiration date. 

Now, this wasn't just any average grudge-holder. No, Sinead's grudges had a 

form. Literal, physical form. She grew a stone every time someone wronged 

her or even slightly annoyed her. It was not a metaphorical stone. A real one. 

A magical, silent, judgmental stone that clung to her like slime. 

It started small. 

When her friend Mia once said her handwriting looked like "a drunk chicken 

did a tap dance," Sinead laughed on the outside but a small pebble 

appeared in her pocket. She figured she'd picked it up by accident. 

Then, her parents wouldn't let her go to a trampoline park with her friends 

("You never let me do anything fun!" she had shouted.) The next morning, a 

palm-sized stone with the words "OPPRESSION" etched in ancient Celtic runes 

had appeared under her bed. 

By age 12, Sinead had collected so many stones she clinked when she 

walked. Her backpack groaned, her locker bulged, and she had to sit on a 

reinforced chair in class. 

People began to notice. 

 

 



 
"Why does she walk like a pirate with two peg legs?" whispered the girls 

"She's like a mobile quarry," muttered the boys. 

But Sinead couldn't let go. When Padraic passed her in the hall and said, "You 

smell like wet books" (he meant it affectionately; he liked libraries), she 

sprouted a gravel-sized rock in her sock labelled "BOOK NOSE." 

When her older brother Liam ate the last slice of pizza and blamed the dog, 

Sinead gained a chunk of basalt the size of a frozen turkey labelled "PIZZA 

BETRAYAL." 

Her life became a heavy, geological tragedy. Her shoes wore out faster, 

escalators gave her side-eye, and her cat refused to sit on her lap because 

of the lumpy terrain. 

One particularly mortifying day, she tripped over her baggage literally and 

tumbled down the stairs like an avalanche. 

And then came the announcement. 

Principal Kelly cleared her throat over the intercom. 

"This Friday, the school will open… The Garden of Forgiveness." 

The intercom buzzed ominously, then went dead. 

Principal Kelly elaborated the next day during a school assembly. Standing 

under a banner that said "FORGIVE AND FLOURISH", she explained that the 

Garden was a peaceful space where students could symbolically let go of 

grudges.  

 



 
"Forgiveness," she explained, "is not about condoning bad behaviour. It's 

about freeing yourself. There are two kinds: decisional and emotional." 

Sinead squinted. This sounded suspiciously like a wellness seminar disguised as 

botany. 

"Decisional forgiveness," continued Kelly, "means choosing not to retaliate. 

Emotional forgiveness means turning the bad emotions into neutral or even 

positive ones, like compassion, or the feeling you get when your phone 

battery is at 1% and you find a charger." 

Sinead rolled her eyes. Compassion? For Mia the Chicken Commenter? For 

Liam the Pizza Thief? For Padraic and his "book nose" insult? 

She was just about to ignore the whole idea when she saw it: the Garden 

itself. 

It was beautiful. 

A green sanctuary behind the school, with soft benches, and whispering 

trees. There were flowerbeds where you could "plant" your symbolic stones 

and a big mosaic path that read: "You Carry Less When You Let Go." 

That night, Sinead tossed and turned in bed, weighed down by her rock-filled 

backpack sitting ominously in the corner. It whispered at her. Okay, not 

literally, but emotionally. She was tired. 

Friday came. She dragged herself to the Garden. 

Mia was already there, holding a little rock that said, "I'm sorry I said you write 

like a drunk chicken." Sinead stared at it. 

 



 
Toby walked up, blushing. "I didn't mean you smelled bad. It was… literary?" 

He handed her a rock labelled "Awkward Compliments." 

Sinead blinked. Something inside her cracked. 

Tentatively, she stepped forward, pulled out the "PIZZA BETRAYAL" boulder, 

and placed it under a hydrangea flower. 

It didn't explode. No one fainted. She felt, well, lighter. The backpack sagged 

less. Her spine straightened. Her kneecaps wept in gratitude. 

And so, one by one, she unloaded her grudges into the Garden. "BOOK 

NOSE." "OPPRESSION." "YOU DIDN'T TEXT BACK IN 3 MINUTES." "YOU TOOK MY 

SEAT IN ENGLISH", "YOU SAID PLUMS ARE OVERRATED." All of them. 

With each stone she gave up, something strange happened. Her scowl 

softened. Her walk straightened. She felt… Happy? Was that happiness? Or is 

just circulation returning to her legs? 

By the end of the day, she practically floated out of school. Even her cat 

jumped back on her lap. 

For the first time in years, she smiled without grimacing. 

But then came… The twist. 

As Sinead lay in bed feeling weightless and blissful that night, she heard a tiny 

thud. 

She sat up. 

There, at the foot of her bed, lay a pebble. 

 



 
Confused, she picked it up. It had one word carved in it: "YOURSELF." 

Sinead blinked. What did that mean? 

Then she heard a soft voice in her head: not spooky, just calm. 

"You've forgiven everyone… except you." 

And just like that, Sinead remembered. 

The time she spilt paint on her art project and blamed Tommy. 

The time she pretended to be sick was to avoid visiting her grandma. 

The time she said something mean about her reflection and meant it. 

Others hadn't just weighed her down. She'd been quietly collecting stones 

shaped like shame, guilt, and regret. Ones she didn't even realise were there. 

The next day, she returned to the Garden with a final, glittery rock labelled 

"MY MISTAKES." 

And Sinead? 

She laughed. A real, unburdened laugh. 

She was free. 

Well, mostly. 

She still carried a tiny stone saying, "People who don't wash their legs in the 

shower." Some grudges are sacred. 

 



 
But otherwise? 

Sinead was light as a feather—and just as likely to be found floating around 

the school with a skip in her step, a smile on her face, and only the 

occasional pebble in her sock. 

Because sometimes, letting go doesn't mean forgetting. 

It just means you don't carry it on your back while climbing the mountain of 

life. 

And if you do? 

Well, make sure it's small enough to skip across a pond. 

 


