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            ‘A heartbeat of a book … that will speak to so many.’

            Ruth Fitzmaurice, author of I Found My Tribe

            ‘An honest but beautiful account of losing yourself through life’s tragedies and finding yourself again in the wilds of your beloved homeland.’

            Niamh Fitzpatrick, author of Tell Me the Truth About Loss

            ‘There is magic in this book. With her deep-rooted attachment to the natural world and keen observation of its rhythms, Kathy Donaghy shares her cache of wisdom about a pared-back life enriched by the countryside’s treasure trove. Her beautifully told chronicle is a testament to outcomes transformed by a leap of faith.’

            Martina Devlin, columnist and novelist
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            My Dream

         

         There is a dream that comes regularly to me. In it, I’m running. I must be ten years old and I’ve hopped the ditch and climbed over the barbed-wire fence into the field in front of my parents’ house. I run past the sheep grazing nearby and leap over the stone wall at the far end of the field. I keep running, further and further. I am far from home now. In the distance, the standing stone we call the druid’s altar rises up against the expanse of empty field around it. I come here sometimes to run and to play, to imagine a time when ancient people worshipped at this place. I’m running so fast I’m out of breath. The wind whips up and makes me giddy. I have nowhere to go and nowhere to be. I am completely and resolutely happy in my own skin; this wild girl who is never happier than when she’s discovering some secret spot where a bird might have laid a bright blue egg in a secret ditch. I lost her for a while. Life in all its ups and downs stole her away. But I got her back. This is the story of how.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1

            A childhood home

         

         
            What was it about this place that wouldn’t let me go?

            I’d feel its tug when the wind blew in from the sea; the compass settings of my heart pulling me true north to a place where the gulls’ cries were as familiar as the voices of old friends, and the evening light on Lough Foyle looked like underwater stars.

         

         I’m not in my youth anymore but standing on this shore, so familiar to me, I often think I haven’t moved too far from that girl I once was. So many years have passed since I first played here among the bladderwrack, terns and abandoned boats. So much has changed and yet when I think of my changes – my own metamorphosis from 12girl to woman – I think they happened right here in this place, on this small stretch of beach beside my home.

         I’ve thought about home a lot, about what it is and what it means these past few years. Place and people, community, a physical structure where you close the door behind you and exhale. But it’s also in yourself; you carry it in the chambers of your heart and sometimes you forget that the home you offer yourself is the most important place of all. I forgot that and I got lost and it took me a while to come back because home is ultimately yourself.

         Of course home is also a place of comfort and knowing in the deepest folds of yourself that you belong somewhere. Maybe it’s about family – the one you were born into or the one you choose. For me it’s all those things too but it’s also about rootedness in place. My place is Donegal, the outer reaches of it – on the Inishowen Peninsula.

         Why am I telling you all this? Why do I want to begin with an exploration of home, to invite you into the private spaces and places in my life that make me, me? I’ve thought long and hard about this and I’m afraid to tell these truths and afraid not to in equal measure. I’ve been a journalist, telling people’s stories for the best part of thirty years. I’ve asked people to share the best and worst things in life that ever happened to them. I have thought about putting into writing some of my own worst and best and 13then scrapped the idea thinking, ‘Get a grip, who’d be interested?’

         The truth is that this is the story that kept bubbling up. I’ve wanted to write a book since I could hold a pencil. I didn’t think this would be the one I’d write. I imagined a novel. But this story, my own story, wouldn’t let me go. When I talked to friends about life, about the things in our lives that shaped us and I told them some of the things I’ve made sense of over the years, they universally responded that I needed to write these things down. I fought hard against it. Are there not enough memoirs in the world? I don’t even know if what I’m presenting to you in these pages is a memoir. I hope it’s a record of a time in my life, some lessons learned along the way. I could never hope to write a self-help book and this certainly isn’t that. I hope this is, more than anything else, a testament to love. At the end of the day, that’s really all that matters. It’s all that will be left of us in the end so it’s why I’m starting at the beginning and my love affair with place, my homeplace. And the beginning for me is in Inishowen, the place that juts out into the sea at the northernmost tip of Ireland.

         Surrounded by water, it’s almost an island. Standing atop Sliabh Sneacht, its tallest mountain, you can see why it’s called Ireland in miniature, with Lough Swilly on one side, Lough Foyle on the other and the big blue Atlantic 14Ocean swirling at its headlands. I drank deeply of it as a child. A wild place like this never leaves your soul – it informs how you see the world no matter how far you travel. The blue spaces in my life created room for my imagination to grow. The green spaces allowed me freedom to roam and explore.

         The place we’re from never really leaves us. It’s carved in our souls. Donegal left an indelible mark on mine. I compared other places to it. A lot of times they fell short. Over the course of the many years I didn’t live in Donegal, I would dream about it. In the dreams I’d visit my favourite childhood haunts: abandoned cottages, glens with rushing streams or the shores of Lough Foyle, where I spent much of my time growing up.

         Often I would wake from a dream, confused that I was in my bed a long way from Donegal. I had, only seconds earlier, been standing on my shore, playing in the sand or climbing into my father’s cot, the little boat he’d row out to his larger fishing boat moored in deeper water.

         This shore felt like my kingdom. I ruled this little stretch of rough sand with my bucket and spade. It never ceased to amaze me. I dug for sand eels, looked for buried treasure, gathered sea glass and watched the comings and goings of the gulls, the herons and the cormorants. I walked barefoot in the spirulina and across the muddy sediment at the water’s edge we called the glar. So much 15of my dreaming and changes were here on this beach, right beside where I live once again. Even when I was far away, the constant ebb and flow of Lough Foyle in my life was always there. It felt like the rhythm of my heart.

         My little shore is not the most beautiful stretch of coastline in the world. Very few people walk along it, preferring to go for the more dramatic swathes of the Atlantic Ocean. But the shore at Redcastle, which was right across the road from my primary school and a stone’s throw from my father’s family homestead, has always been a place of quiet beauty for me. It’s home to terns and sanderlings, who move as a tight pack when you get too close, their tiny legs working frantically in unison away from you before launching into flight as one. There are always herons proudly and quietly standing guard, looking out to the horizon. In the winter, the Brent geese come to us from the north-east of Canada, walking the tideline, picking up vegetation and seaweed. If you stray too close, the one nearest to shore will emit a short, gruff warning to its family members and off they’ll all swim.

         All around my parents’ house were big open fields that I loved to explore. Climbing walls and ditches, I’d walk for miles, straying to the outer limits of my childhood. In some of these fields, the walls of old stone houses stood and I’d play here for a while, making up new worlds of my own. When I got my first bike, I’d explore a bit 16further, often dragging my younger sister Anne-Marie with me to find a new place to play and convert into our own kingdom. There was a large rock in the field behind my parents’ house where I loved to sit and dream. It was the perfect place to watch the sun go down over Lough Foyle. I imagined people in distant places living busy lives far from mine in this quiet spot and even though I loved it here, there was always a pull, a curiosity about other places.

         And so, like many other young people from country areas, I left home to go to university when I was seventeen. After college I made a new life in Dublin. Sometimes in the middle of that new life as a journalist for a national newspaper, I’d find myself walking across O’Connell Bridge in the heart of the city, cup of coffee in hand, suited and booted and on my way back from a press conference. And for a split second, as I crossed the wide expanse of the city’s widest bridge, I’d get a scent of the sea. I would tilt my head and close my eyes and breathe that old familiar scent. It was the Liffey, but in that moment, I was back at home along the shore, where the world moved at a slower pace. It would stop me in my tracks, the feeling pulling me in a different direction, before I would carry on with my busy life. Inishowen was a different world away, one I’d left behind but could never forget.

         17My people have been rooted in Inishowen for generations. My father Terence’s family, the Smyths, lived in the townland of Ballyargus near the village of Redcastle. My great-grandfather built a traditional two-room stone cottage where he reared his nine children. Most of them emigrated or moved away. My father’s aunt Maggie and his uncle Jim were like grandparents to my sisters and me growing up. Jim lived in the old Smyth homestead, while Maggie built her two-bedroom house at the opposite end of the shingle lane in the late 1950s.

         My mother Philomena’s family were farmers from the townland of Ballymacarthur in Greencastle. My grandfather died when I was five years old and my memories of him are scant but my maternal grandmother, Kathleen, was a formidable woman, a brilliant farmer who could grow anything.

         We spent almost every Saturday of childhood with her, my younger sister Anne-Marie and I. My youngest sister, Carol, wasn’t born till many years later and by that time my grandmother had left the farm. Her home was a beautiful windswept place with a bird’s-eye view of Lough Foyle opening up into the wide mouth of the Atlantic. We helped her milk the goats, feed the hens and tend the horse. My first memories of picking bilberries is along the Glen Road that leads right to Kinnagoe Bay where the Atlantic’s rolling waves almost always look like giants, 18whatever the weather. We spent hours in the summer months picking the ripe berries, which grow on dense bushes low to the ground.

         The sea has featured strongly in all of the stories and lore of my family. La Trinidad Valencera, one of the Spanish Armada ships, foundered at Kinnagoe Bay. My grand-​parents’ house was only a few miles from the bay and it’s always been said that the Spanish sailors who survived settled in the townlands nearby. I don’t know if it’s true but many members of my mother’s family were what are known as the ‘black Irish’, Irish people whose dark looks could mean they could pass off as Spaniards. I look like that too.

         On my father’s side, the sea was life itself. His family had held the first salmon-fishing licences on Lough Foyle. They were talented salmon fishermen. Nets were everywhere when we were growing up, hanging out to dry in sheds or strewn out on grass where the crabs and shells had to be picked out of them. Stories abounded of hungry seals with sharp teeth stealing their precious catch. Seals were always the enemy, which feels strange as I adore these beautiful creatures and love nothing more than when they pop their heads up out of the sea when I’m swimming.

         According to the legend of Fionn Mac Cumhail, the salmon was a mythical creature which held the wisdom of the world. In our family salmon were indeed revered. 19They represented bounty and plenty and my mother would reverently fillet them and fry the darnes in the pan with butter. When my father stopped fishing, he would often get a gift of a whole salmon from one of the other fishermen during the salmon-fishing season, a tradition long since ended. The gift of a whole salmon was holy in its own way, acknowledging the heritage and tradition of place and my own family’s part in it. I can still picture the present of a large full salmon wrapped in newspaper and all that represented. This was indeed a precious gift.

         When I was very young, my father found himself in the middle of a storm while out fishing on the Foyle during the salmon season. It is called Lough Foyle but it’s really an inlet of the Atlantic Ocean and can be extremely rough in bad weather. I remember the candle lit in the window and my mother keeping watch. He came home safely to us that night, but the power of the sea and its need to be respected were feelings I innately understood from a young age.

         Legend has it that the mouth of the Atlantic, where Lough Foyle flows into the ocean near Greencastle, is also the home of the sea god, Mannanán Mac Lir. He lived on the tuns – sandbanks that appear between Magilligan Point and Inishtrahull Island. You can see them on stormy days when the white horses ride roughshod over them. Locals believe that Mannanán’s spirit is released during 20fierce storms and the tuns are said to be the entrance to his kingdom, where his chariot Wave-sweeper is led by his fierce steed Énbarr of the flowing mane.

         These stories of myth and legend infused my childhood. When I was growing up, the first thing I saw when I looked out the window each morning was the Foyle. Last thing at night, I saw it too, with the full moon reflected on its surface and the familiar buoys lit up for passing ships that you could sometimes hear as they powered along.

         In the summers of my childhood, the extended Smyth family would come home to the family homestead in Ballyargus from Glasgow, London and Dublin. Brothers and sisters would set up deckchairs outside my great-aunt Maggie’s house and talk and talk, but not before they had walked the shore and bathed their feet in the healing properties of the seaweed. This was a sacred space and it was understood that to walk barefoot there was a necessary ritual of homecoming. It’s one I have adopted whenever I leave home, even for a few days. I feel the pull of the sea and need to dip my feet in the waters of the Foyle to ground and root me back home again.

         The sea ran deep in all our lives as a powerful force of giving and taking. While it provided a living, it also brought loved ones away from home. There was no other option for so many of my father’s family but to leave. When I was a girl, my great-uncle Con, who emigrated 21to Glasgow, told me the story of the Maiden Rock, a rock that sits at the edge of Redcastle Shore. It’s grassy on top and spacious enough for several people to sit and have a picnic there.

         When he was young, it was the place where locals lit fires for departing emigrants. They did this so the last thing their loved ones would see, as they left home on passenger ships taking them off to new lives, would be the fires of home burning brightly for them and lighting the way. Con’s stories – for he was the keeper of all our family’s tales – captivated me. He never tired of telling me stories about our place and its people and I never tired of listening to them.

         My great-uncle Jim was a man of few words. He carried wheelbarrow loads of seaweed across the road from the shore to fertilise his potatoes. I can still see him pushing the barrow full of bladderwrack up the lane, the whiff of it pungent as he rolled it past. Jim had a way of knowing what the weather would be like just by looking at the sky over the water and the movement of birds. I am trying to learn this skill. As each year goes past and I observe the movements of birds, I feel I understand more about how all of nature is intertwined, although the wild creatures know this more innately than we do.

         Behind the house where my great-aunt and uncle lived is a small wood. It’s full of silver birch trees, numerous 22oak trees, holly trees and giant sycamores. In the summer the bilberry bushes are laden with fruit. In the winter the holly trees bloom with waxy leaves and bright red berries. Throughout my childhood, if I wasn’t at the shore, I was in the woods. I spent almost as much time at my great-uncle and aunt’s place as I did at home with my parents in the neighbouring townland of Drung. My mother would often sigh and suggest that some day my rough edges might be worn down smooth as she repaired yet another piece of clothing shredded by briars after I’d run through the woods.

         On hot summer’s days, the woods were the perfect place to cool off. The velvety green moss underfoot felt refreshing, the trees sheltering me from the sun. I saw them as sentries to my family’s history and strong upright guardians of our place. It would have been hard not to fall in love with this place, and I did.

         As children we often stayed overnight at weekends with Maggie in the house next door to Jim’s. I have a memory of looking out the window as Jim stepped outside his house before going to bed. I couldn’t see his face but his outline was lit up from behind by the light of his living room. He glanced up at the sky. It was a practice I observed him make on a few occasions. My younger self would watch and wonder what it was like to go to bed in the same place every night without ever having gone 23much further than the end of the lane. I didn’t want to be like that. I wanted to see the world, to travel and follow my dreams, dreams that often seemed too big for me.

         Now I think back to that memory and wonder who had it right. Jim was satisfied with his world, sure of his place in it. It made him happy to step outside at night and watch as the moon waxed and waned over his beloved Foyle. I have developed the same habit of stepping outside my own front door at night, taking in the same ancient view as he did. I’m older now. My wanderlust has been calmed. The storm that raged in me to wander far from home has given way to a calm sea inside. Now I always want to see the stars and the moon over Lough Foyle before I go to sleep too. I realise that perhaps I had to go away to appreciate my homeplace. I realise too that my choices led me here, back to this place that is my home. With the benefit of hindsight, I see that I was always going to find my way back. I don’t think I could have done otherwise.

         When I step into the woods now where I played as a child – and I try to visit every day even if it’s only to drink a cup of tea among the trees – I wonder did they miss me when I was gone. Did they think I’d abandoned them? My beautiful oak tree with the twin boughs stretching around one another as if lost in an embrace – did it look for me? The trees have aged too. They’re taller and thicker 24than when I was a girl.

         I put my hand on their bark and feel the familiar coarseness. It’s like greeting old friends. I cannot walk through the wood without placing my hands gently on their grizzled trunks or leaning my forehead against the moss that covers them.

         I never exactly fell out of love with my homeplace but there came a time in life when I felt like I didn’t fit in here anymore. My dreams were to become a journalist. Exactly how, I did not know. But the seed of an idea had been planted by a book I’d read. It was about a young girl who heard a voice in her sleep. Her name was Dakin and she was summoned by a mountain to leave her home and free the mountain that had been under a spell for hundreds of years.

         My teacher at Drung National School, a two-room school house right across the stone wall from Maggie’s house, asked me to write a review of this book, The Farthest-Away Mountain. I must have been ten or eleven years old when I read this tale of trolls and gargoyles and was entranced by the bravery of Dakin who, like me, lived in a small but beautiful place where she was in love with nature. But when the mountain called, she listened. I wrote my review and my teacher said that it was like something a journalist might write. What was this? I wondered. A job where you could write and tell stories – I had to discover 25more. How to make it happen would be trickier.

         When I went to Carndonagh Community School in the mid-1980s. I felt like I had been swallowed whole. At the time, it was the biggest second-level school in the country. Our proximity to the border meant the Troubles – the violent sectarian conflict that claimed thousands of lives in Northern Ireland – were never too far away. That same proximity and the geography of Inishowen had the effect of cutting us off from the rest of Donegal and indeed the rest of the Republic of Ireland. Unemployment, early school leaving and a lack of opportunities were rife.

         Into this mix came Fruit of the Loom, a giant textile operation with outlets in the towns of Buncrana and Malin. It became a huge draw for young people promised good wages. Many left school early. By the time I did my Leaving Cert, the eleven classes which had started in first year had whittled down to just four.

         Donegal in the 1980s didn’t feel like a place for making dreams come true and it could be a harsh place for a person who wanted to do something with her life that fell outside the norm. I wanted to become a journalist, to travel the world, to meet people and tell their stories. I don’t know how many times people, including some teachers, told me to do something more sensible. Despite this, I wasn’t discouraged even though I wasn’t sure how it might be possible when getting through the school day felt like an 26exercise in survival of the fittest. You kept your head down as a younger member of the school population. Sticking your head above the parapet would have risked drawing attention to yourself and that was not where you wanted to be. For the first three years of school at least, I did my best to be invisible.

         By the time the Leaving Cert rolled around, you were in safer territory. If you were one of the few students taking the final exam, you were a lot more comfortable in your own skin.

         My English class was the best thing about my entire school experience. My teacher, Mr Gallagher, was not typical. Indeed, he went out of his way to set up our classroom in a hemicycle shape to encourage us to talk. This would be a forum for discussion of the prescribed texts. It was a space where I thrived. Looking back, it’s the place I first found my voice.

         I remember returning to Carn School and knocking on Mr Gallagher’s door after I got my Leaving Cert results to tell him I’d be going to university to study English. I said my thanks, but I don’t think I was fully able to articulate the influence he had had in my life or the gift those classes had been. He had offered us a space to talk about poetry, about writing and how it made you feel. That space had only ever existed in my head. He had flicked a switch and I was buzzing with possibility as a result. He had opened 27up worlds in that room. It was a safe space to talk about words and what they might mean, what they could mean. Coming through that classroom door was like crossing a threshold to another world.

         For a kid who loved having her head stuck in books, those classes were like a treasure chest. It occurred to me that perhaps there was a world out there where you could immerse yourself in writing and in telling stories.

         When I look back to my last summer at home before moving away, I remember it as a time of magic. My friends and I would be moving on, but for that summer we were celebrating life. We went out at the weekends. I had a part-time job in the local hotel so I had some disposable income. My college place was guaranteed. Life was good.

         There were whole days and evenings when my friends and I would sit on the beach at Shroove, a small cove where the Atlantic rolls in near the village of Greencastle, and talk and dream and try to think of what our futures might look like. We’d sit there until the evening light faded and the sand grew cold and our teeth chattered. We could talk for hours about what these new lives might look like. We were so full of hope.

         In the autumn of 1991, I took up my place at college. I opted for a degree in English and French at Maynooth University. I still went home almost every weekend of first year. The buses from Dublin were packed with 28students from Donegal, like me, making their once-weekly trip home. I hated the return journey on a Sunday. The bus we took did a tour of Inishowen before finally crossing the border into Derry and heading for Dublin.

         As the bus journeyed through the village of Clonmany and then into Buncrana, I would look at the people enjoying late-afternoon walks on Lisfannon Beach with their kids and their dogs and think how simple life would be just to be home. It was a fleeting thought and I never indulged it. My purpose was set – college life was heady and I threw myself into the thick of it until I got stuck.

         I didn’t see it coming or recognise the warning signs. When I look back, it seemed to descend like a dense fog and for the life of me I couldn’t see how I’d find a way out. It started with fatigue; I was so tired all the time. I could sleep all day and sometimes found I did. It was third year, my final year, and while it was now time to get serious and knuckle down to do some work, I couldn’t do something as simple as get myself out of bed. It never occurred to me to go home for a while. I think if I’d taken that option, I might never have left again. Going home would have felt like failure too. Had I not chosen this path for myself?

         I was unhappy and anxious. Life looked uncertain. My periods stopped. I was retreating fully into girlhood, not wanting to step forward into the adult world. Always 29outgoing, now I didn’t care about anything except sleeping. I was twenty years old and I was tired and exhausted with life. I was also so sad all the time, crying profusely, about what exactly I didn’t know. I began to believe that if I didn’t wake up it would be a relief because it was only when I was asleep that I didn’t feel tortured, anxious and sad.

         I know that friends found it hard to understand what I was going through. I had always been so sociable and here I was running a mile from anything to do with meeting others. I pushed some of them away; others didn’t care to know. I eventually told my family how I was feeling. I was diagnosed with depression.

         Diagnosis sounds like the wrong way to describe something that has a stranglehold on every fibre of your being. But that’s what it was. I began seeing a counsellor and every Monday of that academic year, I travelled into Dublin city by bus, taking another bus to Tallaght where the counsellor was based. I had never been in a situation where I’d been for counselling before, but I knew something had to change. What was happening to me? Who was I becoming?

         Over the course of those months, I began to look at my life and make sense of where I was. It was a slow, gradual process of being able to come back to myself. I see it clearly now; I was afraid. I was afraid of becoming 30the person I always wanted to be. In my head, my dreams felt as huge as stepping off the edge of a cliff and hoping to sprout wings. I was also homesick – not in the sense of missing home, but in the sense of missing some fundamental part of me that seemed like it could only be happy in Donegal.

         I wanted to go back to a time when I woke to the smell of the sea and watched the light changing by the minute on Lough Foyle. I wanted to taste the nectar from the honeysuckle as I walked the fields. The dreams I had of being a journalist seemed at odds with all this until the wise woman counsellor reminded me that Donegal is not just a place on a map, it’s in me. She told me that it was in the inflections of my accent as I spoke. The skies and sunsets and lick of salt in the winds of home were held deep in my soul. And so, uprooted as I was, I carried this like a pearl deep inside me, worrying it between my fingers if I ever felt unsure of where and who I was in the world.

         I will forever be grateful to this woman for reminding me that the places we come from leave their marks on our hearts and our souls. Even when we are far from them, we hold the memory of them like water in the bowl of our being. Over time, something began to shift. It wasn’t overnight. The heavy, leaden feeling I’d been carrying was lightening. The trouble was easing. I was no longer lethargic. Enthusiasm for life was bubbling up again slowly, like 31a spring rising deep from the bowels of the earth. I felt like I was finally coming out of the fog of depression that had set in and left me floundering.

         My recovery started slowly but gradually in the way that your body reacts almost automatically when you hear certain music. My body and mind were starting to tune into the music of the world again. My dreams started to take shape again and I suppose I began to feel hopeful. Hope is a big word when you’re depressed. It’s a word you don’t indulge in. It’s too big. But that’s exactly what it was.

         By the end of the academic year, I was lucky to pass my exams and graduate. My experience of college had been tainted by the last year where I struggled deeply, but the experience informed how I saw the world. It gave me a greater understanding of how fragile our mental health can be. I never took mine for granted again. With good professional help, I realised that the gifts of my childhood, the freedom I’d experienced, my love of nature, my sense of deep rootedness and love of place and family could all be ballast against other storms in life. These could guide me back to myself when I lacked courage in situations. I could call on them when I felt unsure.

         Do the cormorants feel unsure or full of self-doubt as they flap wildly over the breaking waves? These brave little birds have always been my favourites. I had spent many days in childhood watching them sitting on top of 32huge rolling waves looking like they would be pounded by the wall of water coming towards them. What always amazed me was how they knew just how to position themselves so that as the wave began its roll, they seemed to bob along the top before it broke. They know this is their place and sitting on top of the ocean as the waves come one after the other is what their life is about. I had to find the courage to do that too. I had to acknowledge that I was afraid of what the future held and get on with it anyway. And I did.

         Home gave me that courage. I was ready to take the next steps. I was still unsteady on my feet but I wanted to try. Remembering where I came from, my family, my place in the world, gave me wings. And indeed I soared in this new world. I found my way.

         But in the course of a lifetime you can get lost more than once. Finding your way back doesn’t get any easier just because you’re older, even if you have more tools at your disposal to navigate the route.

         As you age, the world can become hostile to sad bereft women. There’s a reason mad women were always locked in attics in literature. It’s so their screams don’t annoy people. But if we don’t scream, we don’t heal. If we don’t talk and tell people about the things that hurt us, then we’re going to get stuck. Everyone gets stuff to deal with in life. The longer I live, the more I see that this is true. Being 33comfortable with our own painful pasts and journeys is part of coming home to ourselves. And this is why I want to tell you my story about how I found my way home again; how embracing the wildness in myself and all around me helped me map the way.  
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