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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

-Sloane

      

    


I didn’t think it would hit me this fast—the heat, the silence, the sense that I was suddenly very far from everything that had ever mattered to me.

It was only day two of the safari.

The first morning, I woke up in a king-sized tent with ivory canvas flaps and mosquito nets that looked like something out of a Pinterest board. There was hot coffee delivered in a silver thermos, a view of the savannah right from my wooden deck, and absolute, surreal quiet.

And I hated it.

Not really, but my brain didn’t know how to turn off. Not yet. I was still half-answering emails in my head, still mentally scrolling Instagram while watching a family of elephants pass like ghosts through the tall golden grass.

I came alone. Everyone thought I was crazy for it.

“Madison, who goes on a luxury safari alone?” my coworker Lindsay had asked, like I’d told her I was planning to wrestle crocodiles.

I didn’t tell her the real answer: because I didn’t want anyone with me. I needed to figure out who I was when no one else was watching.

And maybe I was just a little tired of trying so hard for people who didn’t try back.

I zipped my tent closed and started down the path toward the main lodge for the morning game drive. The air was warm already, thick with dust and flowers and something ancient I couldn’t name. The grass rustled with invisible movement—bugs, maybe a lizard, maybe something bigger. I’d stopped asking. Everything in Africa felt bigger than me anyway.
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