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This is a story of someone who got really tired of keeping herself small.
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Introduction


I’ve picked up books in moments of joy, of despair, moments where I needed guidance, answers, even reassurance. Because a book can be your North Star, your shining light. A chance to escape and, weirdly, at the same time reconnect.


I have read to show me a way, clear my path – back to what I know is true, back to my heart, back to me. I read when I need a pep talk, a hug, a reassuring arm. A guide, a light, a way.


So wherever you are, and whatever your reason, I’m really glad you’re here. Because this is a story for us all. For anyone who needs a helping hand or to find a new way. For anyone who’s tired of holding themselves back, for anyone who knows they deserve more.


This story is for those who have more to do, more to give, more life to live.
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I often ask people if they had a crystal ball, would they peek at their future? Would they look to see if it all works out?


There have been so many days where I have found myself on the floor, begging for that crystal ball. I’d think, if I could just see into my future, if I could just know there are better days coming, then I could make it through one more day.


Now I can see that those dark, messy, unbearable rock-bottom moments can be a gift. They come to show us a better way. So why do we spend our lives trying to avoid them?


They come to remind us that life passes in the blink of an eye and to remind us how precious we really are.


My rock bottom arrived like a tornado. It shattered my life into a million pieces. My heart shattered into a million more. And as I stood, left with utter destruction, I promised myself that, no matter what it took, I would put it all back together. Exactly the way it was.


But soon it became clear that it was never supposed to be rebuilt the same way because I was never supposed to go back.


Being told I had breast cancer in 2017, when I was thirty-two, felt like cruel timing – my precious seven-month-old baby, my beautiful family, my wonderful life. Then the darkness came. The mornings where my tears started falling before l had a chance to even open my eyes. The stab in the heart when I remembered.


I longed for my carefree, innocent self. Even now, five years later, sometimes I’ll get a split second where I wish I could go back. But it’s only a moment in time, because now I can see that before I got sick I was completely and utterly frozen.


Fear and doubt ruled my life.


I was so afraid of losing everything that I did nothing.


Life stayed the same for me year after year – the only thing that changed was the internal voice. As time passed, I became harder on myself. You see, I could never be really comfortable with who I was. I couldn’t be alone with my thoughts.


I was so aware of myself, but never at one with myself, because I was trying so hard to become something I was never supposed to be. I became so out of touch with myself that I didn’t know who I was any more. I always had a sense that I was viewing my life from the outside in. Now I can see it’s meant to be lived from the inside out.


For those first few weeks of my diagnosis, I stood back and watched my life burn to the ground. I was forced to surrender. Everything that I had once longed for no longer mattered. And through those deepest, darkest moments one thing remained … me.


I began to see that my life was built on unsteady ground. So I let it go and opened my mind to a new path, a new way. I spent many days, weeks even, physically on the floor. It felt safe there. That’s where I could think and process. But when it was time, and the time did come, I stood up. And for the first time in my life, I trusted enough to move forward.


I could see now that this was my time. This was my opportunity to rebuild. To put my life back together exactly the way I wanted. For years, I knew I was meant for more, and now here I stood, without the walls, without my armour, ready to meet myself where I was. Because in those darkest on-the-floor moments, one thing became clear: I loved myself and I loved my life. This was my opportunity to learn to live from the inside out.


Over the course of this book I want to share with you how I went from revolving every day – waiting for my life to begin and waiting to have belief in myself – to truly living, discovering my true potential and transforming my life. Everything changed when I quit people-pleasing, connected with myself, embraced curiosity, created real change and began to trust life enough to stay open. But I couldn’t have done any of these things without the others.


We get so used to rejecting our true selves and ignoring our inner voice that we become unrecognisable to ourselves, as we live our lives for other people. We ignore what we need because we are so consumed with what everyone else is thinking, or what everyone else thinks of us.


We fear stepping out of our comfort zone because it’s safer to stay the same.


But this is not how we’re meant to live.


Our dreams get pushed out, and we start to become detached from our true selves, the connection getting weaker and weaker.


I looked for external validation everywhere I went because other people’s happiness became more important than my own. But when I finally stopped, after thirty-two years of running away from myself, I could finally see.


And that’s when my incredible journey began.


I went around in circles for years. I ran myself into the ground. And it was only when it all fell apart that it became clear. Everything I needed, I had all along.


Everything I needed was inside me.


And it’s inside you too.









Quit
People-Pleasing
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It’s time to stop and look at the time and place where we abandoned our inner world.
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I sat with my counsellor Berna, who I had been seeing for a couple of months, in 2018, one year after my breast cancer diagnosis. I had been given the go-ahead to go ‘back to normal’. It was time to go back out into the world again. I couldn’t believe that time had come.


There was something so comforting about that room. It reminded me of my nana’s house in Terenure, my mum’s mum. That house was filled with so much love and joy. It was where I spent my days making apple tarts and playing the piano. I was so happy with my nana and papa.


As I sat with Berna, I got the same feeling – nowhere else to be, just perfectly happy in that moment.


I was there to speak about my cancer and the crippling feeling I had that it would return. I was still wearing a wig; it was still very raw. But I had grown to love my time with Berna. It was approaching winter, and sometimes I’d arrive early and sit in my car for a few minutes. I felt so comforted looking up to her second-floor office, seeing the orangey hue of the soft lamp and knowing for the next hour everything was going to be all right. You see, she helped me connect with what I knew was true in my heart: that in that moment I was well, that in that moment everything was OK.


I was getting ready to go back to work, to see all of my friends. I was supposed to be happier than ever. But everything had changed so much. I needed help to find a way to adjust to this new life. To be comfortable with who I was now.


I loved that it was dark when our sessions ended, because I could cry all the way home, often with the rain pelting off the window. Most of the time, I was crying with pure relief that I was alive.


On those evenings in the pouring rain, watching as my windscreen wipers worked overtime, I thought how symbolic they were of how my life used to be. Just keep going. Everything used to happen at such a fast pace. But it was all different now. I was different.


As the sessions went on, I felt more and more comfortable to really speak from my heart. To go further than the cancer. To go way back.


I told Berna that I always had this feeling of ‘surviving’ – you know, just getting to the next day. I never really enjoyed anything in between. Even on holidays, I could never fully relax.


Berna would bring me back to when I was a little girl. And reminded me of the years when I would give myself pep talks. You see, my parents had broken up when I was teeny tiny, less than two years old. And they shared me. I don’t think it was an easy time for either of them. This was the eighties, where separation was difficult to navigate. When I think back to that time, it’s almost like I was loved too much. They both wanted me all the time!


But with their separation came a lot of moving around for me, and the strangest thing was that I had two names. I was Georgie to my mum and Georgina to my dad. I wanted to be Georgie all the time, but I guess that’s where the people-pleasing started. I love both of my parents very much. But I felt like two different people. I had two houses, two wardrobes, two sets of toys, two of everything, even two identities. One way in one house, another way in the other. That’s just how I rolled back then.


As a little girl, I was obsessed with my mum. She felt like all I ever needed. And I suppose it would have been easier to have one home, one base. My mum was, and still is, everything to me. My best friend. But I never wanted to, could never, hurt my dad’s feelings. Instead, I sacrificed my own. I couldn’t find the words to say how I really felt. Because I was too afraid of letting anyone down. And so, the pep talks came, where I would tell myself to sacrifice my own feelings for the sake of others, that I would be OK no matter what, once I didn’t let anyone down.


My parents had fifty-fifty custody and swapped me over every couple of days. Over and back, over and back. To different sides of the city.


I was so envious of kids in my class who didn’t know what day it was, because I always had to know what day it was – I always had to know where I was headed next. My guard never dropped; I could never just be. It was like there was a clock over my head, counting down the minutes until I became the other version of myself. So I never let myself get too happy or too comfortable. I’d have to leave halfway through a day of fun with my cousins or straight after a family dinner to go to my dad’s house. On the move again.


So as I moved through life, I transitioned from adult-pleaser to people-pleaser. I hated confrontation, the feeling of someone being disappointed in me, the feeling of letting anyone down. My entire life revolved around whatever job I had at the time. I pushed and pushed myself and sacrificed my own needs and happiness for others. I kept going until one day it went bang. That’s when I had no option but to let everything fall to the ground.


It’s probably pretty obvious now that I had a lot of unresolved trauma. I protected myself by building an identity that I thought people would love, intent on keeping everyone else happy – so much so that I lost all sense of who I was deep down and what it was I needed from life.


I couldn’t be with myself fully, either, because I didn’t want to deal with the feelings of insecurity and uncertainty. So I numbed myself by being busy all the time. It was easier to push the feelings away and distract myself than it was to really sit down and process all of the ups and downs I had dealt with along the way.


When I think of my childhood, nothing bad happened to me. I was loved and taken care of. But not using my voice from a young age definitely carried through to my later years. So much so that when I thought about not using my voice and the feelings associated with that, I would feel it physically. It was like having a lump in my throat but it was so big I couldn’t breathe. As I grew up and moved into my twenties, instead of questioning this and seeing why it was happening, I would just push the feelings away.


You may be familiar with the book The Body Keeps The Score by Bessel van der Kolk. In it, van der Kolk examines how trauma can reshape the body and the brain and can negatively affect our minds and bodies. That’s the problem with burying our trauma and our pain. When we allow those feelings to drop deeper and deeper they have no way to escape and they embed themselves deep within.


So my evenings with Berna involved going back to that little girl and releasing all of those feelings and stories. Then I could see everything with a brand new perspective. And that set me free, a little bit more at a time. I got to go back to that little girl and tell her that everything worked out better than she could have imagined, that I didn’t have to worry or carry so much. And with that, I gave myself permission to move into my new chapter.


In 2003, I studied Tourism and French in DIT in Cathal Brugha Street in Dublin. I didn’t have a word of French and I had absolutely no idea what I was doing there. However, instead of bidding an au revoir to DIT, I stuck in there for three years. My three friends in DIT were brilliant – we had such a laugh. I really needed them. In fact, I needed them a lot more than they needed me.


I remember driving in for my 9 a.m. lectures and texting them from the car. If they hadn’t made it that day, I would just turn around and drive home. Madness, I know, but I simply didn’t have the confidence to walk into a lecture hall on my own. I was far too self-conscious. Deep down, terrified of rejection and being on my own.


When I think back to that time, I feel like an entirely different person. After three years I dropped out, and my mum helped and encouraged me to study journalism in Dublin Business School. There I met Audrey and Rebecca, two people that would have an incredible impact on my life. Rebecca has taught me so much and Audrey is like the sister I never had. I went from failing to thriving. I loved my course. I never missed a lecture and was often top of the class – an absolute first for me.


As I grew into my twenties, I had a lovely sense that I was in control of my life. But with that came the need to make my world smaller. I didn’t like to be anywhere I didn’t feel 100 per cent comfortable. I lived full-time with my mum, my amazing stepdad Joe (one of the greatest people in my life) and my brothers Mick and Sam. I was so supported and so loved.


I was finally Georgie. I had one identity, and I began to build my own independent life, one that I had dreamed of and was so happy in, but with that came the need for everything to stay the same. I liked my people; I liked my bubble.


I started to define the type of person I was. I told myself all these stories, like that I loved being tucked up and cosy, that I didn’t like taking chances so going on adventures or even outside in the cold wasn’t for me. That I hated exercising. I did the things I liked to do and not much else. I liked to just fit in.


Now I know that, deep down, there was a pit of so many unspoken words. So much that I hadn’t dealt with and never addressed because I was afraid of what thinking about it might do. What destruction it might cause if I brought it all up again. So I did nothing, turned my head the other way and just … kept going.


When I was twenty-three, in my second year of studying journalism, I applied to work in Spin 1038. It was the coolest radio station in Dublin. Their street marketing team, also known as the Spinis, drove around in pink cars handing out merchandise and flyers – I loved the idea of it. I thought if I could just get a job on the promotional team, maybe I could work my way up to the newsroom. So I applied, but got no response. After four or five attempts and no result, I had to think of another way. I contacted a friend of a friend who I knew worked there, and they helped me get an interview. I was shaking walking into the building that day – I was there to meet the marketing manager – and little did I know he would end up becoming my future husband. It was Jamie! I still think if he hadn’t answered my email, where would we be today?


I loved to work. I also had a job at an Italian restaurant where I had worked since I was sixteen. Between college, the restaurant and Spin I was always on the go, but I loved it that way. I didn’t like to pause for too long. I really didn’t like the idea of having nothing to do, because what if something uncomfortable came up? When I wasn’t working I was socialising, and vice versa. It was one or the other.


After college I went full-time with the street team, and after two years of long days, early mornings and weekend shifts, I eventually landed a job in the newsroom as one of the newsreaders.


This was my happy ever after. A dream come true.


Spin became more than just a job – it became my life. I finally had something of my own, just for me. I felt so accepted there, a deep feeling of belonging. I was so desperate to stay there and be a part of it that I gave every bit of myself to the job. I became so focused on it that I had no time for anything else. No time to grow any other part of me.


After a couple of years, I set my sights on 98FM – one of the oldest and most iconic radio stations in Dublin. It was my dream to read the breakfast news there. It was a more grown-up station and it felt like a natural step for me. Luckily we shared an office with 98, and everyone had to walk past my desk to get to the kitchen. I had moved into an entertainment role in Spin at that point, so I was the person everyone came to for the entertainment news. It was fun, but I was conscious that I was outgrowing the role.


I decided that if everyone could see how hard I worked, I would get a promotion. So I never left my desk. I never took a break. I just worked, worked, worked, barely coming up for air. All meals were eaten at my desk. The little cup of water that I would fill up at the start of the day was still full in the exact same position at the end of the day. I was a yes person – nothing was too much trouble. I just piled and piled on the workload. Often my heart raced throughout the day as I tried to meet deadlines, running from studio to studio. I worked overtime, weekends, always taking on more and more.


I never stopped to question how I was living or why I was putting myself through this. And, the thing is, nobody even asked me to do it. I just wanted to do more and more because I was trying to prove my worthiness. But to who? Maybe it was to myself?


At the time, I don’t think I was quite sure. Maybe I thought it was my only path, the only way. That there were no other options for me outside of that building because I had made my world so small. Maybe I just loved everyone I worked with and it was enough.


Now I can see the bigger picture, that I was probably trying to prove my worthiness.


Just before Jamie and I got engaged in 2014, I interviewed for that dream job at 98FM – to become the breakfast news anchor on the new breakfast show. I convinced myself that this was my time, my opportunity. I put all of my eggs in one basket, so it had to work out. I remember the call to say I didn’t get it. I was away at the time and it felt like such a big blow because I didn’t have a plan B. I didn’t know where else to turn.


I took it hard. I beat myself up about it. Of course it was my fault – I wasn’t clever enough, I didn’t deserve it. Those were the damaging stories swirling around in my head. I couldn’t see that losing out to someone who had more experience didn’t reflect who I was as a person.


At that time I had two choices, even though I could only see one. I could look at other opportunities, take it as a redirection, become curious about the bigger picture of my life. Or I could wait it out. I could wait until the person who’d got the job left, and then I could try again – even if it took four or five years. I don’t have to tell you which option I chose.


I was willing to put my life on hold for years for that job, and so I did. Now if something doesn’t work out in my life it makes me curious. Hmmm, there must be something else for me. Now I am open and curious enough to see it. Before, I was closed down. I had tunnel vision and put all of my energy into one outcome. An outcome that was never meant for me.


Time just kept passing by. I couldn’t understand why things weren’t happening for me. How could everyone not see how hard I was working? Why was I reading the entertainment news when I knew I could do more?


And so for years I was just revolving, going around and around. Instead of questioning what else there might be for me, I just kept pouring more and more of myself into my job.


Now I can see that no amount of overtime was getting me that job in 98FM. Because I needed to lead the way to create change in my life. There will be no growth in your external world until you make your inner world a better place to be. Now I can see that, now it’s clear!


Around this time I got a regular slot on Xposé, an Irish TV show about fashion and celebrities. I was a contributor, and I’d come into the studio to speak about celebrity news. I would drive to Ballymount and nervously stand in the corner of the dressing room fixing my hair and makeup, so intimidated by the stars of the show yet so willing to learn from them and take it all in. They were lovely to me and I felt very welcome. But afterwards, I would drive home to where Jamie and I now lived and watch the show from behind the couch. I couldn’t bear to watch it back, yet I couldn’t bear not to. I would cry every single time I saw myself on TV – I was so embarrassed. I would tear myself apart for hours afterwards – I couldn’t believe how awful I looked, I cringed at myself, I couldn’t stand it. Every second of the entire experience was absolute torture to me.


I was protecting myself by being my worst critic. Can you relate to this? Thinking that if you say something mean about yourself first, maybe it won’t hurt so much if someone else does later? I think we often do this without realising. We are our own worst critics to soften the blow if we fail.


But week after week I was setting myself up for failure because of the version of myself I was bringing to the show. So, really, it made no difference how I looked or what I said, because I would have always found something wrong. My inner world was in turmoil. I had no confidence in who I was. Because I had no idea who I was.


What if instead I got up from behind the couch and sat with myself? What if I questioned the bigger picture of my life? Like, what am I actually trying to achieve here? Where am I going? What am I doing? Do I even want this? And probably the most important question of all: why do I always feel less than?


But I didn’t do any of that. Instead I just drove out to Ballymount and went on TV week after week because someone told me to. I came home and watched the show, cried to my mum and Jamie and got up the next day and carried on like normal. And nobody would have had a clue.


A couple of months later, the girl who booked me for the show texted to say they were going to mix things up a little. She said they’d be in touch – a really polite way to tell me to hang up my rollers. I remember exactly where I was standing when I read the message. I have never felt so relieved. Even though I was embarrassed, as it seemed to confirm everything I thought about myself, at the same time it felt like a huge weight had been lifted from me. So that’s two different emotions I was feeling.




1.The embarrassment was that feeling of failure, that I had let myself and people around me down. That I was rejected by the tribe. That I wasn’t good enough for my external world.


2.The second feeling was the absolute relief that I didn’t have to do it any more. I was inwardly delighted! I was free, I was happy, thank God! That was how I was truly feeling in my internal world.





So what feeling did I end up spending more time with? The embarrassment, of course. Because my external world is where I spent all my time. I couldn’t let myself enjoy the feeling in my internal world because I was so caught up in the other one.


Back then, I was so disconnected from myself that I couldn’t see it. I wasn’t ready to ask myself why I was relieved the text came in from the producer, and what this relief was trying to tell me.




If you can relate to this, is it time to ask yourself the following questions:


What in my life is making me feel good?


What in my life is making me feel bad?


What is making me feel well and what is making me feel unwell?


When an experience is revealing itself for what it really is, am I ready to see it?


And then you can begin to ask yourself the bigger questions:


Who am I?


Without your significant other or kids? Without responsibilities? And without your stuff like your car or house?


What are my values?


It is useful to define your values so you can use them as your guide when making decisions. Your values are what matter most to you. They are different for everyone, and they can change over time. For me, I value my family, being a good listener and helping others. Can you make a list of yours?


Who do I want to be?


Again, without your stuff, who do you want to be? What energy do you want to bring to the world?





Now, when I appear on TV, I am a completely different person. I don’t need to hide any more – I have full confidence in who I am and I believe in myself.


As the years passed in Spin, I felt like people I worked with were always onto bigger and better things. I was so happy for them. I’d brought them in, trained them, and now they were flying the nest. And as they soared, I looked on and told myself that that would never happen for me. That I had missed the boat, it was too late, and I was stuck. It felt like the only option for me was to stick it out where I was.


I became so fixated on one outcome that everything else fell by the wayside. There was no growth. And this is what happens when we have one focus: it is hard to consider anything else. When we hold on a particular outcome so tightly, we don’t allow space for the universe to reveal what it is trying to show us. Or where else it can bring us.


That’s when we fall into the trap of playing the waiting game. And with the waiting game comes language like:




I’ll be happy when …


I’ll be healthier when …


I’ll start living when …





I married Jamie in 2015, and when we were trying for our precious Pia, from the outside it looked like I had everything I needed: a beautiful husband, a loving family, great friends, a lot of love. But still something just wasn’t right. And I could never quite put my finger on it.


It’s like I could never feel entirely comfortable with who I was. I carried guilt like I was never doing enough. That I wasn’t giving enough. And I just kept going, always searching and looking for more. Giving everything I had away, with no time, compassion or even consideration for me.


And as the years went on, I became more overworked, tired, drained and frustrated. I was tired of doing the same thing all the time. But I just kept going, because I told myself when I got the job in 98FM, then I’d sort out my life, then I’d have more time, then I’d be happy. I couldn’t see it at the time, but nothing on the outside was ever going to fall into place until I fixed the inside. We often distract ourselves with small day-to-day problems so we don’t have to deal with the bigger issues. I was simply keeping myself busy with what was directly in front of me so I didn’t have to step outside of myself and take a real look at how I felt.


For many years, I looked for external validation and I defined my self-worth based on what others thought of me or could do for me. My beliefs about myself were closing down the world around me, making it smaller and smaller. It was damaging, limiting and detrimental to my overall health. The truth was I believed that I wasn’t enough.


If only I had known then what I know now: when you stop people-pleasing you will change your life. And not only did I change my life, but a life that I could have only dreamed of started to reveal itself to me.


So what changed it all? It was simple. I finally found a willingness to spend some time with myself.
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Martha Beck – one of the world’s leading life coaches – speaks about people-pleasing in her podcast The Gathering. She also refers to this as over-giving. Martha worked with Oprah for over twenty years, and if I ever need guidance she is the first person I turn to. She says people-pleasers often feel ‘drained, angry or resentful’ and end up feeling ‘out of balance’. Hands up if that sounds familiar. This was such an aha moment for me, because that’s how I felt for years. I couldn’t pinpoint why I was so exhausted day after day, but it was because I was giving all of my energy away and keeping nothing for myself.


Martha says we need to be aware of how much we are giving to the world, because people can easily ‘push the limit’ of how much we give. And this isn’t just in our careers – this can be at home, in our relationships, with our friends and even with our kids!
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