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What people are saying about

The Anti-consumerist Druid

Katrina Townsend’s experience of navigating from a consumerist world into one that enters the realms of spirituality is beautifully expressed in this book. Her writing is open and honest, humorous and thought-provoking and takes you along the journey to where one can find peace in both the self and the world. It’s an ongoing process, as she demonstrates so well in this book, of reviewing and reflecting upon one’s habits and, for some, addiction, and being able to come out with a real sense of breaking the cycle of wanting more, through learning to love what you have. In this we find spirituality, expressed in this book through the tradition of Druidry and its love of nature which guides us to live our lives according to that love. I highly recommend this book to everyone, Druids and Pagans, and people of all faiths and none.

Joanna van der Hoeven, Director of Druid College and author of several books including The Book of Hedge Druidry, The Hedge Druid’s Craft and The Awen Alone: Walking the Path of the Solitary Druid

The way Katrina writes is relatable and motivational, effortlessly mixing the spiritual with a humorous take on the more mundane aspects of life and showing how they’re more connected than we might think. The book gave me a real sense of ‘I can do this too’. It was engaging and felt like sitting down for tea and a chat with a good friend – I truly and thoroughly enjoyed it.

Isabelle Alexandra Louise, Tarot reader, artist and sustainable fashion designer at Clove and Moon

I really enjoyed the journey Katrina takes us on – through her re-discovery of paganism and her relationship to community after taking a conscious step back from mindless consumerism. Her initial decision to take a spending break took on a life of its own, eventually evolving into a more informed way of looking at the world outside of her doorstep, deepening her relationships with her loved ones, and rekindling her spiritual relationship with the land she lives on, all over the course of a two-year period. I definitely think one of the best parts was being reminded of that infinite feeling of discovery at your fingertips that paganism can provide when you’re starting out on your journey in earnest. It’s something we can lose sight of over time, and it feels like a much-needed breath of fresh air as Katrina takes us along on her spiritual discovery culminating in a tangible relationship to her matron goddess.

Trinidy Patterson, proprietor of the HedgeWitch Haus, Occult writer, and Herbalist

Katrina Townsend’s journey from hedonistic consumerism to a deep communion with nature makes for a fascinating and compelling read. She writes with engaging honesty as well as humour, delving into the wisdom and magic of our Celtic past to find her own truth in the modern world. Her story will resonate with anyone who has found solace in walking England’s green lanes, or glimpsed an older reality in the contours of hill and hedgerow.

Jill Todd, author of Echo of Bells





The Anti-consumerist Druid

How I Beat My Shopping Addiction Through Connection With Nature





The Anti-consumerist Druid

How I Beat My Shopping Addiction Through Connection With Nature

Katrina Townsend


[image: frn_fig_002.png]


Winchester, UK
Washington, USA







[image: frn_fig_003.png]


First published by Moon Books, 2022

Moon Books is an imprint of John Hunt Publishing Ltd., No. 3 East Street, Alresford

Hampshire SO24 9EE, UK

office@jhpbooks.net

www.johnhuntpublishing.com

www.moon-books.net

For distributor details and how to order please visit the ‘Ordering’ section on our website.

Text copyright: Katrina Townsend 2021

ISBN: 978 1 78904 519 2

978 1 78904 520 8 (ebook)

Library of Congress Control Number: 2021949916

All rights reserved. Except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission from the publishers.

The rights of Katrina Townsend as author have been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

Design: Matthew Greenfield

UK: Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CR0 4YY Printed in North America by CPI GPS partners


We operate a distinctive and ethical publishing philosophy in all areas of our business, from our global network of authors to production and worldwide distribution.







For Dai and the Spud





Acknowledgements

I owe so much to my dad and fellow author, Norman Townsend, who sadly passed away whilst this book was still a work in progress. Thank you, Dad, for your endless support, advice and encouragement. I miss you every day.

Thanks most of all to my husband ‘Dai’ for your support and total unflappability, and to my gorgeous Spudling for teaching me patience, perseverance, and the benefits of playing in the mud. Thanks, Mum, for raising me the way you did, I’m pretty happy with how I turned out and I hope you are too. I love you all and hope this book won’t embarrass you too much.

(Hello, dear family and friends who are reading this to support me! I am very grateful! I look forward to having many awkward conversations with you once you’ve finished this book and all illusions of my normality have been shattered.)

Much love and gratitude also to ‘Topaz’, ‘Bel’, ‘Alice’, ‘Ana’, Trinidy and Isabelle for your great kindness in reading and advising on early drafts of this book. A thousand blessings upon you!

Thanks also to Moon Books for giving me this opportunity.





Introduction

For much of my life, I have been what is politely termed an ‘overshopper’. Addiction is a strong word, and I have no wish to minimise the struggles of others, but I can say with alacrity that throughout my teens and twenties my shopping behaviour held many of the hallmarks of addiction, a fact that was only brought home to me when I tried to stop, and couldn’t.

There are many excellent books by overshoppers who have kicked the habit. The concept of a shopping ban – no unnecessary purchases for a self-defined period of time, usually between 30 days and one year – has become a hot topic on YouTube channels and minimalist lifestyle blogs, as more and more of us come to realise that we’re hooked, and it’s doing serious damage to our finances, our relationships, our mental and emotional health, our creativity, and even the planet. However, my path to breaking the habit and escaping the clutches of overshopping led me down a road rather less travelled.

My journey to becoming an anti-consumerist suburban Druid began in 2019, when I started keeping a daily journal to document my progress on a year-long shopping ban, intended to get my frantic spending under control before I ruined our family finances beyond repair. I hoped that writing down my thoughts each day would help me to unravel the thorny tangle of complicated emotions, insecurities, attachments and conditioning I had around shopping (and not shopping) which had led me to this point, as well as holding myself accountable as I struggled to learn how to manage my spending. I’m glad that I did decide to write that journal, which I have been keeping diligently ever since, as now I am able to share with you my triumphs, tips and failures, as well as everything I learned about myself and about the society we live in as I attempted to quit shopping, live a greener life, and sidestep the mindless consumerism that had dominated my existence for far too long.

Shopping bans may be a ubiquitous topic nowadays as those of us in the ‘developed’ global North – home of affluence, abundance, and, of course, advertising – come to terms with the devastating planet-wide effects of our extreme overconsumption, but whilst there are hundreds of people vlogging, blogging and writing about their personal battles with consumerism, I have not yet stumbled across anyone else whose desire to quit shopping has led them to explore Paganism, and then to Druidry!

Likewise, whilst I keep up with Druid blogs and podcasts, and have immersed myself in studying Druidry, I have yet to find anyone talking about environmentally-related topics such as consumerism, wastefulness and shopping addiction from an inside perspective – that of someone whose life has been devoted (and I don’t use that term lightly) to the cult of the consumer. The process of becoming involved with this earth-based spiritual path, with its roots sunk deep into the bedrock of history, folklore and mythology, has entailed a radical personal transformation, which I will tell you more about as we proceed.

Suffice to say, if you are an overshopper, I’ve been in your shoes. You don’t have to become a Druid to overcome shopping addiction, but I hope that many of the principles by which I now live, such as connection with – reverence for – nature, building strong and supportive communities, caring for the earth and its ecosystem (of which, let’s not forget, we are a part) and being true to your innermost self, will help you consider a different way of living.

This is not a book about Druidry. This is a book about how I stopped overconsumption consuming me, and on that journey discovered a connection with nature that led to my becoming a student of Druidry. This is a book about how the beliefs and practices of Druidry helped me to rebuild a more authentic, creative way of living, and to tread more lightly upon the earth.

If you are a Druid, then first and foremost, I apologise! In Druidry terms, I am a rank beginner. Most people who write books about Druidry are or have been Chief this or Arch that, or are often otherwise sage and venerable people with many years of experience and study under their robes. Me? Well, not so much. What I hope to be able to share instead is a different perspective on this tradition; a sense of how studying Druidry has changed and enriched my life. And if you too are a beginner would-be Druid, then welcome! Perhaps we can stumble along together, exploring the relevance of ancient myth in our fast-paced, maddening modern times.

The first part of this book is the embarrassing part – the story of my shopping addiction, and my struggle to overcome it. Whilst writing, it was all too easy to imagine friends, family, and the worldly-wise Druid authors and bloggers I have come to admire sucking in their breath and shaking their heads at my shallow nature and profligate ways! But it’s hard to show the transformation in me and in my life – my re-enchantment, if you will – without showing you, in all honesty, where I came from and how I got to this point.

The second half of my tale is rather different from the first. A new awareness of nature had begun working change upon me, and the end result was nothing I could have predicted when I first set out upon my attempt to go a year without shopping. If you picked this book up looking for discussion of Druidry, this is where you’ll find it – so please do bear with me, it’s in here!

I also intend to touch on many other topics, such as body image, minimalism, social media, ethical consumption, environmentalism and fast fashion, and you will see how all of these interrelated threads have influenced and affected – well, me, for a start, but also our society at large and the way many of us in the comparatively wealthy global North consume today. This is not a self-help book or a Paganism 101 – although I can recommend both of those in the Further Reading section at the back! – I suppose more than anything it’s a sort-of memoir, but it is my hope that in my struggles (both the large and the petty) you may see echoes of your own, and that those things that have helped and guided me may also help and guide you.

My story begins where so many of us start our journeys: at rock bottom.





Part I

Come for the Shopaholism…





Chapter 1

Identity Crisis

The day my fiancé Dai and I went to give notice of our intent to marry, I had to tell him that I’d spent the maternity allowance my employer had paid me over the last ten months whilst I was at home with our baby boy. That was the money that was supposed to give us a buffer, to help us through the next couple of years until the little one started nursery and I could go back to work part time.

Instead, I had a wardrobe bursting at the seams with clothes, hundreds of perfume samples, thousands of unread books and magazines… There were charges on my bank statement that I couldn’t identify, but I knew they weren’t fraudulent. I’d just shopped so much that I’d forgotten what I’d bought. Even visitors commented on the frequency of the deliveries turning up with more, more, more. Checking my bank balance felt like staring down the barrel of a loaded weapon. Something had to give.

Salvation was at hand in the form of holiday pay which would arrive in my account in three months’ time. It wouldn’t make up for the savings I had blown, but it would stabilise my finances and give us a chance to find our feet. Meanwhile, I had to stop shopping.

No one could ever accuse me of being a fashionista. As a child I constantly wore socks with my sandals, and to be honest I probably still would if my mother hadn’t eventually put her foot down. The best word you could use to describe my outerwear collection is ‘sensible’. And yet the greatest wear and tear on my wallet for over a decade was clothing. My preoccupation with trying to improve the way I looked was costing me a fortune.

Since my early teens I had developed a tendency to try to buy myself a sense of identity. Hours, days, weeks of my life vanished on Pinterest, Instagram, Tumblr, the endless scroll of ‘inspiration’, seeking the photo or quote or One True Garment that would somehow express perfectly every nuance of my essence, encapsulate everything I wanted strangers to know about me. I bounced from subculture to subculture, and gradually my own taste was lost in the morass, subsumed by a tide of images and vague ideas of fashion ‘rules’.

I had gone from being a carefree child cheerfully wearing bobbly hand-knitted cardigans, to an anxious adult paralysed in Primark. Facing a rack of clothes in what was supposed to be yet another last-ditch wardrobe overhaul, in which I cleared out a large chunk of the clothes I had and replaced them, thereby creating a New Me who would somehow have it together, I realised that I didn’t know which of the selection of T-shirts before me I actually liked.

My childhood had by and large been unspoilt and simple; reading, writing, drawing, making things for my own pleasure and at my own pace. I hoped to recapture this freedom of mind and abundance of spirit, rather than spending every waking moment fixated on things whose only true value to me was the fact that I didn’t already own them.

Emotionally, I was exhausted from comparing myself to every woman I saw. I had style mood boards coming out of my ears, but what looked good in a Milan street style photo and what seemed reasonable to wear for a dash round Aldi when the baby had a tummy bug just didn’t gel.

I hated the way I looked. I hated that I could no longer trust myself with money. I wasn’t raised to be a spendthrift – quite the opposite! I hated that I didn’t know who I was any more, and now that the money was quite simply gone – wasted – I had to accept that I could never solve this identity crisis by throwing more cash at it. The concept of the shopping ban has seen an unlikely surge in popularity in recent years, in various guises, such as cosmetics obsessives trying to use up (‘pan’) their existing hoards of products, to a simple thirty-day ban on clothes purchases to save a little money or enable a wardrobe edit, to the more seriously arduous no-spend year a la writer Michelle McGagh,1 who cycled her jeans to smithereens on a spending-free holiday and endured twelve brave months of tap water in the pub. Or taking it to the next level altogether, journalist Mark Boyle, who gave up using money entirely for one year,2 putting my comparatively simple challenge firmly in the shade. I may have found it a struggle to avoid the open doors and budget temptations of TK Maxx, but I didn’t brew my own tea from foraged herbs or build a compost toilet.

With the rise of minimalism and Marie Kondo on the one hand, and an increased awareness of the threat of man-made climate change, caused in no small part by overproduction of consumer goods, on the other, the modern-day shopper is becoming more aware of the power of our money to create change, both within ourselves and the world at large. We are often encouraged to ‘vote with our wallets’ to promote sustainability in a society on the cusp of catastrophe, but it’s only more recently that mainstream culture is beginning to take note of dissenting voices telling us that to avoid climate breakdown, the first thing we need to do is buy less.

A shopping ban is a way to press pause, to take stock of and appreciate all that we already have. During the last few years, I had several times attempted short shopping bans, and had discovered to my discomfort that I couldn’t last a week. I discovered Canadian writer Cait Flanders,3 who completed a two-year shopping ban, and my reaction was rage – I closed the tab, put her out of my mind, and chose not to investigate the shocking surge of anger I had felt.

But the idea had struck a chord, and now I realised I had no other options left. So I embarked on a quest not to shop for one whole year.



Shopping Ban Rules4



	No new clothes or accessories (unless something essential wears out beyond repair, or an unexpected black-tie event happens. Note: I have found that unexpected black-tie events generally do not happen)

	No new magazines, books or e-books (normally I wouldn’t ban book buying as the acquisition of knowledge is a great thing, but in this first year I was buried under unread books, and as much as I wanted to support authors, my first priority was to save some cash)

	No new cosmetics – replacing used items only

	No housewares unless needed, e.g. a replacement

	Gifts are allowed

	“Experiential” purchases, e.g. eating out, are allowed



I started my first serious attempt at a shopping ban in May 2019. My son was seven months old; I was newly engaged and knee-deep in wedding plans. On maternity leave but with my maternity allowance finished, I was also broke.

Let me note here that I am aware of my privileged position. Dai was working full time; I was able to take maternity leave and stay at home to raise our child. Some remaining vestige of common sense had stopped me from continuing my credit card application, so, unlike many people who become overshoppers, I had avoided running into debt.

The first month of the ban was difficult. I wanted. I browsed. I longed. I scrolled. I chafed at the boundaries I had put on myself. My journal filled with lists – what I wanted to buy, what I could ask for for my birthday, what my wardrobe still needed to be ‘complete’.

At this early juncture, my goals were still appearance-focused – I wanted this break from shopping to help me clarify my ‘signature style’, to allow my own true likes and dislikes to emerge from wherever they were buried. I also wanted to end the comparison game that was eroding my self-esteem – as far as I could tell, every woman, everywhere, was better dressed, happier in her skin, had better hair. I wanted to learn how to feel okay about just being me. But first I had to relearn who the heck I was.

I was not a born shopaholic. I was raised in a Hampshire village in the UK, somewhere on the borderline between rural life and suburbia, in the nineties, by a mother who still grew her own vegetables and sourced her cough remedies from the herb garden. I grew up playing outdoors in all weather, eating elderberries, nettles and beech nuts. My clothes were secondhand, my toys from boot sales and charity shops.

Introverted, bookish, with no understanding of or interest in fashions and fads, by the time I hit secondary school it was clear that I wasn’t going to fit in. At fourteen I was bullied badly enough that my mum pulled me out of school, and I became home-educated.

In my early teens I started crash dieting and obsessively counting calories. My relationship with food and weight came to define the better part of a decade as I starved, binged, purged, exercised until I fainted, took diet pills and laxatives, and generally made my own life a misery.

When I discovered goth culture it became an obsession, an outlet – I started work at eighteen, and every paycheque went on Sisters of Mercy CDs, vampire novels and a slew of black clothing. Saving up my pocket money to buy a new outfit as a birthday treat morphed and grew into a collection of avidly maintained wish lists and lavish shopping sprees to Camden Market.

I got a job in a charity shop, and the floor of my room soon disappeared under mountains of stuff. My books overflowed from the shelves and then the desk. They were piled in every corner, collecting mug marks and dust. They were in crates under the bed, and when I moved house in my early twenties, I found I had multiple copies of the same book – I had so many I couldn’t keep track, let alone keep up with reading them all (though I did my best)!

I had so many clothes it was almost impossible to get into my room. I had three wardrobes, all full to bursting, and eventually I started to colonize the spare room and the hallway as well. I never wore the same outfit twice, and was regularly up to forty minutes late for work because I wouldn’t leave the house until my hair and make-up were perfect and I had taken a good enough ‘outfit of the day’ photo for my blog.

In my mind I was living the dream, but I wasn’t saving any money and I was utterly fixated on the way I looked.

My blog became quite popular – it got me a regular slot writing for an American alternative magazine, occasional gifts and freebies, a decent amount of ad revenue, an interview with a nice lady from the Guardian, and a few very nice people coming up and asking for photos when I was out and about at gigs. I posted daily, sometimes as many as four times a day, and maintained a Facebook page, Twitter, Lookbook (anyone else still remember Lookbook?), YouTube channel, Pinterest and Tumblr connected to the blog as well.

When my fascination with all things goth started to wane, I felt confused and guilty. So much time, effort and money had gone into building this very public persona. The goth subculture, its emphasis on individuality and self-expression, had given me a place of belonging and something to focus on. For a good few years afterwards I stumbled from label to label trying to find a new niche where I could fit.

By the time I met my future fiancé, aged twenty-five, four years after I eventually quit my career as a goth blogger, I had decided that being as conventionally attractive as possible was the main goal (no sense of identity + long-term relationship break-up + way too much social media = bizarre headspace and a skewed perception of what ‘everyone else’ is expecting of you) and to such an end I had amassed a vast new wardrobe, an array of cosmetic products to doctor every flaw, and appointments – bookings made, deposits paid – for a raft of varyingly intrusive cosmetic procedures (none of which I went through with, much to my relief now).

I considered myself recovered from disordered eating, but with hindsight I can see that my confidence had been damaged by the way I’d treated and talked to myself during those years, some of the situations I’d stayed in beyond all reason, and by the unrealistic standards I’d been setting. (I’m happy to say that this is much improved now, particularly over the past couple of years when I have drastically cut myself some slack with a great deal of support from Dai.)

Pregnancy and motherhood came as a further shock to my self-image. I was curvier than I had ever been, with new stretchmarks and unrecognizable boobs. New glasses, hormonal acne and an awkwardly grown out bob haircut meant that I barely knew the person in the mirror.

So I turned to the only solution I knew. I went shopping. By January 2019 I was spending hundreds of pounds on my tablet most nights while feeding the baby. I tried to stop, or at least to slow down, but it wasn’t until I was almost out of money that I managed to apply the brakes. I didn’t get a buzz from shopping any more, just a sense of panic, guilt and anxiety, and I knew it was time to (try to) go cold turkey.

I appreciate that people reading this who have not experienced shopping addiction may be appalled by my wastefulness and self-obsession. Hey, I’m not delighted either. It wasn’t a pretty picture, at the time. Younger me had some underlying issues, but the behaviours visible on the surface were shallow, vain, and often selfish. I knew I had to tackle the problems head-on, but even so it took a long time and some serious hard work to break once and for all my association between spending money, and feeling a sense of identity, of self-worth. To know, at a bone-deep level, that I am not the way I look, and that I am not what I buy.

Day One of my first shopping ban – May 14th, 2019 – started badly. I had expected to feel Zen Master-pure, worthy and brimming with self-love, so of course the baby had a bad night, I screwed up my knitting pattern (oh, the horror) and I felt wretched, gross and crabby. My adjustment to motherhood had not been smooth, and occasionally I wondered if I could be depressed, but generally chalked it up to being flat-out tired and missing my pre-baby headspace and autonomy, a state I had been self-medicating with those huge shopping sprees on my tablet during the late-night feeds.

It was an eye-opener of a fortnight; I balked and struggled at every turn. I went through my bank statements from January to May and wrote down exactly what I’d spent on frivolous purchases – a deeply upsetting exercise, but a necessary one, after which I had a good cry in the shower and felt deeply ashamed for a long while. I came clean to Dai about the money I had wasted and how tight things now were. It was not a pleasant or a comfortable conversation, but he accepted the news with surprising calmness, though I felt terrible.

And yet, I was heartened. Each time I had previously attempted a shopping ban, by day three or four I’d discovered something I absolutely had to have, and given up. This time, I tried to minimise the amount of time I had to spend battling against myself and cut down on my online browsing. Physical shops, I simply avoided. I had come to see that sometimes in all my obsessive browsing I was merely looking for a fix. I was buying just to get the buzz that came with typing in my card number.

Thirty days is commonly the minimum length recommended for a shopping ban. Not as dramatic as a year-long challenge, but long enough to reset, to break free just a little from the unrelenting pursuit of more. Sure enough, by mid-June, I was starting to gain a clarity I had been missing.

In physical shops, it was usual for me to fall into what I thought of as ‘the trance of greed’, whereby I became so focused on buying that it was impossible for me to concentrate on anything else. If a companion tried to chat with me, I could feel my eyes darting past them, desperate to ensure I wasn’t missing something I might want. I could hardly follow a conversation, and at times even became irritated or angry at being distracted from shopping.

With hindsight, the ubiquitousness of technology – and thereby marketing, via email offers, influencers, shoppable Instagram feeds and targeted ads – and its constant presence in my life had led to a constant, low-level trance of greed. When I wasn’t shopping, I was thinking about shopping, planning purchases, creating moodboards to define my ‘style concept’ to help me decide what to buy next. I was absorbed by social media, permanently distracted by the shiny and new, reliant on the next thing, or the next, to fix the sense I had that I was lacking in some way. As I stopped shopping, my ability to concentrate increased. I found I was more patient, more alert, more interested. It was as though I had been hibernating, and was now emerging into the fresh air.

I came to realise over those first thirty days that in my endless wardrobe overhauls – which once seemed like a radical, final solution, but had over the years only increased in frequency, ruthlessness and desperation – and futile quest for a ‘signature style’, I was hunting for a lifestyle category I could just purchase and slot neatly into: goth, geek, hippie, minimalist, ‘quirky’ girl… I wanted the safety of a set of rules, limits for how I should dress, look, live, think. I wanted to be 2D, a fictional character, able to be summed up top-to-toe in a pithy descriptive paragraph. Neat, tidy, unchanging, complete.

Through this challenge, I finally had to accept that there is no point at which I will be ‘finished’. It’s not the nature of human beings to be static. I will always be a work in progress – changeable, chaotic, paradoxical, a cacophony of tastes and desires and ideas and opinions. It is very freeing to accept this as fact.

I will never ‘finish’ my wardrobe. There is not one true hairstyle out there waiting for me to discover it. I will probably never have a signature scent.

Nobody’s tastes fit neatly into one style or subculture or definition. Everyone has ‘guilty pleasures’ that don’t fit with the image they have painstakingly created for themselves. But why? We are not meant to be 2D creatures. We can accept and like the things that don’t fit, the things that are opposites. The concept of a ‘personal brand’ does us a disservice – it allows little room for paradox, change or nuance, which are all essential parts of the complexity that is human experience.

Unable to soothe this burgeoning cognitive dissonance in the normal way, it slowly dawned on me that what I really wanted was to break out of the cycle of being a consumer. I wanted my wardrobe to consume less of my thoughts. I certainly never wanted to experience the ‘trance of greed’ again.

Throughout May that year I tried not to overthink what I was wearing, to be present in the moment, to notice how things made me feel. I tried to work through my wardrobe and wear everything – to see what fitted, what was comfortable, what I still liked. I tried to read for pleasure, not simply to tick books off my to-read list. And I tried to emphasise self-care, the idea being that feeling good about myself could come from something other than my looks, my clothing. I realised I barely knew how to pamper myself any more – I’d been so focused on my appearance for so long that sitting in the garden with a cup of tea (as opposed to painting my nails, applying a face mask, or any of the other beauty treatments marketed to women as relaxing) was a revelation. When did female leisure time come to revolve purely around making oneself more attractive?

Emotionally, I rollercoastered all month between empowered and deprived. I struggled to define myself as a person in any way other than how I looked and dressed, but I noticed that I was becoming more interested in the world around me – in nature, history, travel, folklore, philosophy – things that had fascinated me as a child but simply become of less importance than my appearance as I got older. My previous steady diet of women’s magazines, fashion blogs and influencers’ feeds had been limiting, designed to keep the focus firmly on the self and its flaws (which, with enough time and money, you could fix, of course).

I found myself chasing memories of my childhood, as though I could tap into pure, unadulterated me by going back far enough. I sorted through old photos and paid a visit to the village where I grew up, but there seemed a vast gulf between who I was and who I had become.

By the end of the month I felt more purposeful and positive. I was enjoying keeping a journal, and I liked the sense of control over an aspect of my life, the realisation that I didn’t have to be a slave to my impulses after all. The knowledge that I didn’t lose anything by not buying something, that having or not having an item didn’t change me as a person, had freed me from the spending trigger of trying to affirm my identity to myself, and not a moment too soon.
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