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To the brave women who dare to write; may you find the courage to use your words to heal and serve.
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Praise for Carolyn’s Words and Work

Carolyn’s love for nature and her ability to bring people together to learn, play and share is a beautiful gift. It has been a privilege to have numerous honest and meaningful conversations with her about loss, love and the future potential of ourselves and the natural world. —Loretta Bellato

Brave Women Write is a manifesto for those who dare to write for healing and change—in your own life, in your community and for our world. —Sara Clements

We need more women in the world like Carolyn, women with the courage to share their stories in service of helping others heal and grow. Combined with her belief in the power of purpose and of the written word, Carolyn’s latest project will be a valuable resource for those looking to navigate through the complex times we find ourselves in with purpose and intent. —Deirdre Boyle

Carolyn is one of those rare humans who truly lives her values. Rather than avoiding difficulty or moving through too quickly, she listens deeply to all aspects of a narrative, not just the simple surface story and responds with compassion and courage. —Sieta Beckwith

Carolyn finds her heart in her writing and this is where she truly shines as she composes her thoughts based on real-life events. A truly inspirational teacher and mentor. —Gafiah Dickinson

Carolyn has an innate sense of awe and courage in both creative practices and her relationship to nature. She embodies the idea that true bravery involves testing yourself and finding comfort in discomfort. —Dr Meg Elkins

This book will help you write with more heart, truth and vulnerability. And it will make your everyday life more vibrant, purposeful and joyful. —Sarah Tovey

I love Carolyn’s holistic and hands-on approach to helping people discover and articulate their purpose. She will meet you where you are at in your journey. Her frameworks and practices are simple, effective and accessible. Thanks Carolyn for your contribution to a more meaningful world. Please keep writing! —Nathalie Heynderickx

Carolyn’s connection to nature and the Yarra Birrarung has helped heal her head, heart and hands. This book is a testament to the power of nature and how it can help us realise that we are capable of so much, if only we take a breath and trust in ourselves. —Charlotte Sterrett

This book will energise and inspire you to release your voice and share your stories with vulnerability, heart and hope. As a fledgling writer, I feel encouraged and supported to keep writing. I’m now more committed to picking up my pen again. Thank you! —Angela Raspass
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With Love and Gratitude
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It was grief that brought me to the page but it was my beloved writers’ group that got me through this book. My heart is full of gratitude to Kath Walters, Yamini Naidu, Di Percy and Sandy McDonald for holding me in the grief and for the tough love. Without you spurring me on and challenging my self-doubt and procrastination, this book would not have seen the light of day.

Thank you to my son, Billy, for your unconditional love and support. You’re the reason I write and never give up on it. If I can be some sort of example for you to pursue your purpose and be of service to others, I’ll die happy.

To my mother, Joy Anear and sisters, Angela Bueti and Di Tate. Thank you for always listening and supporting me no matter what. Family means everything to me and you are the matriarch and the glue.

To Sara Clements and Sarah Tovey, thank you for being my first readers and providing such thoughtful feedback on how to improve this book. To my great friend, Angela Raspass, I am deeply grateful for your constant encouragement and words of wisdom on the final manuscript. To my design inspiration, Jacquie Swan. Your creativity is magic and so is our friendship.

To my brilliant publishing team; Roger McDonald, you’re the kindest but most exacting editor I could hope for. Thanks for giving colour to my stories and making my words shine. Holly Dunn, thanks for your exquisite cover design. You have made this book stand out and make a statement. Michelle Pirovich, thanks for your thoughtful and diligent work in layout and design and getting the words onto the page. Marlene Rattigan, thanks for the proofreading and final magical polish up.

To the Yarra Birrarung river. Every day your waters helped heal my grief and find hope again. You gave me the courage to keep writing—and open my heart to love again.





Foreword

by Carolyn Butler-Madden
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I love people who don’t accept the status quo when it clearly isn’t delivering the value it could or should.

Most people take the path well-trodden. They accept that this is how things are and they put their heads down and get on with it. But those who don’t, often risk everything in search of a better way. Some succeed, some may not, but all have one thing in common. Courage. Courage that is driven by the belief that they must act.

Carolyn Tate is one of those people.

I first came across Carolyn as I embarked on my big career change from marketing to the world of purpose. When I published my first book in 2017, her name kept popping up. People kept asking me, ‘do you know Carolyn Tate? If not, you need to.’ Carolyn Tate was synonymous with purpose.

I then read her book Conscious Marketing and knew straight away I loved her; a woman seeking answers who was not prepared to settle for less. A woman of courage, whose search for meaning took her from a corporate career to Provence, to writing six books and becoming a pioneer of purpose—all underpinned by her personal purpose—to bring purpose to life so together we can build a better world.

We need more people of courage like Carolyn Tate. That’s why I can’t wait for this, her latest book, to get into the hands of people who are also on a search for greater meaning.

Carolyn’s belief that it is women who will change the world, is one that I share. Brave Women Write is a manifesto for those women. It couldn’t come at a more important time.

Carolyn Butler-Madden

Chief Purpose Activist, The Cause Effect





Prologue

On Grief and Writing
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Grief. It’s universal. We all experience it and we can’t escape it, nor would we want to. It makes us fully human. It helps us become kinder, braver, better people. It leads us to a more meaningful life.

Many of us experience two levels of grief. The first is private grief: the death of a loved one, the end of a relationship, loss of work, pandemic-induced loneliness or the deep loss one feels when children leave the nest.

The second is a more ubiquitous, collective grief: a combination of rage and sorrow over the state of the world, the patriarchal systems that oppress women and minority groups, the unfathomable wars started by the world’s sociopathic dictators, the lost voices and rights of our First Nation’s people or the devastating destruction of Mother Earth.

There’s no escaping grief in any and all its forms.

Yet grief is essential if we are to realise our greatness. Francis Weller’s The Wild Edge of Sorrow: Rituals of Renewal and the Scared Work of Grief is a profound book on how to face grief and grow through it.

‘Everyone must undertake an apprenticeship with sorrow. We must learn the art and craft of grief; discover the profound ways it ripens and deepens us. While grief is an intense emotion, it is also a skill we develop through a prolonged walk with loss. Facing grief is hard work. It takes outrageous courage to face outrageous loss. This is precisely what we are being called to do.’

My own grief was the catalyst for this book. It was caused by un-requited love and the end of my relationship—and the loss of hope for love.

Grief got me writing again after a six-month writing drought. And writing this book for you, got me through it. It was like an antidote, a challenging yet somehow miraculous cure for my heartbreak.

Brave Women Write is a book that will show you how to write with, and through, your grief. It’s a selection of my own stories and the thirty-three practices I used to find hope again by getting my words down on the page and out into the world.

For me, writing is the most accessible and effective way to find re-lief from grief. It has the power to transform heartbreak into renewed hope—and even happiness. And if not happiness, at least a semblance of acceptance and reconciliation.

Writing is like a warm and comforting blanket. It’s a place to wrap ourselves up, feel and express the grief, examine it and make sense of it in the scheme of our lives. Writing helps us move through, or at least accept the pain, so we can take action again.

And of course, writing is not just for dealing with grief and sorrow. It’s for savouring pleasure too and for capturing the good times, the hope and the joy. It’s for the precious moments of life to remind us why we’re here, of our dreams and how we might make a better world.

Brave words inspire brave deeds. And, in turn, brave deeds stimulate brave words.

Even if you’re not experiencing grief right now, this book will still help you find your voice, get your words onto the page and your story written. You might just have decided that it’s time to write your memoir. Or perhaps you want to make writing a practice for everyday life and become better at it. Or maybe you want to write an exposé and right some wrongs in your world. No matter, this book will still help you become a better, braver, bolder writer.

Many of us have dabbled in writing over the years but not made a commitment to it, as if it weren’t essential to daily life but more a diversion to turn to if the mood strikes. We may, therefore, not yet have discovered its true potency and power for transformation.

When your writing originates from the purest source available to you, from your wild, courageous heart, it can transform your whole day. And if you can transform your day, you can transform your life. And if you can transform your life, you can transform the lives of those around you.

Brave women write, first for ourselves for private change, then for others for planetary change. We write words that are both meaningful to us and consequential for other women, for our communities and for the world beyond ourselves. We become activists with our words as we write (and work) towards a fair and just society for all.

My aim is to help you free the writer within and show you how to make writing a practice for life.

Brave words inspire brave deeds. And, in turn, brave deeds stimulate brave words. The two go hand in hand. The world needs more brave women to write their stories, rewrite history and write her-story instead.

And we need more brave women doing brave deeds. Now, more than ever.

In this book, I share the practices I use to face grief, find hope and write for personal and planetary change. Performed with purpose, the practices rewire your brain and rid you of any negative inner dialogue you might have around writing.

My aim is to help you free the writer within and show you how to make writing a practice for life.

If your plan is to write a book, Brave Women Write is the perfect guide to get you from big idea to published book. If your predilection is for other forms of writing such as poems, screenplays, blogs or even more journalistic news articles, this book will still help you develop practices to get your words down and out into the world.

However, I must warn that writing is a process and that your best laid plans (if you have any) might be best laid to rest. My advice is to be open and surrender to the process and see where it takes you. You might just end up producing something you had never dreamed of. Let creativity and curiosity take over.

To transform grief through writing, you must do the work of writing, not just read about the process. So, here’s how I suggest you do this book:


•Commit to one practice per day over thirty-three days for thirty minutes per day

•Use a journal and pen and/or use a word document to capture notes and big ideas

•Complete the Reflection and Action exercises at the end of each practice

•As you read, formulate an idea for your writing project, set a goal and begin.



If you need company to get through your writing project, find a writing buddy or start a writers’ group. All it takes is a friend or two with the will and courage to get writing with you—and to share their grief and stories.

My own writers’ group is the reason this book is in your hands now and it’s why I recommend starting your own. You’ll find a chapter on writers’ groups in these pages and a guide on how to start and run your own group on my website. Just click on the QR code on the inside cover and share it with your writer friends.

I hope Brave Women Write becomes an essential companion to help you write throughout your life, your loss and your grief towards hope and joy. Onwards!

Reflection and Action

Why are you embarking on Brave Women Write?
What do you hope to gain from it?
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1. The End

On Naming Grief
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It’s January 2000 and I’m thirty-six. I’m on the final leg of a long run. Sprinting around the final corner, I stop at the peak of the hill to catch my breath. Looking down the hill, just one hundred metres away, my beautiful home is waiting for me. Inside that beautiful home is my loyal, generous husband and my sweet, cheerful two-year-old son.

My mind goes into over-drive.

It’s early Saturday evening. I should be happy and on a high after this run before settling in for a pleasant evening with my family with nowhere to go and nothing to do. I’m not though. I’m dreading going home. I just don’t think I can do this any longer.

My breath returns and I prepare for the sprint home. Nothing. My legs won’t move. I collapse on my backside in the gutter. Gut-wrenching sobs reverberate throughout my whole body. I’m scared by their intensity. Sometime later, I somehow muster up the energy to rise and plod those final steps home.

Heart-in-mouth, I walk in the front door and deliver the excruciating truth to my husband. ‘I’m not happy. I can’t do this anymore,’ I say. It’s the death knell on our marriage.

What ensues over the next twelve months is a kind of protracted heartbreak for the both of us, as we agree amicably to end our twenty-year relationship.

But why? What was wrong with me? I was the quintessential modern woman with everything I could seemingly want: a wonderful husband, reasonable brains and beauty, good health, a gorgeous son, a well-paying corporate job, a stunning home, plenty of money for holidays, clothes and entertainment, lots of fabulous friends and a loving family.

Life was extremely comfortable. On the outside, to others, I no doubt appeared happy, content and successful. On the inside, however, I felt numb and trapped. Something big was missing from my life.

We don’t free ourselves because with freedom comes uncertainty and self-responsibility and most of us find these extremely frightening. It’s safer to stay in gaol.

Pause and ponder now. I’m fully aware that my story may read like a cliché, a hackneyed version of many other privileged white women’s stories. Perhaps this has been you. Or perhaps you’ve read various iterations of the same story of other women. Clichés are, in fact, truisms. Take the overworked story and dig into it. What is it telling you? Clichés exist for a reason. They make us wince because they are agonisingly true.

I first read this well-known story in Lori Gottlieb’s book, Maybe You Should Talk to Someone. It portrays a prisoner trapped behind the bars of a gaol cell. She shakes the bars desperately trying to get out but to her right and left the cell is open—no bars. All she has to do is walk around but still she frantically shakes the bars.

That was me. And I suspect it’s true for many women at times. We feel completely stuck, trapped in our life or situation, unable to see a way out from behind the bars. We become imprisoned by our beliefs, roles, relationships, fears and the stories we tell about ourselves.

We imprison ourselves because it’s more comfortable behind the bars. We don’t free ourselves because with freedom comes uncertainty and self-responsibility and most of us find these extremely frightening. It’s safer to stay in gaol.

And it becomes an insidious, unacknowledged and, therefore, unexamined form of grief while our inner fire slowly dies.

From birth, like many women of my day, my path had been pre-ordained. Gender conditioning was unrecognised and, therefore, unque-stioned. The ‘good girl’ grew up to be the ‘dutiful woman’. I was the role-model daughter and student who then became the role-model employee, wife, mother and housekeeper.

These roles had become my bars.

For years, I’d suppressed a growing sense of dissatisfaction. I’d pushed it down, barely admitting it to myself let alone my husband, mother, sisters or a trusted girlfriend. I bore the brunt of my unhappiness alone and it was a heavy cross to bear.

One day with a friend, a year before the beginning of the end, we’d come across a tarot reader at a shop selling services of a spiritual nature. She was eager to have a reading for a bit of fun—and she did. Not me. I was so paranoid it would reveal the truth of my unhappiness that I refused outright. I was prepared to go to any lengths to suppress my true feelings.

I know now that it wasn’t just that I was no longer in love with my husband who, by the way, was just as ‘dutiful’ as I was. It was because I knew there was something more for me other than a lifetime of marriage, motherhood and working for ‘the man’. I had no idea who I really was, what truly mattered to me or what gifts I had to offer the world.

I was also deeply ashamed that I was unhappy, given all that I possessed. Why wasn’t I just grateful? Why couldn’t I just ‘shut up and put up’ and get on with life? Things were not that bad.

Not. That. Bad.

I suspect these three tiny words keep so many women from living their best life.

Most of us get stuck behind the bars at various times in our life. Sometimes the bars are so heavy we stop shaking them and retreat. We descend into resignation and depression. We let them defeat us. Sometimes the bars are not so heavy. We can see right through them towards freedom on the other side but life’s ‘not that bad’ so we only shake them intermittently. We half accept them, and half detest them, and do nothing about them.

At other times, like me, we reach a point where we’ve simply had enough. We won’t put up with the bars any longer and in a single moment of clarity and courage we take a step sideways and forwards into uncharted territory.

Not. That. Bad. I suspect these three tiny words keep so many women from living their best life.

The bars appear time and again in our lives and their nature differs for every woman. For me it was all the roles I was playing preventing me from truly knowing myself. For others it might be more specifically to do with work, money, culture, religion, sex, family circumstances or relationships. Recog-nising exactly what keeps us trapped is the first step towards personal freedom.

The story of the bars that imprison us is not just pertinent to each of us as women. It’s pertinent to all women. Women everywhere recognise a deep, collective rage and sorrow that we’re still pinned behind the man-made bars; that we live in a world that continues to oppress and desecrate women. According to the 2020 World Economic Forum Global Gender Gap research, it will be another ninety-nine years before we close the gender gap. While we’re making progress, it often feels hopelessly drawn-out to me.

I believe it’s impossible to become an activist for the women of the world if we’re not activists in our own private lives. We must step out of our own gaols so we can inspire and support other women to step out of theirs.

After the end of my marriage, I transitioned into a new life. I moved into a new home, became a single mother and quit my corporate job to start my own business. I made a commitment to build a new life on what mattered to me and not what our patriarchal society had conditioned me for.

It’s impossible to become an activist for the women of the world if we’re not activists in our own private lives.

While I was relieved at my new-found liberation, I didn’t just thoughtlessly move on. Accompanying my gaolbreak was my first real heartbreak because my husband was my first real love. So, one moment I’d be filled with hope and happiness. The next I’d be filled with grief and regret. It was a weird blend of emotions, equal parts oil and water, the two never mixing yet uncomfortably co-existing.

I didn’t have writing in my life at the time to help me make sense of it all. I wasn’t aware that I could transform my grief into healing and gold through the written word. Now, some twenty years later, I can see how helpful and transformative it might have been.

Without this radical life-change, however, I would not have discovered my love of writing some six years later. I would not have found either the curiosity or the courage to unleash my creativity if I’d remained behind the bars. ‘This, I know for sure,’ as Oprah would say.

And I would not be writing right now without my most recent heartbreak over the end of romantic love. Grief brought me to the page and this book is the way to navigate my way through.

I’ve learnt that grief and love are inexplicably intertwined. We can’t fully love if we’ve never fully experienced grief. And we can’t fully experience grief if we’ve never fully loved. So, I suppose a life well-lived is always going to be marred with grief. Therefore, we must learn how to accept and live with sorrow, just as we do with joy.

To face grief, we must first name it, whether it’s personal and private grief or universal grief over world affairs beyond our control. To befriend it, we must understand its source so we can examine it and make sense of it. No matter the source, writing is the pathway through to hope and positive action.

Reflection and Action

Name your grief and write about it.
How will writing help you face it?
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2. Returning Home

On Commitment
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More than 220,000 words. That’s how many I wrote in the year the world went dark. Words in journals, blogs and three half-finished non-fiction manuscripts. Writing was my anchor in the annus horribilis of 2020. It kept me mostly sane and steady throughout the almost interminable Melbourne lockdowns.

Around the end of the lockdown in November 2020, I abruptly stopped writing. It was a response to being free to re-engage with life outside my four walls again, the need to refocus on my business after the impact of COVID—and the ending (once and for all) of my love relationship.

Six months passed. Not one word written. Nothing. I wondered if I was depressed. I wasn’t certain, the Black Dog never having savaged me before. But there was an invisible, oppressive cloak of joylessness about me on the outside. And a sad streak running from head to toe on the inside.

I was trying to make sense of the end of love while still clinging to the idea there might be a future for us. It was an ending, but not really the end, at least in my own heart and mind. I wasn’t yet struck by intense grief, just stuck in a kind of futile, stagnant, unhappy hope.

And I was frustrated at failing to finish even one of the manuscripts I’d started. I’d written and published five books before. I knew I had it in me. So why had I written in circles, jumping from one project to the next, scarcely writing a jot nor bringing any of the books to fruition?

I was wordless and loveless. Empty.

I tried therapy. I tried immersing myself in nature. I tried yoga, swim-ming, dancing, running, eating healthily, eliminating alcohol, seeking guidance from my sisters, girlfriends and my poor long-suffering son. I tried everything to find my writing mojo again.

Everything. Except writing.

On one restless and sleepless night, I began agonising over it. I wondered whether I was serious about pursuing the writer’s life I’d imagined for myself for many years. The next morning, I rummaged through my keepsake box and pulled out the commitment statement I’d created on a writing sabbatical in Aix-en-Provence, France, in 2010. It’s handwritten on bright yellow card in my best cursive script and adorned with clear glass crystals and a red velvet love-heart.

In France, I’d produced the manuscript for Unstuck in Provence, with Julia Cameron’s The Artist’s Way as my constant companion. Before getting started, she’d insisted readers create their own statement. Miraculously, it seemed to work. It saw me through to the end of the first draft. And years later it provided the encouragement I needed to finish and publish two subsequent books.

Could it now re-inspire me to become a finisher (and a fighter) again?

If you’re committed to making writing a life practice, I highly recommend producing a commitment statement and showcasing it prominently on your desk. It will be there in the good times—and the bad. It should not fail you.

Yet it might, if you just throw it in a keepsake box and ignore it, as I had. It will disappoint you if you neglect to do the work of writing. Because doing the work is the only thing that matters. Showing up at the blank page, day-in and day-out to write, even if you have zero inspiration, is the only path to healing grief and becoming a better, braver writer. It’s the only work to be done. Through you, and by you.

Great advice to myself that I had not taken for too long now.

An old saying declares, ‘We teach what we most need to learn’. I’ve found it’s much the same for writing. We most often write what we most need to learn. Such sweet irony.

Here’s my commitment statement. Food for thought to write your own.

I, Carolyn Tate, am a brilliant, prolific and respected writer and author. My creativity heals me and my readers and leads me to truth and love. I live and work globally, while earning an excellent income from my writing.

Reading it slowly, attempting to make meaning of every word, it suddenly felt like nonsense. A sad fabrication. A lie. Sure, I’d been a prolific writer during lockdown, but I was no longer writing. And I’d not published one book in the last four years. I could no longer claim to be an author—certainly not a recent one.

Angry at myself and tempted to rip it up, I eventually calmed down with a cup of chai and chose instead to be kind to myself, reflect on the declaration and assess the possibility of recommitting to it.

Was I serious about my craft? Or was I a mere dabbler? There’s nothing wrong with dabbling per se. In fact, it’s important when you first start to get a sense of things, a feel for your writing, to determine if it’s yours to keep. But, if you dabble too much and don’t devote time to it, I guarantee it will result in frustration, feelings of uselessness and ultimate abandonment.

For healing is the first great purpose of writing. It brings you back to truth and love. It will be with you when you can’t be with yourself. It won’t lie to you.

It’s much like the person you love who is a dilettante, never committing. You know deep down they’re trifling with the relationship. I knew it for more than three long years. Blind love is the worst kind. But I digress.

If you’ve been a long-term tinkerer and haven’t wholeheartedly loved your writing, it won’t love you back. It knows when you’ve accepted the self-doubt, the convenient diversions, the excuses of time constraints or the unreasonable demands of your boss or your family as reasons for not writing. You’ve put everything and everyone else before your words. Why would they love you back?

There comes a point where you must stop doodling and commit to writing. You make it a practice, not necessarily your life’s work but something to give your undivided attention to on a very regular basis, preferably daily. And that’s where your commitment statement comes in handy. It’s a constant reminder to keep producing.

In an instant, that same morning, I decided to recommit myself to my craft, to make that statement as real and meaningful as I’d intended it to be on the day I first penned it.

The decision made, I now had to determine which of the unfinished works lying around in that dark, cavernous file marked ‘Current Manuscripts’ would be first to win my approval for publication. Which one called me loudest, if any? Each of the unfinished manuscripts contained many stories I was fond of. How could I possibly choose one narrative over another?

That night an idea took a hold. Its origin remains a mystery. Crea-tivity is like that. Ideas find you, you don’t find them. But beware the perils of ignoring or failing to capture an idea that visits you from some unidentifiable, cosmic source. It will promptly bid you farewell and search for another more welcoming host. Then one day you’ll discover this other human had found the courage to run with it. They’ll have shared your idea with the world and you’ll be left bewildered and bereft wondering why you turned your back on it.

My idea was to write a different book all together, one that would include the very best stories from each of the unfinished manuscripts. I envisioned a book of reflections and the lessons I’ve learned about story-telling and writing and how to use them for healing and transformation.

For healing is the first great purpose of writing. It brings you back to truth and love. It will be with you when you can’t be with yourself. It won’t lie to you.

I’d found my way back to writing and it had found its way back to me.

Some days later I’d still not found the courage to begin pouring over the manuscripts to select the stories and begin rewriting. For five days I arose at six in the morning to get started. For five days nothing came. I sat at my laptop numb, blocked and wordless, petrified I’d lost the will to write forever.

And then on the afternoon of that fifth day, a Friday, the perfect storm occurred. It was a moment of great import—a conversation with him over a long walk in the park after a six-month exile. It was an encounter I’d initiated and he’d somewhat reluctantly agreed to.

‘I do not love you,’ he said kindly yet firmly looking directly into my eyes. ‘I won’t come back again. Every time I do, I will myself to jump into the abyss of love with you but something holds me back. I won’t hurt you anymore.’ They were the words he’d not had the courage to express at the end of 2020 and the very words I needed to hear.

And as if this was not enough, he added the final insult to injury. ‘And I have met someone else.’ It really was the end this time. Nothing kills hope faster than learning your ex has moved on to a new lover.

What followed was one of the angriest and saddest two weeks of my life. It was a soul-destroying, crushing period of deep mourning and letting go. I have only my sisters, friends and son to thank for supporting me through it. Then one Monday morning, feeling washed up and wrung out, yet now surrendered, calm and clear, I arose to attempt to write again.

This time the words flowed.

I’d found my way back to writing and it had found its way back to me.

Reflection and Action

Write your own commitment statement
for your writing practice.
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