Foreword

Shortly after I became twenty five years old, lying in bed staring at the roof as one does, I had
a 'what the fuck do i do with myself moment. I was lucky. It meant I accepted at some level
my life could be about more than just survival. But it felt horrible. The nice thing about living
for survival is that it makes your priorities crystal clear. Why eat? Survival. Why talk to
people? Survival. Why get up in the morning? Survival. Without it I did not know what to do.

Making the journey from that point to a life where I do know why I get out of bed in the
morning was - and is - hard. In this book I have attempted to capture this journey into the
shape of a hundred steps I took.

Comparing one’s struggle with that of others is a game that only knows losers. But along the
way I met kindred souls, some of which you’ll meet as you walk with me in the coming pages.
They, like me, spent a lot of time surviving. Despite all the misery life saw fit to throw at
them they are each kind, loving and funny people in their own way. And that fact, after thirty
years, made me finally believe the road might be worth it.

I dedicate this book to my friends and all those like us finding their way later in life.



Introduction
Hello dear reader,

Even though I was never hungry and always had a roof over my head as a kid, I felt very lost
growing up. I started discovering how I could live at twenty five and started really connecting
with myself at thirty.

For those finding themselves relating to this book, I strongly recommend taking baby steps
as an adult. I know how it feels when you judge yourself and see only failure. I learned to pop
a zit at eighteen, I still don’t know how to use a mop and at work I perpetually feel like the
most uneducated person in the room. But the only thing that’ll happen when you try to run
to make up for a false start is a painful fall.

This book is not written in chronological order. It is meant as an emotional journey.

In an ideal world we discover and experience life as a child, but no matter the age, we start
life by taking steps not leaps.

This book is structured as a child learns to walk. In the beginning with small wobbly steps,
falls and mistakes included, and finally at the end are the great strides made with confidence.
It is intended for you to feel as if you are on the road with me. For a little while.
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Chapter 1

The Pit

No mind to think. No will to break. No voice to cry out in suffering.
- The Hollow Knight









0. Exposition

At twenty years of age, I had not made a single choice for myself. I wished only to not feel like
a disappointment to all those people that ever had any expectations of me.

For many years I had defined myself as a would be lawyer, and yet I had quit school.

I attempted to work for my redemption having been given a job I did not deserve, by my
father. I trapped myself in the delusion that I could make up for twenty years of failure if
only I worked hard enough for one year.

At twenty-one I had no academic, financial or social achievements of note. I existed and was
continuing to exist by sheer inertia. My sole ways of spending time were resenting the world,
indulging in one of my many unhealthy coping mechanisms such as video games or alcohol
and I felt my biggest problem were my hardwired biological survival instincts.

I saw no way forward, but one day I made a choice. I kept making choices during the many
days that came after. A child does not worry about when they can run a marathon before they
have taken their first step. Neither would I.






1. I went to McDonald’s

I wonder if anyone expected my first step in my life to be eating at McDonald's, hahah.
Neither did I. Out in public I always felt I had to wear a mask but the social expectations of
someone eating chicken nuggets felt manageable, even then. After a walk of less than ten
minutes in a dirty shirt and jogging pants, there I was every day. Coffee and chicken nuggets
breakfast at two in the afternoon was what I did to start my journey on the road.

Healthiest thing I ever did, though my toilet might disagree.






2, I threw a glass of Bacardi down the kitchen sink

I never had the ‘bad kind of alcoholism’ is what I like to tell myself, but I know it was close. A
couple of beers a day was nothing back then. At night, in the afternoon or even in the
morning. On bad days, especially, I needed an escape. On one of them I reached into the
fridge for a beer but found none. Instead I grabbed a bottle of leftover Bacardi from a night of
partying. Pouring myself an impolite amount in a dirty cocktail glass, I realized what I was
holding in my hand: a choice. Was this going to be a step backward or forward? And I chose.






3. I threw away a piece of the past

Puberty was rough. It felt like holding my breath because a predator was nearby that would
kill me if T drew their attention. For years. One place - a fancy grocery store - I could draw
breath was critical to making it. I made orange juice for four hours there every Saturday
afternoon because I was considered too stupid to cut potatoes unassisted.

It was the only place I was able to cry, to the consternation of some customers, and had a
father figure in a grumpy old man who managed me. When I was fired around twenty one I
stole my work uniform. As a teenager in that store I was seen as someone meant for bigger
things, full of potential. I could cry, or be angry and those around me would just talk to me
and continue to treat me as one of them. It felt safe, I needed physical proof of that.

One of the things you’ll find out about me: I am clingy. And safety? That feels nice. But if we
cling onto something for too long it tends to turn to poison. It took me a couple years after I
left that job behind before I could let go. In throwing away the uniform, I illegally kept for
years, I was signalling to myself it was time to find safety somewhere else.
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4. Leaving the city I grew up in

The city I grew up in was starting to feel like a bandage that has been on too long. Once
home, at nineteen it was drowning me. The shadow of my father was everywhere, and the
pressure I put on myself to be someone I was not, was crippling to the point I couldn't even
drag myself to the grocery store anymore. Any and all quiet time was horror. That inertia
pushing me forwards? It had run out.

Moving out of the city wasn’t a planned move, it was an escape. I don’t even remember if I
was running from the city, myself or an actual demon but there was no hesitation. Choosing
the bad option when the other is worse can be your best move.

I knew the city wasn’t the problem. But pretending helped for a while. And that’s okay.
Sometimes a temporary solution is what we need.






5. Moving in with students five years younger than me

Living like a digital nomad felt natural to me at this point. As I had moved too many times
and had no close friends in my life, it was easy to move to an unfamiliar city. As long as I had
the internet I would be fine is what I felt.

I moved into a mixed student house, the cleanest place I stayed in since I stopped living with
my mother at seventeen, two boys and two girls early in their studies. Most of them were
from the same region in the east. They were living as one should; happily travelling their own
road and dealing with life's ups and downs. They embraced me.

A chore wheel, shared dinners and an occasional adventure: I loved how normal my life
became with them. I had never experienced life this way, I was used to something always
being wrong. I am so incredibly grateful to have gotten to spend a couple months with these
people.






6. Being unemployed for a few months

After having left the town I grew up in to see the sun, I needed a bit of time to find my feet. I
got the opportunity to take the time as the Netherlands is a very nice country to live in. You
get unemployment benefits and time to figure yourself out, no questions asked. Three
months of waking up to no obligations, no manager to project a father figure onto, no bus to
take and no goal. After having defined myself for twenty-two years by what I could be, I
enjoyed immensely just being.

New city, new people and a literal pile of garbage left behind. Everything seemed possible,
even easy! Eating three meals a day? Done! Make up an entire workout regimen I was
definitely gonna stick with for the long haul? Yeppers. Totally “seriously” applying for jobs to
collect my unemployment benefits? Did I actually use this as an excuse to not feel bad for
recovering?

For legal reasons I cannot confirm or deny.






