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CHAPTER ONE

“COMING UP NEXT, this week’s chart topping single as it continues its
reign at the top spot…” shouted the radio presenter, quickly followed by
Dory’s hand shooting out from under the duvet to silence the sound before
the opening melody could once again burrow it’s way into her
subconscious. How that song had managed to hold out 3, or was it four
weeks, was beyond her. It wasn’t going to win any awards for originality or
lyrical excellence, but she couldn’t help but admit it was catchy, stuck in
her head these days more often than not. Curling her knees up to her chest,
she pulled the covers tightly around her. It had been a late night, and even
when she had gotten to bed, sleep hadn’t come easily. She definitely
remembered seeing the numbers 03:20 lighting up the corner of her room
from the red glow of the radio alarm. Rest wasn’t coming as easily as it
used to, planning and worrying had kept her awake last night as she lay on
her back staring at the ceiling, willing herself to sleep. The rush of thoughts
just kept flowing. She’d even tried counting sheep at one point, but had
jettisoned the idea when she lost track somewhere in the mid hundreds.
Now lying motionless, trying to ignore the imminent blare of the second
alarm, she thought ahead to the day. First up, that Spanish test, and then the
chemistry experiment that needed to be repeated following a disastrous first
attempt last week. She wasn’t the only one who hadn’t managed to
complete it successfully, but was definitely in the minority.
Breaking into her thoughts came the once again dulcet tones of the DJ,
the song thankfully finished, and the programme having moved on to
explaining the complex rules of their current ongoing daily competition.

Something about guessing the movie quote from a series of pictures on their
instagram… Dory never had the concentration to fully take on board the
subtleties of the hoops to jump through for this contest that time of the
morning. Groaning, she pivoted herself into a slumped, seated position at
the edge of her bed, duvet still wrapped around her, covering her head like a
hood.
Pushing herself to stand, she wavered with a head rush as walked across
the room and pulled back the curtains. Her stomach dropped like a stone
when she caught a glimpse of the trees just beyond the window. Scrunching
her eyes against the glare of the morning light, she wondered to herself;
When had that tree come back to life again after the winter? When had
Spring decided to come around again and ruin her mood with thoughts of
the looming exams and decisions to be made about what came next? From
her earliest memories, that tree had been the reminder in her otherwise
mostly stagnant existence that things did happen, that there actually was
change in the world. Full and green during the summer months, slowly
turning gloriously moody with autumn's approach, before sitting barren,
looking like it wouldn't recover for months on end, yet always bursting back
into life. With every spring, the gnarly branches, like the fingers of an
enormous giant reaching towards her bedroom window, would become
laden down with those tiny green buds soon to expand and fill out, once
more blocking her view of the street below and her across the road
neighbours.
—
Ten minutes later, after enduring a lukewarm shower, with thanks to Jack
hogging the lion’s share of the hot water, she quietly entered the kitchen and
pulled out a bowl from the press, casting her eye over the sparse cereal
selection. What did she want for this morning? Crunchie Nut yes. Why even
ask the question when that’s an option? Besides, she needed a sugar hit this
morning after the late night she’d pulled at her desk. Reaching for the box,
she lifted it, finding it surprisingly light, only to discover an empty plastic
bag scrunched into the bottom of the box. “Jack!” she fired across the
kitchen, “Did you finish these?” Arm slung around his bowl, her 15 year
old brother grunted and turned away from her accusing gaze. It’s not like he
cared. Sighing, she reached for the weetabix, covering it with a generous

spoonful of brown sugar to make up for her dashed Crunchie Nut
expectations.
Sliding into her chair on the bench seat facing the back window of the
house, she looked out to the garden, noticing, for the second time that
morning, the trees outside. It’s almost time, she thought to herself. The
knowledge washed over her that with each new leaf that grew, the exams
she had been thinking about and working towards for the last two years
were just that little bit closer, feeling the ever more familiar twist inside her
stomach.
“What are you looking at?” her Mam asked, startling Dory from a
trance as she placed the glass coffee pot back into its holder with a clink,
having sidled unseen into the kitchen out of Dory’s eyeline.
“Just looking”, Dory replied, followed by a wide yawn. “The leaves are
growing back again.”
“About time too. It feels like Spring has been late coming this year.”
She slipped into the opposite seat at the table and unfurled the newspaper
Dory had seen hanging half out of the letter box on her way down the stairs
a few minutes earlier. “I hope you paid as much attention to your vocab last
night as you are to what’s going on outside in our back garden. Did you do
enough study for that test today?” She questioned across the table with an
arched eyebrow.
With the mention of this morning’s test, Dory’s already tensed stomach
took a lurch.
“Yeah yeah, I did. I’m all set. I was up late last night making sure I
know them. Good to go. Where’s Dad? Is he not up yet? We have to leave
soon.”
“He got a call late last night, Jeff couldn’t make it in for the early shift
today, so they asked if Dad would be able to switch with him. He said yes,
lucky man too. It frees him up to be able to come to coffee with me tonight
to the O’Reillys. You know how much he loves Jean & Joe" she chuckled
sarcastically to herself. "I won't be surprised if an unexpected double shift
comes up with that on his books for later. You’re okay taking the bus this
morning right?”
“Sure, I guess so. You couldn’t take me instead could you…?”
“Dory, do we have to go over that every time? You know if I take you
I’ll get caught in the traffic coming the wrong direction back to the office.
Can you not just take the bus?”

“Okay okay” she slumped back into her chair. The bus, great, she hated
the bus.
—
She breathed a sigh of relief stepping off the crushed bus filled with its
cramped commuters, that's that done for another day, she thought to
herself. Her Dad would hopefully be picking her up at the end of the day as
he usually did when he got off the early shift. Her mind was racing with the
list of Spanish words she was trying to commit to memory, and she was
feeling further rattled by trying to look at those words neatly printed on her
flashcards while being jostled around on the bus. She never got a seat on the
way to school in the morning. Walking towards the school building, she
cycled through the things she had to do today: the dreaded test hung like an
axe over her neck waiting to drop, that chemistry experiment for
coursework, she had tried last Monday but hadn't been able to get the liquid
clear, needed repeating in the double class this morning. Why didn’t it come
out clear? I followed the directions to perfection…what could possibly have
gone wrong? A meeting with the trip committee to make some decisions
about the fundraising…. What else, she thought, what am I forgetting?
Continuing to comb through her mind she pushed into the crowded
locker room, bending down to her assigned compartment. What were the
odds that in six years in this place, she wouldn't once get a locker at a
normal height? It felt like she spent three full months out of every school
year on the floor straining to retrieve the one book she needed which always
seemed to have migrated to the bottom of the pile. Standing up again after
locating her Irish copy, she almost collided with Meabh, the one face in the
sea of students that had greeted her nearly every morning, bar illness and
holidays, since junior infants. "Dory! You're here, we all thought you must
have been sick, where were you this morning?"
"This morning let's see....bed for sleeping, kitchen table for eating, bus
for travelling (thanks Dad), here for talking to you. Where was I supposed
to be?"
“The library! We were meeting before school this morning for the
fundraising meeting. I told you about that yesterday during last class before
we left!" Meabh held her hands out in exasperation.

“This morning? So sorry Meabhy…I thought you had said lunchtime!
Sorry, sorry!” Dory sheepishly replied, knowing how important that
meeting had been.
During transition year, about a third of their year group had spent 2
weeks in Rwanda, building houses in a region called Buye, about 2 hours
outside of the capital. So profoundly impacted by the time, most of the
group had agreed, on leaving two years earlier, that they would return for
their sixth year holiday to visit the region, see the houses and then build
some more if the organisation was still working there. Now the time had
come, Habitat was still active and building, but the enthusiasm of the year
group had definitely waned; it seemed the lure of sun, sea and sand
following the slog of the leaving cert had pulled most of the year group
away from their shared enthusiasm. However, a group of 9 of them were
still keen, and two of the teachers were willing to give up the first 2 weeks
of their holidays to go along for the ride, so it was coming together nicely.
Only thing was the fundraising, which was turning into a hard slog,
especially trying to do it all alongside preparing for their upcoming exams.
Turns out it was something that could easily slip Dory’s mind.
“Okay, grand Dory. It’s just this was our chance to get a head start on
this. It would have been good for you to be there.” Meabh was clearly
fighting annoyance with her, but was, as usual, struggling with her inability
to show her anger to people, a trait which, honestly, had worked out pretty
well for Dory over the last 14 years.
“Classic Dory am I right?” She sidestepped the conversation.
“Hmm…yeah…classic me.”
Her nickname ‘Dory’ was short for Dorothea. The great “gift” bestowed
on her after a great aunt she had never met, but who was said to have
sported the same shock of red hair that had greeted her parents on Dory’s
arrival into the world. She had liked the shortened form of her name for a
long time, until that movie, you know the one, had come along and added
another layer to her name. Now if people didn't know her, they would
assume it was a nickname because of that stinking fish; that people called
her it because she was forgetful or something. I mean, she was forgetful, but
that was besides the point. She didn't like the assumption. Even those who
had known her before, like Meabh were continually making the connection.
“Anything important decided? When’s the next meeting?” Dory
questioned Meabh as she gathered up her books to head towards their year

head’s room.
“Nothing too much yet, more brainstorming ideas what we can do to
build the funds up. Josh was being a dose, talking himself up to impress
Leona, he reckons he can talk Mrs. Larrimer into letting us do a school
wide non-uniform day as a fundraiser. Not a chance she’s going to agree to
that, but he seems convinced of his powers of persuasion.”
“Ha, good luck to him! Larrimer is such a stickler for a top button.”
“That’s what I said but he reckons he can get it past her. No way. We’re
also going to meet in town on Saturday morning to do a shop for some
resources for the club? You free? You’re the only good crafty one among
us.”
“Saturday, yeah I should be. What time?”
“I think we said meet at 10 outside Brady’s for coffee, and we’ll go
from there.”
“Grand yeah, I’m good for that.” Dory replied distractedly, peering in
her backpack to make sure she had everything she needed for the morning,
trying to save herself a between-class dash to the locker room.
“Okay, see you at lunch. What’ve you got first?” Meabh asked over her
shoulder as she picked up her bag to head out the locker room door.
“Spanish test. Yikes.”
“Ho-kay, good luck with that!” Meabh laughed, shooting Dory a
sympathetic smile. “Hope you can remember the words better than you
remember your appointments!”
Chuckling, Meabh headed out the door while Dory turned back to her
locker, fake smile falling from her face and kicked the door shut with her
foot. Swinging her bag over her shoulder, she headed down the corridor in
the opposite direction from her old friend. Feeling her phone vibrate in her
pocket, she retrieved it to find a message from her Dad.
Sorry I had to work this morning. I’ve picked up an extra shift this
afternoon too, won’t be able to pick you up after school. Sorry! See you at
home. Dad
8:47am
Pushing her phone back into her pocket. Dory cursed under her breath as
she continued towards Mr O’Donnell’s classroom for Spanish. The bus
again. I hate the bus.

—
The day progressed as it had started. Badly. The Spanish test could
definitely have gone better. She did think she remembered most of the
words and on swapping it with Jordan, with whom she shared a last name,
but thankfully no blood; being his desk mate in most of her classes (thanks
alphabetical order) was quite enough to hold in common with him. She
scored a 12 out of 20, but seeing the eight she’d missed on simple spelling
errors, she clenched her fists. Those had been some of the ones she had kept
getting wrong with the flash cards the night before, spending extra time on
them. Extra time that obviously hadn’t been worth it. She was just really
finding it hard to get information to stick these days. I should have gone
over them a few more times, she thought to herself, committing herself to,
next time, staying up late enough to ensure they were locked into her
memory, whatever it took to get full marks.
Chemistry continued the down swing. The entire double class was taken
up with setting up and re-running her course work experiment, but once
again, the liquid emerging wasn’t the desired clear, colourless solution the
textbook had promised. Glancing around the other stations, she saw beaker
after beaker slowly filling up with what looked like pure, filtered water,
while hers was distinctly not.
“What’s happened here Dorothea?” Dr. Brennan intoned bending down
to peer into her beaker. “Second time unlucky? We don’t have time to try
again during class time, everyone else has managed it. We’ll have to find
some extra-class time for you to give it another go. Getting the readings for
this experiment correct really is an essential part of your final piece of
work.”
“I’m so sorry Dr. Brennan. I really have no idea what went wrong! I
followed the instructions exactly as they’re written down, I didn’t deviate at
all from them.” Dory looked at him apologetically.
“Well, you must have done something wrong along the way. Otherwise
you’d have the results everyone else seems to have managed.” Dr. Brennan
strode away to behind his table at the front of the classroom.
Slumping onto her stool, Dory breathed out a sigh of frustration before
roughly beginning to dismantle the apparatus, accidentally clinking the
bottom of the beaker against the metal stand.

“Careful Miss Patterson. You’re already on thin ice in this classroom,
please don’t add a breakage to that list of misdemeanours.” Dr. Brennan
reprimanded, peering over the piles of text books covering his desk.
Dory felt tears begin to rise in her eyes as she hurried over to the sink
shared by her island of desk mates to rinse out the containers. Sucking in
deep breaths to hold the tears inside. Why can’t I get it right? What am I
doing wrong? She bitterly cast her eyes around the room at the relieved
faces replacing their apparatus in the cupboards.
As the end of school bell finally rang minutes later, and the class
gathered their books and bags up making a quick rush for the lab door, Dr.
Brennan’s voice carried over the chattering students. “Ms. Patterson, see me
for a few minutes would you?”
Receiving some empathetic glances from her table mates, Dory slung
her bag over her shoulder and sidled up to the front bench with her stomach
churning, prepared for what she was sure was going to be a real dressing
down.
—
An hour later, finally at the end of a long day, Dory passed through the open
doorway into the sixth year locker room, relieved to see everyone was gone
for the day. Having stayed late in the library to get her head around her
history coursework due in a few weeks, masquerading an attempt to avoid
the school rush on the bus, her mind hadn’t been able to move itself away
from the failure of her chemistry double class earlier in the day. I can’t
believe that experiment didn’t work AGAIN. She muttered under her breath.
There was no reason why it was still cloudy, she’d followed the instructions
exactly to the letter again. As she had expected, Dr Brennan hadn’t been
happy, openly scolding her as a few students had been still filing out of the
room, adding to her shame. “You’re only failing yourself here by your
inattention to detail Dory. Everyone else has mastered this by now, it’s not
even that complicated. You’ll have to try again. I’m covering Saturday
detention this week,” he sniffed, returning his attention to the papers in
front of him. “Perhaps a weekend session in the laboratory would focus the
mind adequately. ”
Great. That was this weekend written off. And detention. She’d never
been given a detention before. What’s mam going to say? She thought to

herself. She doesn’t have to know. She decided. There was no reason to tell
her, it would only lead to another argument. She’d just have to figure out a
way to get out of the house early enough on Saturday morning so no one
noticed. Another thing to figure out and worry about, Dory added to the list.
At least there wasn’t anyone at the lockers at this time of the afternoon.
No pushing through a crowd to get to her spot. Pulling out her phone to
check the time, she cursed silently under her breath as she realised she was
going to have to rush to make the bus in time. Stupid Dory, you’re always
rushing, why can’t you just get it together? In that second, the wind battered
against the high window, forcing the pulsing rain to run in rivers down the
surface of the glass, making her jump from the sudden sound. Catching
herself, she rolled her eyes, pulling her hair up into a tight bun. Nothing
ever went right. If she missed this bus she would have to wait 20 minutes in
the rain.
Dropping to her knees, Dory pulled her backpack towards herself,
fumbling in her pocket for her locker key. She needed to find the textbook
she needed to really get motoring on her history coursework. Peering into
the back of the locker, she strained her eyes in the dim light, rummaging
around to find the thin book amidst the mess that had accumulated over the
last number of months. “Come on come on…” she muttered, before
dislodging the pile which came careening out towards her. “No!” She
shouted, as she started stuffing spare copies and unneeded textbooks back
into the locker. “Where are you?”
Irritated, her frustration level rose and she leaned her head against the
locker directly above hers and slammed the base of her palm into the locker
to the right. “Where ARE you?!” She shouted in frustration into the pile of
school books and bits and pieces, the noise echoing in the empty room and
out along the corridor. Finally catching a glimpse of the dogeared corner of
the book, she pushed everything back into the small space and slammed the
door shut, pocketing the key in the front flap of her school bag. Standing
up, her eyes started to fill with tears. What’s happening to me? She thought,
why am I crying?
Falling to the bench seat in the middle of the room, she pushed a few
left behind jumpers and a lone, lost hockey stick to the floor as she lowering
her face into her hands and dissolved into tears, ragged breaths catching in
her throat.

Why can’t I get it together today? Everyone else seems like they’re
managing. I’m failing at all of this.
Sitting for a few minutes longer, her mind scattered and a jumble of
thoughts, her ears suddenly pricked up as she heard distant footsteps
approaching down the hallway.
Lifting herself quickly off the bench, she heard the words, “Hello? Is
someone there?” from a voice approaching the locker room door. Wiping
her face with the back of her blazer, she threw her bag across her shoulders,
keen to get out as quickly as possible from the concerned gaze of her year
head Mrs. Harrod which had appeared, peering into the dark interior of the
locker room.
“Oh Dory, it’s you. I heard something as I was walking past. Oh, are
you okay…?” She questioned with concern, seeing Dory’s reaction and
body language.
“Yes, yes, Miss. I’m grand. Was just sitting down for a bit before I head
home.” Dory averted her gaze attempting to duck around the door past her
year head who’d seen her daily through her teenage years.
“Looked like there was more going on that just wanting to sit down
Dory”. Mrs. Harrod spoke softly, moving to block Dory from manoeuvring
herself through the door. She tilted her head to try and catch her gaze, eye
contact Dory was determined to avoid. “What’s happening? You can talk to
me Dory.”
“Thanks Miss. I know I can. It’s okay, honestly. Thanks.” Dory finally
managing to find an opening through the door and power walked up the
corridor towards the exit. Mortified to have been caught in that state. What
will she think of me? She intoned under her breath. Stupid Dory. Why can’t
you just keep it together for 5 minutes.
Pushing open the door and walking towards the gate, she removed her
phone from her pocket, opening the bus app to check on times. Delayed
again. Fantastic, just what I need today.
—
Walking through the front door of her house 45 minutes later, after waiting
through two phantom buses that were on the app but never actually
appeared, Dory breathed a sigh of relief as she threw her schoolbag to the
floor under the coatrack and sat down on the bottom step of the stairs to

untie her shoelaces. Spent from the day, all she wanted to do was go to
sleep. But running through the to-do list for the rest of the evening’s
homework, she attempted to prioritise tasks, pushing what had just taken
place in the locker room to the periphery of her mind.
“Dory? Is that you?” Her mam’s voice echoed from the kitchen at the
rear of the hallway.
“Yes Mam, I’m just in. Sorry I’m late, I just stayed late to work on
coursework.”
“Chemistry coursework? I thought you were doing that during class
today?”
“No, history Mam. Chemistry didn’t go great. Don’t worry Mam, long
story. I’m going upstairs now to change, when’s tea?”
“It’ll be in about 25 minutes, will you come in here first though hon?”
Dory paused. This wasn’t normal.
“Can we talk then?” She called down the hallway, “I’m shattered. Need
to get a start on homework.”
Dory’s mum poked her head out the kitchen door, “Just come here for a
few minutes, I want to talk to you about something.”
Pulling off her unlaced shoes and kicking them under the coat stand in
the hallway, Dory rose from her spot and walked suspiciously down the
hallway.
Walking into the kitchen, she saw her mam resettling herself at her spot
on the kitchen island. Dory reached towards the kettle flicking it down.
“It needs filled love, sorry, I just used the last drop.” Her mam nodded
towards the tap.
Dory retrieved the kettle from it’s holder, and walked over to the sink.
“So I just got a call from school, Mrs Harrod wanted to check that you
were okay…” Dory froze.
Whipping around, kettle in one hand, some water came spilling out over
the lip.
“What did she say?” “Careful Dory! You’re spilling!” Dory and her
mam spoke over each other.
“Clean that up Dory, someone will slip.”
“Okay Mam, okay.” Dory reached for the kitchen roll beside the sink,
her mind racing as she tried to get her head around what was happening
here. “What did Mrs. Harrod say?”

“She was worried about you, she had gotten our number from the office
and wanted to call and check if you were alright, and to ask me to check in
with you. She said you were crying Dory. What were you crying about? She
suggested that it might be good for you to talk to the guidance counsellor or
a therapist!”
“Nothing Mam, seriously, it doesn’t matter. I just had a bad day okay?”
“A bad day? Bad how? Did your Spanish test not go well? Full marks I
hope.”
“Well..not exactly. But not terrible. 12 out of 20.”
“Oh Dory, 12? I knew you should have spent more time studying.
Where’s your focus these days?”
“I did! I stayed up really late going over those words, I just couldn’t get
them all in.”
“And then what was that you mumbled when you came in about the
experiment not going well? Dory, I really worry that you’re not making the
most of the opportunities you’re being given at this school.”
Dory felt her temperature starting to rise as her frustration levels started
to go up.
“I am. I’m really trying Mam. Just sometimes it’s all a lot. There’s a lot
going on.”
“Everyone has these pressures Dory, everyone is dealing with a lot.
Look at me. I’ve got my boss on my back about this presentation, Jack has
to be picked up and dropped everywhere, which if you had managed to pass
your test by now you could have helped me with, and now all this with
you? Calls from the school worried about you?”
“I’m sorry Mam.”
“Don’t be sorry Dory, just try to see things from a bigger perspective.
This year really matters. It’s going to define everything else that happens in
your life from here on. Try and take this all a bit more seriously.”
“I know Mam. I will.”
“Good. Go and talk to Mrs. Harrod tomorrow would you? I don’t want
her to think there’s something really wrong with you. Just tell her you’re
okay. You are okay aren’t you?”
“Yes yes, I’m fine.”
“Okay. Good. Go and get changed out of your uniform, dinner in 20.”
Replacing the kettle in its holder, never having quite made it to that cup
of tea, Dory slunk out of the kitchen and toward her bedroom.

CHAPTER TWO

“THANKS DAD.” DORY pulled herself out of the car.
“Have a good day Dory. Hope it’s better than yesterday.” Her Dad
always tried, she’d give him that. The car ride this morning had been a
mixture of excruciating silences mixed with his indelicate attempts at
digging for information following the phone call from school yesterday. He
always meant well, but Dory was definitely not in the mood for talking
about it, especially at this time of the morning.
Okay. Here we go. Today’s got to be better than yesterday. She pepped
herself up as she pushed her way through the zombie masses of students
arriving for school.
She headed for form class, not particularly thrilled at the idea of
interacting with Mrs. Harrod quite so soon.
Sliding into her regular seat, she nodded hello to a sleep deprived
Meabh across the room. Alphabetical order had kept them apart for so many
years in so many classrooms it was a wonder they had ever found their way
to each other in the first place.
Dory pulled a textbook out of her bag to do some last minute prep for a
practice Irish oral coming up during third period while she waited for the
roll to be called. Just as well there’s no chemistry today.
The first bell rang, and Mrs. Harrod lifted her gaze from the work she
had been focused on, picking up her tablet to call the roll. Following this
stock start to the day, Dory returned to her Irish for a few minutes before
the bell rang again summoning them to their first class.

As she passed the desk at the front of the classroom on her way to the
door. Mrs. Harrod beckoned her over. “Dory? Quick word before you go
please.”
“Oooooooh” her classmates echoed. It wasn’t usual for Dory to be
picked out of the crowd, this would make for good conversational fodder
and speculation as they peeled away to their various classrooms.
“Yes Miss?” Dory sidled up to the desk as the last of the stragglers filed
out of the room.
“I imagine your mum relayed our conversation to you last night Dory. I
hope you don’t see it as too much of an intrusion that I called. I was just
quite concerned following our interaction in the locker room, and you were
in such a hurry to get out the door.”
“Yes Miss, I just had a bus to catch.”
“Well I just wanted to check with you that you’re okay, and make sure
you know that I’m here if you ever want to talk. I know at this time that 6th
years find themselves carrying a lot. You’ve got big ambitions, which
you’re more than capable of achieving, and I hear you’re on the Habitat
committee too? It’s a lot to be taking on, particularly with the exams
coming up and the coursework piling on around this time.”
“Yes Miss, it’s a lot, but I’m really managing okay.”
“Okay, well you know where I am if you want to talk. Or if you want
me to chat to some of the other teachers about the workload.”
“I’ll be okay. Really. But thanks. I better go or I’ll be late for Maths.
Thanks Miss.” Dory smiled as she turned on her heels and peeled out the
classroom door, glad to have that conversation behind her.
—
Friday evening arrived and as Dory settled into the kitchen table for their
usual Chinese takeaway to celebrate the beginning of the weekend, her
mum came into the room with the laundry basket filled with school
uniforms.
“Mam, would you mind not putting my uniform on till tomorrow?”
Dory asked, seeing the cuff of her jumper peeking over the top of the
basket.
“What? No Dory, if I put it on now I can get it out on the line for
tomorrow morning to get the wind at it for the whole day.”

“It’s okay, you don’t have to do mine, I can put it on tomorrow.” She
reached over and into the basket, rummaging around for the pieces of her
uniform mixed in with her brother’s.
“What are you on about Dory? Leave at it.” Her mum snapped, pulling
the basket out of her reach.
“It’s just…I need my uniform tomorrow.”
“Why do you need your uniform? Are you helping at an open day
again? I thought that was a few weeks ago, is that school doing another
one? Absolute beggars they are for trying to up their numbers and get more
people through the door, as if the class sizes weren’t big enough. ”
“No…not an open day. I just have to go in to rerun that experiment
again.”
“On a Saturday? Oh Dory…. Saturday morning. Is this detention? Do
you have detention?” Her mum looked at her with horror. Leaning against
the counter with her hand on her waist she continued, “Dory. What is
happening with you these days?”
Dory’s mind flashed blank as her mum looked her up and down, rapt
attention for a response.
“Well? I’m really disappointed in you Dory. This behaviour is really out
of character for you.”
“Yeah Dory, what a loser.” Her younger brother Jack piped up from the
opposite side of the table.
“Shut up. Shut up.” Dory muttered in his direction?
“What did you say to me?” Her mum shot shortly in her direction.
“That wasn’t at you. I was talking to Jack.” Dory lowered her head to
the table in front of her, feeling her heart start to pound against her chest. It
was like she could feel it on the surface of her skin, as if it was pounding
hard enough to shake the table below her. Not again, Dory thought to
herself as her breathing got faster.
“Dory, head up. I’m talking to you.”
Dory pulled herself to her feet, suddenly needing to be away from
everyone and the pressure to respond, to have some coherent answer to the
swirl of questions and expectations in her head and being shot at her.
“I’ll be back in a second” she muttered to the table as she twisted
towards the downstairs hallway and the security of the bathroom.
“Dory! Come back here!” Her Dad called to her, breaking his silence
from the armchair in the corner. “Your mother’s not finished talking to you

yet.”
“Let her go Robert,” her Mam called. “She’s just being dramatic.”
Shutting the door of the bathroom, Dory’s stomach spasmed and she
pushed open the lid of the toilet and retched. Nothing appeared but she
stayed there, anticipating another stomach roll.
What’s happening? Dory thought to herself. Why am I feeling like this?
It felt like she wasn’t herself, not in control of her own mind or body.
Someone else pulling the strings. Her chest felt like it was full of air, her
mind racing around her thoughts with no ability, no power to stop them.
What am I going to do? She thought. What can I do? Is there something
really wrong with me?
Pulling herself from off the ground, she brought the toilet seat down and
settled herself on the closed lid, placing her head in her hands, as the tears
built behind her tightly shut eyelids, leaking out and across her palms.
Realising her proximity to the kitchen, she moved her hand over her mouth
in an attempt to muffle the sound. But as she cried, her mind continued to
race through all the work still left undone, the experiment looming
tomorrow, the exams appearing faster on the horizon, and now this feeling
that maybe something was wrong with her head.
Outside in the hallway she heard someone approaching the bathroom
door, and a gentle knock came, followed by her Dad’s low voice, “Are you
okay Dory? What’s wrong?”
Before Dory could bring herself to answer, she heard more footsteps
along the hall and turning to go up the stairs, as her Mam passed her dad by,
talking to him in a stage whisper, clearly intended to be overheard, “She’s
just so sensitive at the minute Robert, I really don’t know what to do with
her. I don’t know how she’s going to handle Africa this Summer. I really
don’t know if she should go.”
Swallowing the reply that had been on the tip of her tongue, she sat in
silence as her Dad paused at the door for a few more seconds waiting for a
response, before saying “Whenever you want to talk Dory, let us know,”
and turned and walked back to the kitchen.

CHAPTER THREE

DORY HUNCHED INTO the empty school yard, avoiding the eyes of the
two other students also turning in, probably third years, she thought. Never
before had she been placed in Saturday detention, the churn of injustice
rearing up in her stomach. It wasn’t like she’d been caught smoking in the
bathroom or talking back, trying to hold her own against one of the
teachers. Through the last 6 years in school she’d been nothing but
respectable and hardworking, striving to sail through as under the radar as
she could manage. Her only crime to deserve this treatment was not even a
crime as far as she was concerned, simply failing to be able to get her head
around an experiment.
Heading towards the sixth form study room, where the study cubicles
provided the venue for the weekly detention, a fact she had only known by
word of mouth, but now unfortunately, by experience, she was stopped by a
sign on the door of the sixth year centre.
“DETENTION RELOCATED to Science Block Room E3”
Dr. Brennan’s room. Turning back and heading across the campus, she
tried to think through the instructions, running through the steps in her
mind. They should be simple enough, why can’t I get this?
Arriving in the lab after the short walk, she took a seat as far away from
anyone as she could. Everyone else seemed to have chosen the same
strategy, shifting to settle on the uncomfortably high stools of the laboratory
classroom.
“Morning.” Dr. Brennan intoned as he finally looked up from his desk,
“I’ll take the roll now.” In a monotone drone, he ran through the list of 10

or so names of this weeks current detainees and school reprobates, or at
least the ones who had been caught in the last 7 days.
“We aren’t in our usual study area today, thanks to Miss. Patterson who
will be recreating her failure of a chemistry experiment. You can thank her
for the next 2 hours spent shifting on your stools.” Looking around the
room, Dory was thankful for her unknown status, allowing her to avoid the
daggers that were being thrown around from her detention mates with
nowhere to land. That wouldn’t last long of course, she couldn’t exactly
hide her identity when she started gathering the equipment.
“You can start now Dorothea.” Dr Brennan instructed directly toward
her across the classroom, finally providing a landing place for the disdain of
the group. Dory, sliding off her stool, tried to avoid the glares piercing her
from every angle of the room.
Lifting her textbook and thumbing through to the by now well worn
page, she ran her eyes down the list of required apparatus as she approached
the store cupboards along the back wall.
Gathering the necessary equipment, she returned to her station and
began the laborious process of setting out the experiment.
Feeling a buzz in the pocket of her skirt, she glanced to the front of the
room, and seeing Dr. Brennan having returned his attention to the Saturday
paper, she manoeuvred her phone into position under the tall desk and
swiped the message notification on her lock screen.
Above an attached selfie of Meabh looking bored sitting on an empty bus
was the message:
I’m running late this morning but on bus now. Won’t be there till about
10:25. Will you tell the others? Feel free to get started and will message
you when I’m off the bus to catch up.
Crap. Thought Dory. Crap crap crap.
The Habitat meeting this morning. In the flurry of the week she had
completely forgotten about town this morning to start shopping for the
crafts. Her mind racing, she started tapping out a hurried reply.
I’m SO sor……

“Miss Patterson.” Thundered Dr. Brennan from two feet behind her head.
“Tell me that’s not your phone flashing about in the middle of detention?”
“Oooooooooooh” echoed the chorus around the room, glad that it
wasn’t them being caught out for once.
“Sorry Dr. Brennan” Dory spluttered out, flustered at being caught in
the act, “I was just replying to Meabh Hillman, I had forgotten I was meant
to be meeting her today.”
“I think that can wait till after detention. Phone please.” He held his
hand out towards Dory, waiting for her to hand it over.
Dory opened her mouth to plead for the time to send just this one text.
But knowing Dr. Brennan wasn’t exactly known for overflowing empathy,
placed it in his outstretched palm.
“I’ll keep it till you’re done. I would think after failing to get this right
the last 2 times you would be ready to focus this time and make sure you
got it. Apparently I’m mistaken.”
Walking back to the front of the room to a chorus of snickers from the
room, her phone in his hand, he placed it on the edge of the table.
Dory attempted to get back to work, but found it difficult to focus on the
words on the page as she tried to piece together the apparatus. The words
blurring as she blinked back tears thinking about Meabh and the group
waiting for her, wondering where she was.
Thirty minutes later, Dr. Brennan called her name once again. “Ms.
Patterson, if you would be so kind as to come up here and turn your phone
off? To my surprise, you’re having quite the flurry of popularity here, and
I’d rather not be interrupted quite so many times by the buzzing.”
“Yes Dr. Brennan” she replied, walking to the front. Picking up her
phone, she saw a number of notifications from Meabh flash up.
“Just turn it off please. No need to read anything.”
“Okay sir.” She responded, toggling the switch to silent, and returned to
her work station. Dory’s mind ran away with her worries about what was
happening miles away in town, hopefully Meabh had contacted one of the
others when she didn’t hear back from her so they’d know she was running
late, but would Meabh be able to forgive her forgetting yet another
gathering? Trying to shake these worries from her mind, she returned her
attention to the work in front of her, attempting to focus on the required
measurements of the substances.

It was no surprise, when 45 minutes later, dripping into the awaiting beaker
was not the desired clear, colourless liquid, but once again the cloudy,
opaque fluid she had grown used to being the result of this experiment.
Laying her head in her hands, Dory started cursing herself. Stupid Dory.
How could you fail this again? This is ridiculous, everyone else has
managed it. What a failure.
“Ms. Patterson. How’d that turn out? Did you finally manage it?” Dr.
Brennan directed across the classroom at her, seeing her slumped at her
desk.
“No sir. It’s cloudy again.” She softly replied.
“Pardon? I didn’t catch that. Louder please Dorothea.” Laughter,
muffled in jumper sleeves, surrounded her from her fellow students on
hearing her full moniker for the first time.
“No sir. It didn’t work…” She answered, louder this time for it to
properly carry across the lab.
“Well. That’s very disappointing Dory. Not that I’m particularly
surprised given your…distraction…during the set up. See me at the end.”
Again with the laughter from the audience that was continuing to enjoy
not being the subject of derision from a member of the teaching staff. Dory
began dismantling the equipment and returned her attention to the textbook,
trying to backtrack through the instructions and figure out where she could
possibly have gone wrong.
Following an excruciating few minutes under Dr. Brennan’s appalling
classroom manner and attitude in which he extrapolated on the simplicity of
the experiment and how she should have completed it by now, he set her
another time slot for an attempt the following Wednesday afternoon, and
handed her back her phone.
Rushing out of the classroom and into the midday Spring light, Dory
flicked on her phone and quickly opened the notifications, multiple texts
and 3 missed calls, quickly navigating to Meabh’s messages.
Did you get my message?x
10:05am
I just talked to Leona. She says you aren’t there yet. Are you on your way?x
10:14am

I’m here now. We’re just getting coffee to go and then will head on. Are you
okay??x
10:27am
Weird you’re not here. Hope you’re alright. We’ve come to the art shop by
Sandown’s. Head here when you get in. Need your ideas for the craft, so let
me know when you’re nearly here.
10:41am
Guess you aren’t coming. Thanks for the heads up.
11:15pm
Quickly typing out a message, Dory replied to Meabh’s list.
Meabh. SO SORRY! I had detention today and COMPLETELY forgot about
meeting you this morning. I was trying to text you when I got your first
message but Brennan caught me with my phone and took it off me till it was
over. So sorry. I’ll make it up to you. Are you still there now? I can come
in???
12:57pm
Pausing at the school gates, Dory looked up the road to the spot her Dad
usually parked in when picking her up. Seeing an empty space she peered
back at her phone screen and the message she had just sent. The ticks
showed blue now, meaning Meabh had seen the message, and then
“x.Meabh.x is typing” appeared at the top of the message. Then
disappeared, then appeared again, before the words flashed on the screen:
Don’t bother coming in. We’re nearly done. Sorted without you.
13:02pm
Closing her eyes. Dory took a deep breath and cursed herself again. Stupid
Dory. How could you forget twice in one week. Meabh is never going to
forgive you for this. Leaving them stranded in town, and who knows what
they ended up getting for the craft. She’ll probably not even want me on the
trip anymore. They’ll think I’m not committed and my head isn’t in it. Never

mind that stupid stupid stupid experiment. Failed again. What’s mam going
to say? How am I going to tell her? Her eyes filled with tears again as she
took series of deep breaths.
Seeing her Dad’s car appear around the corner and come up the road,
Dory took a few steps back into the school gates to try and compose herself
before getting into the car. But her Dad must have seen her as he drove
along, because rather than parking in his usual spot by the ticket machine,
he pulled all the way up to the gates.
Rolling down his window, he leaned towards the passenger side, “Dory,
are you okay?”
Back still turned slightly to him, she wiped her eyes with the back of her
sleeve and headed towards the car door and her dad’s concerned expression
peering through the window.
Opening the back door and putting her bag in, she closed it again and
moved to the front of the car, settling herself and looking straight ahead.
“What’s wrong Dory? Did it not go well?”
“Nothing Dad, don’t worry about it.” She mumbled, tears again starting
to pool at the corner of her eyes. “We can go now.”
“Dory, we’re worried about you. What’s wrong?”
“I’m fine.” She lied, turning away from his concerned gaze towards the
side window where she raised her hand to cover her mouth, muffling a sob.
She felt the car moving forward a few metres to take them out of the eye
line of anyone coming out of the school gates, and on stopping, heard his
gentle voice . “Dory…” He reached his arm out towards her and laid it
across her shoulder, and feeling the comfort communicated in that act, she
turned towards him placing her head on his shoulder, finally allowing the
sob held tightly in her chest to bubble out.
Frozen in those positions, no words exchanged in the space between
them, her Dad allowing her the space to cry. After a few minutes Dory lifted
her head, turning back to the front of the car, scrubbing at her eyes with the
balled up fists of her jumper. He softly offered, “Your mam and I are
worried about you Dory. Moments like this seem like they’re coming more
frequently these days. Is there anything we can do?”
“No, there isn’t…” and then the wave broke as she let it all out,
everything that had been swirling around in her head. “I just can’t get my
head around that experiment. I failed it again, and imagine what Mam is
going to say when she hears that…and then I forgot I was meant to meet

Meabh this morning in town, and she’s going to be so mad at me, I can
already tell she is from her message. She isn’t going to forgive me. And if I
can’t get that experiment I’m not going to do well in chemistry which
means I might not be able to get into biomedical…that’s all I want and I
might not be able to do it now… And then Africa, everyone’s going to hate
me for not pulling my weight in the prep, and what if Mam is right and I’m
not able for it anyway?” She drew in a deep breath, placing her head back
in her hands.
A few seconds passed, before her Dad began again.
“Honey. That’s a lot going on. You’ve been holding all this in? Have
you told anyone about this?”
“No, I’m just trying to get through it. I don’t have time for this Dad, I
just need to get it together.”
“You’re doing so well Dory. 6th year is hard, and there’s a lot of pressure
on you from lots of different angles…Tell you what, do you fancy a
coffee?” He said, placing his hands back on the steering wheel.
“Sure.” Dory replied, shrugging her shoulders and leaning back into her
seat.
He put the car in gear and headed away from the school down towards
the Village cafe. Driving along, he tilted his head toward her and quietly
said. “Mam mentioned that Mrs. Harrod had called and suggested talking to
someone might be helpful for you? Do you think you might like that?”
“I’m not sure Dad…therapy? I don’t think I’m that bad.”
“I know it might sound serious Dory, but it’s really just someone to talk
to who’s outside of the situation. To help you figure out and talk through
what’s happening in your head. I think it sounds like that might be helpful.
Derek from work, you know him, the one with the twin boys from the
Christmas party who always run wild? Last year he was saying he had a
difficult time with Karen and he went to talk to someone. It was like he was
a different guy on the floor after, calmer, lost his temper less and was way
more focused on what he was doing. He said talking was strange at first, but
really good. That it helped him figure a lot of stuff out. Have a think about
it, maybe it would be good for you to unpack some of this.”
“Maybe. I’ll think about it. Thanks Dad.”
“Anytime Dor,” he answered. Pulling into a parking space outside the
Village he gestured to the front door, “Do you want to come in, or wait here
for takeaway?”

“I’ll just wait here. Can I just have a hot chocolate?”
“Yup. I’ll try and sweet talk Janet into extra marshmallows. I think she
has a soft spot for me.” He pulled the keys out of the ignition and opened
the door.
“Good luck with that. There’s only space in Janet’s affection for one
Patterson, and I’m firmly in there.”
“Ha, we’ll see.” He paused about to open the door, and leaned back
across the car, holding Dory’s head and kissing her on the crown. “You’ll be
okay Dory. You’re doing great.”
“Hmmm..” She responded, unsure if he was speaking anything like the
truth.

CHAPTER FOUR

“YOU’LL BE OKAY going in there on your own?” Dory’s mum asked.
“I’ll be out here waiting when you’re done.”
“Mam, I’ll be fine, like what’s the worst that can happen?”
Following the conversation with her Dad on Saturday, Dory had spent
the weekend mulling over what they had talked about, creating a pros and
cons list in the back of her Irish copy on whether talking could help.
Coming to the conclusion that she wanted to try it, she had sidled up to her
Dad sitting in his favourite chair in the living room on Sunday evening, and
asked if it would be possible to ask around and see if there was someone
she could talk to. Things had kicked into gear quickly, she had expected an
appointment to be at least a few weeks out, allowing her to get her head
around the idea further, but an initial session had clicked into place
smoothly. Mrs Harrod had suggested someone she knew was good with
people at Dory’s stage, and June, the name of the therapist, had had a slot
available on Wednesday. So here she was.
Following the instructions her mam had been sent by text message, she
skirted round the side of the somewhat old fashioned semi detached house
set back from the road down the break in between the two houses. Because
of the position of the sun in the sky, the pathway was flooded with natural
light. A large tabby cat sat in the middle of her way sitting proudly on of
one of the flagstones nestled in the gravel path, only moving out of her way
at the very last second, as if sitting sentinel to guard what happened beyond.
She emerged from the alley into a smallish garden, dominated by a modern
wooden outbuilding with glass windows obscured by creamy blinds set into

the side. Casting her eyes around the small garden, bright alliums rising
from mismatched pots and planters waved in the gentle breeze of the
afternoon sun. The door to the…fancy shed? Dory wondered, opened and
standing there was June. Her therapist.
How had it come to this, she asked herself, offering June a timid smile.
Therapy.
June wasn't quite what she had expected, younger for one, and more
fashionable than she had expected. Now we're not talking Paris fashion
week catwalk here, just a look that showed she had taken more than a
passing glance in the mirror that morning and cared to give a good first
impression. Now that she thought of it, Dory wasn't really sure what she
had expected her therapist to look like, probably older and sterner, maybe
with thick milk-bottle glasses perched and ready to be peered over while
scribbling in her leather-bound notebook. More classic librarian perhaps.
But June was different, fresher somehow.
June's hand was reaching out towards her, and Dory approached the
door reaching out to grasp it.
"Dorothea? It's good to meet you, I'm glad you were able to find the
place, any problems?"
"No, none at all. Thanks."
"Well come on in," June motioned to the room behind her. "Can I take
your coat?"
"Yes, sure, thanks a lot."
Shrugging out of her jacket, she took a glance around the room. If she
was expecting a shed this wasn't what she was confronted with.
Bright and painted a fresh light duck egg blue, the room wasn’t exactly
what you would call modern. A single red armchair with a white faux
sheepskin rug folded over the back facing a blue plaid three seater with a
few cushions scattered higgildy piggledy over the surface created a homely,
comfortable vibe. One Dory liked. Set to the side, between the chairs, was a
small coffee table with two glasses (actually, were those empty jam jars?)
of water, and a box of tissues, Is she planning on making me cry?
“Take a seat.” June motioned towards the three seater. Dory lowered
herself into the far left corner of the sofa and watched as June settled herself
in the armchair, retrieving a wooden clipboard from the ground beside her.
“So you’re very welcome here today. It’s Dorothea yes? Is that what
you’d like to be called, or do you go by another name?” June inquired,

peering over the thin, round glasses she had removed from their case on the
table.
“Dorothea is fine,” Dory replied. “I do go by Dory normally, but
definitely answer to Dorothea.”
“Which would you prefer?” June kindly proferred.
“Probably Dory, if that’s okay?”
“Absolutely. Dory it is.” She made a note at the top of the clipboard
perched on her lap. “So Dory, this first session has a few different goals for
us to work towards. First and foremost is for us to get a bit of a feel for each
other, figure out if we click and have the kind of personalities that can work
together. The work that you’re probably hoping to do here, the insight
you’re going to achieve, is going to mostly happen through our interactions
and me maybe asking questions or helping to guide you to places that you
don’t normally look at. If you don’t find me easy to talk to, or don’t think
you’ll be able to trust me, then we’re not a good fit. I know it’s not always
easy to say that to someone else, but I like putting it out there front and
centre. Know that you have the right not to be here if you don’t want to be.
Don’t stay just because you think it’ll make me feel bad, I’ll be grand. I’d
much rather you find someone else you can work with comfortably, and if
that’s the case I can even recommend some other excellent people in the
area who might be a better fit for you. But we’ll figure that out as we go
along.
“Second is to give you a chance to think about what sort of things you
want to work on here, maybe identify some goals you’d like to work
towards. These don’t have to be set in stone, and over time we might spend
together, those goals might evolve and change as different things come up
in our conversations, but it’s good to have a general idea of where we’re
headed to.
“Finally, I want to explain a bit about the way I work, if we do decide to
go ahead and work together then what can you expect from the approach
that I take towards helping people move toward positive changes in your
life.
“Now, after that long monologue, how does that sound for session one?”
June paused, allowing the question to hang between them.
“I think that sounds fine,” Dory speculated, “I’ve never done anything
like this before, so I don’t really know how it should go.”

“Great,” June replied. “At it’s heart, when it works, what therapy is is
just a conversation between two people. Yes, it’s a very different type of
conversation that we might not be used to having with someone else. But
it’s a conversation nonetheless, two people sitting in a room. You’re the
expert on yourself, so I’ll look for you to delve into that expertise to try and
find the answers you’re seeking. I might help to nudge you towards them if
I sense you’re close, but at the least, the hope is that through talking and
airing things that might not normally be regular conversation topics for you,
you might find more calm, peace and well-being in your life.”
Dory relaxed into her chair, the tension in her shoulders releasing
slightly now that she knew she wouldn’t be expected to come up with some
big answers or game plan. Maybe this might be useful? She thought to
herself.
“Okay,” June reached toward the small side table, pulling a sheet of
paper off and fastening it to her clipboard. “Maybe if we could just start
with taking some details, simple contact and medical info. It all seems quite
formal, but it’s just an important part of us beginning together, to make sure
I have all the relevant information for you.”
“No that’s fine, I think I was expecting something like that.” Dory
replied, smiling and readjusting herself in the chair, glad to be starting off
with some straightforward questions she was bound to know the answer to.
A short time later, June set the completed form back on her side table,
turning her full attention back to Dory. She had asked a simple question,
“I’m wondering what brought you in the door today, what was it that
encouraged you to choose now, this moment in this week, to seek help and
a space to talk to someone?”
Starting slowly, but quickly allowing it all to spill out, Dory had spoken
about the worries she had that were plaguing her, the anxieties that she was
feeling about life ahead and the inability she was having to be able to
manage her thoughts. June enquired about how these difficulties were
affecting her daily life, and Dory had outlined her difficulty getting to sleep,
distraction during school and the other times during the day when it felt she
wasn’t able to concentrate, so focused was her mind on the worries for the
future and the concerns that the expectations that she had on herself might
not be met in the ways she was hoping.

June stopped her every few minutes to ask some clarifying questions or
to confirm what Dory was saying, but other than that, she let Dory speak
uninterrupted. It was only when she came to a natural end, having
exhausted what was at the forefront of her mind that June joined the tips of
her fingers together in a pyramid below her chin, and slowly reflected back
what Dory had been saying.
“You talk about being on the bus, in the school hallway, or lying in bed
at night, and feeling like your head is so full of what ifs, your mind feeling
like it's running at a million miles an hour. Does that fit with what you're
telling me?”
“Definitely,” Dory strongly confirmed. “It feels like it's just running and
I can't stop it. Like there’s so many things I’m trying to do or achieve that
I’m not able to juggle them all.”
Pausing, behind June’s eyes Dory saw what looked like a calculation to
decide what she was going to say next.
“So…this is going to sound strange. But do you remember this craze, it
took over for a few months a number of years ago? Though maybe you
might be too young to remember them,” June asked, as she reached into the
drawer to the left of her chair, pulling out a fidget spinner.
"That's unexpected!” Dory exclaimed.
"Yes, you'd not be the first to be surprised at what comes out of this
drawer. Full of mysteries. But the reason I have this here is so show that
there might be more going on in our heads than meets the eye. When our
brains are whirring at speeds like the way you're talking about, it can feel
like our minds are a bit like this." And at this June held up the fidget
spinner and spun it hard, Dory watched as the blue plastic blurred on its
rotation around it’s centre.
"Our minds can feel like this, like they’re moving fast, and we can't
grasp what's going on in them. It's like we can't stop them to catch what
we're even thinking, never mind do something about those thoughts that
we're having."
"Yes, that's what it feels like." Dory said, watching the toy spin.
“The thing about these thoughts though”, June said, “is that though they
might feel out of control, if we’re able to slow them down and stop the
racing, then we see there might be more going on. At this, she held her
fingers down on the spinning plastic and stopped the cycle.”

Standing from her chair, June took a step beside her to stand beside a
small whiteboard that was fixed to the wall. Uncapping a black marker that
had been magnetised to the board, she turned back to Dory.
“See when we think about the things that happen to us, we think, very
simply that the events that we experience in life make us act in certain
ways. That the events that happen to us are what make us behave and react
in certain ways.” Turning back to the board, she wrote and boxed EVENTS
and BEHAVIOURS/ACTIONS on the board, linking them with an arrow.

“Now, what do I mean by that? Let’s think of an example.
“Say a farmer wakes up one morning, he didn’t sleep that well because
it hasn’t rained in 2 months, and it’s the height of summer. He’s really
worried about his fields and crops, because if this drought goes on much
longer, he’s going to lose this year’s harvest. So he wakes up, pulls open the
curtains and sees torrential rain is falling on the ground outside his house,
on his fields opposite. Where yesterday was dry, all parched land and
struggling crops, they’re now drinking up the deluge falling from the sky. If
the event is the rain falling, what’s the farmer’s behaviour going to be?”
“I guess he’d be happy?” Dory suggested.
“Happy, yes, that’s an emotion that we’ll get to, but what might ‘happy’
look like for him? How would it make him behave or react?” June
questioned.
“He’d probably smile, go about his day lighter. He’s not worried about
his crops anymore so everyone he meets might know that he’s in better
form now.” Dory answered.

Nodding, June responded “Great, yes. Definitely. The event, ‘the rain’,
is leading him to act and respond with happiness. He might not be down on
his knees rejoicing, but I’d suspect he might not be far off it!
“So the event is the rain, and the reaction is that lightness. Now this is
where we usually stop. The rain falling is what led to the reaction. But is it
that simple?” Turning back to the board, June tapped her pen on the
EVENT box and continued. “Let’s go back to that same field, the same
street, the same morning in July. But let’s go instead to the farmer’s next
door neighbour. She wakes up and pulls back the curtains, expecting to see
what she’s seen the last two months, blazing sunshine and blue skies.
Instead she sees the same torrential rain. If the sum is as simple as this, and
the event, being the rain, leads to reaction, then looking at the farmers
reaction, she should be on her knees rejoicing.
“But, and here’s the difference, it’s this young woman’s wedding day,
which she’s been planning for the last 18 months and has been lulled into
expecting a beautiful sunny day because of the last 2 months of blue skies.
How do you think she would be reacting to the rain?”
“I reckon she’d be upset, she’d maybe have a good cry? On my auntie’s
wedding, it wasn’t even raining, just a bit cloudy and she was in such a
mood when we were getting ready in the morning. I was young, I think like
7 or 8, and when the hairdresser couldn’t get my hair to sit flat she got
really mad at her.”
June continued “Yes, whatever reaction she had, it probably wasn’t the
same as a the farmer, right? Rejoicing probably isn’t the word I’d use to
describe the reaction we might expect from her.
“So two situations, two very different reactions, but the exact same
event. What this shows us is that there was more going on under the surface
than just the event causing the reaction. That’s because there’s more to this
diagram than we see,” June gestured back to the board, picking up a green
pen and drawing a line through the arrow from EVENT to BEHAVIOURS /
ACTION.

Adding another box to the diagram, she formed a circle, saying “Every
event we experience goes through a cycle before we have our reaction. First
we observe an event through the lens of a thought or a belief. These can be
instilled in us from things that have happened in our past or might have
been picked up from parents or people who were around us when we were
really young.” June filled the words THOUGHT/BELIEF into the box
below and to the right of the EVENT.

“Then, the circle continues and the thought we have leads us to feel
something, an emotion,” she said, filling the final box in with
FEELING/EMOTION. “The emotion being the thing that leads us to act in
a certain way.” Completing the cycle with a pen stroke and final arrow
connecting the last box to the BEHAVIOURS/ACTIONS.

“So, I’m going to ask you to talk me through the cycle using the example of
the farmer and the young bride and fill in what you think would be
happening under the surface in their heads.” June sat down and looked back
to Dory.
“Okay, so the event is the same for both of them. The rain on the field
outside their window. For the farmer, his thought on seeing the rain is
probably something like “I’m going to be okay”, so then his feelings are
relief and happiness, and his action is maybe running and waking up his
wife to tell her excitedly. Whatever he does he’s going to be happy about
it.”
“Great Dory,” June smiled. “That’s good, and what about the bride?”
“Well, the same rain, but unlike the farmer, she’s thinking, ‘My day is
ruined!’ She’s considering all the things that are going to be affected or
have to be changed because of the rain.”
“And what do you think that makes her feel?”
“Sad, I guess,” Dory shrugged. “I mean, it’s just rain. I have to walk in
it all the time, but I guess on your wedding day after all the work you’d put
in, you just want it to go the way you planned, and now it’s not going to go
that way for her. So that leads her around the circle to the end, and I
suppose that’s why she’s crying.”

June smiled. “That’s really good Dory. You’ve caught it. Now I just
want to bring us back to the fidget spinner for a minute. You see, in our
lives, in every single thing that happens to us, our minds go through this
cycle.” She pointed to the board with the diagram. Picking up the spinner,
she held it and look one of the three prongs on the spinner between her
fingers.
“First, there’s a thought that we have about the event, then there’s an
emotion that comes from that thought and how it makes us feel, and finally
a reaction we have because of that feeling. Every. Single. Thing that
happens to us goes through this cycle. The thing is though that in our
minds, this happens.”
With a flick, the spinner spun between her fingers, the 3 distinct prongs
became a blur once again.
June continued to link these rushing thoughts to Dory’s story, helping
Dory prise apart the spinning thoughts that were going through her head
and question them, rather than just accepting them as truth and allowing
them free reign. That when she was able to catch and name what was
happening in the spin, it gave the opportunity to ask “are they helping?” or
“are they getting me where I want to go?” and if the answer is no, then
giving yourself permission or time to look at them from a different
perspective. She explained that we can’t change events, or what other
people say or do, but we can change and control our own view or thoughts
on them. As her eyes flashed to the clock above Dory’s head, June fidgeted
in her chair.
“I want to give you a bit of homework this week Dory. Nothing too time
consuming, don’t worry, I know you have a lot on your plate! But the
homework is just simply to remember this diagram, to remember that
there’s more going on under the surface of your mind. When you find
yourself having a big reaction to something, I want you to ask yourself
‘What’s happening under the surface?’ Imagine the cycle in your mind
slowing down and giving you a chance to see things you don’t normally
see. Then next week, maybe we can chat about some of the things that you
discover under the surface? How does that sound?”
Dory smiled as she started to gather herself together. “Yes, that sounds
fine, I can definitely do that. Thanks a lot for today, that was really
interesting about the cycle, I’d never really thought about seeing things

differently like that before. And talking was helpful, getting everything out
that feels like it’s been locked in my head for a while.”
“Great, that’s good Dory, great work today. A good start! Just as a
reminder for what we talked about, let me get something for you to take
away with you.” June stood up and walked to the small desk in the corner,
opening a blue folder pulling out a single sheet of paper. “I know we’ve just
gone through it, but I find that sometimes people can be a bit blindsided by
all the information, so it’s best to send them home with a bit of a cheat
sheet!” She laughed, handing over the sheet. Dory took it, looking it over to
see a typed version of what they had just worked through on the
whiteboard; thoughts, feelings and actions, neatly laid out.

“Thanks,” Dory said, “that’s helpful to have it written down.”
“No problem, I hope it’s useful at some point for you. Unfortunately
that’s our time today Dory, but I’ll look forward to seeing you again next
week, continuing on what we’ve started here.” Dory accepted her coat from
June as she stood.
“Thanks June, will see you next week.”

CHAPTER FIVE

ON WAKING THE next day, Dory went through her morning routine as
usual. Bed to shower, shower to stairs, stairs to kitchen, Weetabix
(cupboards not yet replenished…) to mouth. The latter task managed while
effortlessly ignoring Jack staring mindlessly into the corner of the room,
one headphone plugged in to his ear, the other dangling perilously close to
touchdown over the surface of his untouched orange juice.
Her mum slipped into her seat at the table clutching her favourite coffee
mug. It was vitally important for Dory to have breakfast, her mum said,
“the most important meal of the day, you can’t go out there on an empty
stomach”. Yet she, apparently, was able to exist just fine on the sole
sustenance of her coffee fix. Dory wasn’t going to go near that particular
argument again, she’d learned her lesson and had long ago accepted that, in
this particular incidence, the rules simply did not apply to the caffeine
soaked monkey that held residence on her mam’s back.
“Morning Dory, morning Jack” she yawned, lowering her lips to the rim
of the mug, as always pausing to inhale the aroma before that first sip. Jack
pushed his head back in at least a passing acknowledgement of her
existence, while Dory returned the “Morning,” back across the table, her
voice croaking and low from its first use of the day.
“How’d you sleep?” She questioned Dory across the table.
“Fine Mam, yeah.” Following her time at June’s the day before, they
hadn’t spoken much of what had been discussed. Her Mam hadn’t pushed
for details, and Dory wasn’t ready to share what they had talked about. It
was all interesting, but she hadn’t yet figured out how what she had learned

was going to take root in her everyday life. Her time with June had been
peaceful and things had made sense sitting there, the idea of catching her
beliefs and thoughts was clear when they sat looking at the whiteboard, but
on leaving the tranquil garden room, the busyness and rush of the world and
the expectations she had for how things were going to be came rushing back
in. She wanted time to process it all before she was able to speak too much
about what she was learning or figuring out.
“I got an email from school yesterday saying it’s a half day today?
Some hockey thing?”
“Yes, the Senior B’s are in the cup final. It’s a big deal apparently,
they’re taking the half day for people to attend. I guess they want to get a
big crowd of support there. I will not be among them.”
“I will Mam,” Jack piped up from the end of the table, apparently more
tuned in on the conversation than he looked. “Forgot to tell you. James’
brother is on the team, so his Dad is going to pick us up and take us over
there.”
“Alright, but come straight home.” Dory’s mam instructed. “It’s still a
school night even if you’re getting a half day, I’m sure you’ll still have
homework. Get Mr. Johnston to call me when he’s bringing you home.”
“Sure alright, I think he can drop me back later.” Jack’s reply came, his
attention already returned to his phone.
“Straight home after the match. I mean it Jack.” She pointedly
remarked.
“Okay mam. I heard you the first time.”
Turning back to Dory, she raised her eyes, used to Jack’s petulance. For
some reason he was always able to get away with only half listening and
talking back, Dory had traditionally never been afforded that opportunity at
the family table. “What classes are you missing this afternoon Dory?
Anything important? The school really shouldn’t be cancelling class this
close to the exams.”
“I’m just missing chemistry, but I’m actually going to stay behind for a
bit after lunch to try that experiment again.”
Her cup freezing centimetres from her mouth, Dory’s Mam shot a look
across the table. “The experiment? The one you spent last Saturday
morning in detention redoing? Why are you still doing that Dory?”
“I still didn’t get it on Saturday…”

“Dory. What on earth. This is really unacceptable. What’s the problem
with this? Is everyone else struggling too?”
“No, I just don’t seem able to get it Mam. I’ve been careful but it just
doesn’t seem to be going right. I’m just not sure what’s going on with it.”
“Dory. This really needs to go well today. How does it look that you’ve
gotten it wrong this many times? How many now?”
“….three times.”
“Three!” Jack interrupted. “Ha! Brennan must be ripping! I had him last
year and he went off on Dave when he..”
“JACK!” Dory’s mam shouted, “This doesn’t involve you. Eat your
breakfast, you’ve only got 5 minutes before you need to go. You too Dory.”
“Mam, I know. I’m trying. I reckon I can do it today though, I’ll really
concentrate.”
“What concerns me Dory is that you seem to not have been
concentrating the last three times you’ve tried it. It really worries me and
your father, it feels you’re not taking this year seriously. We really don’t
want to see you failing in the areas we know you could do well in, not
achieving your potential.”
“Okay Mam. I think I’ve got it. I’ll get it right today.”
“I hope so Dory. We just want to see you do well.”
Dory’s phone vibrated on the table in front of her.
“You know I don’t like phones at the table Dory.” Her mum shot across
the table at her.
Exasperated, Dory threw her hands towards Jack. “Really? He’s been on
his phone this whole time.”
“Sure you know your brother. Jack put that down and eat your
breakfast.”
Jack grunted and pushed his phone under the table, never taking his
eyes off the screen.
“Let me check it. It’s just a message.”
“Okay, fine. I guess I’ll just sit here in silence while both my children
interact with the world outside these walls.” She unfolded her paper and
returned her attention to the coffee while Dory unlocked her phone with a
swipe of her password pattern. Waiting was a message from Leona:
Dory. Are you going to hockey this afternoon? If you’re not, are you free to
get together at The Village with the committee to talk fundraising? Meabh

asked me to check with you if you’ve any ideas? I’ve had a few but not sure
if they’re any good. See you in a bit.
07:45am
Dory tapped out a quick:
Definitely avoiding the hockey. Not my scene. Will be free later for the
meeting but have to redo chem again for Brennan. I’ll join when I’m done.
Hoping to be more victorious that the hockey team are likely to be! Will
think about ideas…
07:48am
Picking herself up from the table, she wondered why Meabh hadn’t sent her
this message, but quickly shook it off, knowing that was just Meabh’s style.
She had a tendency to go radio silence for a while after they’d had a falling
out, never being one to confront things head on. Dory pulled herself
upstairs to get ready to leave. Finishing her hair, she retrieving her shoes
from under the desk where she had kicked them off on arriving home last
night and lugged her lighter than usual bag onto her shoulder. Walking
down the stairs she called up to her mam who she could hear in her
bedroom, also preparing to leave.
“Bye Mam. See you tonight.”
Her mum popped her head over the bannisters above her, toothbrush
held between her cheek and teeth. “Bye Dory. Take your brother! He’ll be
late if you don’t.”
Rolling her eyes, how is he my responsibility, Dory called “Jack, come
on, hurry up,” in the general direction of the kitchen, hearing nothing in
response. As expected.
“Wait, Dory,” her Mam called her back in from the hallway.
“What Mam? I’m going to miss the bus.” Dory answered back
frustrated. Straining her head into the stairway to catch sight of her mam’s
bobbing head still looking down on her over the wooden rail.
“Calm down. Just wanted to say one last thing. Just make sure the
experiment goes well today. I want to see you doing well, three times is
more than enough to fail, let’s see a positive result this time. I don’t want to
hear you’ve missed it again, don’t let your dad and I down, okay?”

“Okay. I won’t. Bye.” Irritated by this send off, Dory paused at the door
as she grabbed her keys from the peg by the coat rack.
“Yeah, don’t fail again. Loser.” Jack softly directed to her, as he started
up the stairs himself.
Ignoring him, Dory pulled the door open and shut it, a little heavier than
necessary, taking pleasure in imagining catching Jack’s fingers
“accidentally” in the doorframe. Walking down the front driveway, she
thought through the day ahead, unable to see past the thrice failed
experiment looming after lunch. What’s the point in doing it again she
thought to herself, I’m never going to get it right. No one had much hope or
faith in her, they didn’t really think she’d be able to get through this today.
No chance. Why even bother trying then? Maybe I really am a loser.
Turning onto the street for the four minute walk to the bus stop, she
suddenly thought back to her appointment with June yesterday and the
diagram they had talked through on the board. June had said to her to try
and see things that happened this week in the light of it. Okay, thought
Dory, what’s the event here? What started me off feeling bad this morning?
Thinking about the pressure she was feeling from her mum to succeed, the
expectations that are on her and so often expressed to her. That definitely
didn’t help, it just makes me feel small, and like a failure, being constantly
reminded of the importance of everything makes it all feel so much bigger
and like I don’t have a handle on it.
Then thinking about the final arm of the diagram, the action, she
thought about what those words from her mam make her act like. It
probably makes me panicky, like if I feel like a failure, what if that’s true?
The feelings of not being able to pass exams and what will happen if I don’t
get to do what I want next year just overwhelms me, and it’s like I go into
shutdown. I think that might be what’s happening when I try to do this
experiment. I get caught in a spiral of not feeling like I’m able to do it, and
then get overwhelmed and end up NOT being able to do it as a result.
So what’s the alternative, she thought to herself. Well June was saying
that we can’t change what other people do, so I know mam is going to keep
the pressure up. But what else was it? Do I need to accept the things that
come into my head as truth? Something about learning to question the
beliefs that I have, seeing them from a different perspective? What’s another
perspective here then? Mam seems to think I’m not trying, but she isn’t

there when I’m doing this experiment, I know I am. I know I’m doing my
best.
Even saying that to herself seemed like it had a lightening effect on her
as she turned the corner onto the main road, nearly at the bus.
Glimpsing the stop in the distance ahead, her heart dropped as her usual
bus barrelled by heading towards the few grumpy morning commuters
already gathered around the stop, jostling for priority position at the post.
Great, Dory thought to herself, I’ll never make it. Yet, determined to try, she
hoisted her bag higher on her back, pulling the second strap onto her left
shoulder to make the dash easier, if she was going to be running, she needed
every little bit of assistance she could muster. It was looking good for a few
seconds, as someone must have been paying cash, and yet, her hopes were
dashed as she watched the folding doors close and the familiar hiss of the
bus as it released its brakes to pull away from the stop.
The beginning of another stellar day. Dory muttered to herself, pushing
her hands into her pockets, only to see the bus come to a halt a few metres
after the stop. Accelerating her pace to rush up to the slowly opening doors,
Dory climbed on.
“Sorry love, didn’t see you there. Just in time!” The driver (clearly a
morning person) smiled at her. Tapping on, she flashing the driver an
appreciative look and a mumbled “Thanks so much”. Starting towards the
stairs and a hopefully less crowded upper section, she glanced out the
window only to recognise Jack pelting up the road towards the stationary
bus. Yet it seemed the unusually compassionate driver had already
completed his act of random kindness for the day, as he indicated and
turned out into the flow of traffic. Maybe things are looking up, she thought
to herself as she watched Jack slump exaggeratedly to the brick wall by the
stop.

CHAPTER SIX

RIGHT IN THE middle of a post-lunch carbohydrate slump, Dory’s head
drooped, chin sitting atop her folded hands, eyes hovering inches about the
desk watching, no wishing, the liquid, mere moments from dripping out of
the glass funnel, to be clear.
She had spent the morning fluctuating between stress over this exact
moment, willing herself to get it right, and catching the spiral of thoughts of
what she was going to do if she ended up with failure number 4.
Walking through the steps of the experiment, she had tried to stay aware
of what she was telling herself, the thoughts in her mind and the negative
spiral that she found it so easy to fall into.
Come on, come on she repeated to herself. It had to go well this time.
She couldn’t go through with this again. And it wasn’t just boredom making
that the case; Dr. Brennan had warned her on arrival that this was her last
attempt. Wasting school time and resources had been his exact words,
followed up with a kindly not to mention my time too, I have much better
things to be doing on an unscheduled half day. Nice and supportive there, a
paragon of the teaching profession. He had taken a few minutes to run
through the steps, not even attempting to conceal his derision at this task,
and now she sat, waiting to see if it had worked.
“You’re being very quiet Ms. Patterson.” Dr. Brennan intoned across the
classroom to Dory’s usual desk 2/3 of the way to the back wall where she
had set up at her workstation. “It’s a nice change for a 6th year, sometimes it
feels your class would have to be on the payroll to stop talking and listen to
instructions.”

“Yeah Dr. Brennan, you’re not the only teacher who says that. I’m just
trying to concentrate. It’s nearly done.”
Turning off her burner, Dory waited as the liquid pooled and began to
distill through into the beaker below to dropper….clear. CLEAR! She
breathed a sigh of relief from the depths of her soul, a wide smile breaking
across her face.
“Well Miss Patterson. Can I assume from that reaction that you’ve
finally managed to succeed at this fairly simple experiment? I say succeed,
though I’m not sure anything about this experience has been particularly
successful for any of us.” He stood up and walked back toward her
workstation.
“Yes Dr. Brennan. It’s clear. Thanks for walking me through it again, I
really appreciate you taking the time.”
“Time that I do think you’ve taken more than enough of, so get this
cleared up and let’s get out of here. You can write up your notes at home
tonight.” He walked back to his desk and took a seat, lifting his satchel to
the tabletop into which he began to place a stack of copy books from a
younger year group for marking later.
“Yes, course Dr. Brennan. I’ll be done soon.”
The bell over the door dinged as Dory crossed the threshold of The Village,
the coffee shop a few streets away from the back entrance of their school. It
was known for two things. Its cinnamon rolls, more cream cheese than
dough; and the ongoing drama ensuing with the globe-dominating coffee
chain that had opened up three doors down 6 months earlier. Janet, the
elderly owner of The Village who had been a staple of the community since
opening its doors who knows when in the last century, was not exactly a
shrinking violet when it came to making her thoughts about the new
establishment in the area known. Regularly going out into the street to
verbally harrang suppliers delivering baked goods and coffee beans for
“selling out to the corporations” rather than supporting local business.
“Shame!” was the word most regularly hurled out the front door at these
unsuspecting deliverymen. Business had definitely taken a hit at The
Village, most of the school crowd voting with their feet, attracted by the
overpriced and overwatered blended coffee drinks offered by the
competition. But Dory and her friends were standing by their local. It had
served them well for 5 1/2 years through their school tenure, and they

weren’t about to switch allegiance now. Janet showed her appreciation, not
through words, but action, always topping their cinnamon rolls off with an
extra scoop of cream cheese. Not exactly what the already sickly sweet bun
needed, but no one in their right mind would dare point that out, or refuse.
Looking around and spotting her group of her friends huddled around
the big bench table at the back of the room by the large oak bookcase filled
with ratty paperbacks no one ever picked up, Dory walked towards them.
“Sorry I’m late all.” She apologised, pulling out the chair at the top of
the table, the other six of them evenly divided around it. Everyone nodded
to her, scooching to make room, though she noticed Meabh avoiding eye
contact and not making any moves to create space beside her, even though
she was at the end of the table.
Sliding onto the bench seat beside David, Sarah thrust her phone under
Dory’s nose. “You haven’t missed much, we’ve just been catching up and
looking at old photos.” The phone displayed a picture of a group of 7 or 8
standing proudly in front of a newly finished single storey red, mud brick
house. Dory cringed at the two year old photo and the state of her hair,
which she had clearly failed to tame, pushed in under a black peaked cap,
the curls a result of ten days of washing out of a bucket of cold water. Yet,
under the awkwardness of the flashback to this moment, was a burst of
longing, excitement to get back under the Rwandan sun, to once again have
her knees, elbows and every last stitch of her clothing stained with the red
clay of the bricks. Maybe even to get the opportunity to meet the family
who now called ‘home’ this house they worked on together for 8 back
breaking days.
“Look at David’s hair!” Leona screeched, jabbing her fingers towards
the phone to pinch and zoom at his head, shorn to the scalp and bleached
platinum blond the day before they left. She’d never forget the laughter that
erupted from their year group at 4:45am in Dublin airport when he
sheepishly pulled his beanie off his head by request from the gate official
checking passports. “Remember when we saw it for the first time? You
thought you could keep that wooly hat on till it grew out! In Africa!
Walking around with a beanie on you spanner.”
“Okay okay, that’s enough of that!” David made a grab for the phone,
neatly cut off by Meabh intercepting and plucking it back from Leona to
place it face down in front of her on the table beneath her hands.

Janet approached the group, “What can I get you?” she directed at Dory.
There was no freeloaders in The Village, if you were sitting, you were
buying.
“Can I just have a tea Janet? Thank you.” Dory smiled brightly at Janet,
receiving the same in return, they’d always gotten on.
“If I get a roll, will anyone share it with me?” Leona questioned the
table? Receiving multiple nods, Janet’s pencil flicked across her pad.
“I’ll bring two.” She retreated to the counter to fill their order.
“So, anyone have any ideas? Josh, what did Mrs. Larrimer say? Can we
do a non uniform day?”
“Definite no go. We aren’t allowed to do anything school wide she says.
She reckons they need to keep any school wide fundraising reserved for the
TY group, and even though they aren’t fundraising anymore, they did a load
of stuff, so she doesn’t want us to do it again. She said to talk to Harrod and
ask if we can do something with the 5th & 6th years, that’d be alright.”
Meabh “That’s fine, it was a definite long shot.”
“What about a bake sale?” Suzanne piped up, to everyone’s surprise.
She was normally pretty quiet during group gatherings. “People love
those.”
David replied “Emm…they love them when you’re baking!” Though
she was quiet, Suzanne was known for her millionaire squares, legendary
among their year since first year’s Home Economics debacle where
everyone else had burned their caramel but Suzanne had managed not only
finish them in time, but add her own distinctive flair of white chocolate
topping with nuts. The teacher hadn’t been too happy with her bringing in
walnuts unrequested, the school being a nut free zone, but no one else in the
class had complained as they gathered around her work station pushing the
only success story into their mouths.
“Bake sales are good, but you don’t always make as much, probably
better to try and keep our overheads low.” Meabh said, shooting an
apologetic look at Suzanne, not wanting to cut her down after being willing
to pitch in.
“No that’s fine. Just a suggestion.” Suzanne returned her gaze to her
folded hands held in her lap.
Leona tossed out, “Anyone else have any ideas?”
Silence fell on the group as everyone avoided eye contact with one
another, staring as one into the middle of the table, each assuming someone

else was going to break the awkward silence. David reached forward and
picked at the head of a dead pansy perched in the middle of the bunch of
fresh flowers in the stem glass, providing a focal point for the silence.
“You’re all very subdued today.” Janet cheerfully chirped as she bustled
up to the table, tray laden with their orders. Reaching between Josh and
David to deposit the plates and mugs around the table, she inquired further,
“What’s got you all so quiet?”
“We’re fine Janet, just trying to figure out something to do for a
fundraising event for a trip we’re going on to Rwanda this Summer.”
“Rwanda eh? Sounds exciting. Hope you can come up with something
good, let me know when you do and I’m happy to chip in a few bob.”
Receiving smiles and a chorus of “thanks Janet” from around the group, her
head turned on hearing the chime of the door, and she hurried back to the
counter to serve the well dressed businessman who had just entered.
As Janet receded, Dory’s mind began whirring with thoughts of what
she had just said, reminding her of an observation Dr. Brennan had made
just an hour ago.
“What about….” She started, everyone’s heads swivelling to face her,
“What about if we did a sponsored silence? I was just in Dr. Brennan’s lab
and he was saying how noisy our year is. What if we got them on board to
do a sponsored silence for 24 hours? I reckon the teachers would definitely
be on board. The 5th years would probably be up for it too.”
The five heads around the table looked back at her, as the idea settled in
their minds.
“A sponsored silence,” David pondered aloud. “That could work,
definitely cheap. No overhead, or really any prep involved.”
“Yeah, I reckon this might be a winner.” Leona added.
Everyone nodded enthusiastically, smiling at Dory, though Meabh
wasn’t her usual effusive self. Without making eye contact, she directed to
Dory, “Okay, that’s sorted then. Can you check with Miss Harrod?” while
the others exchanged awkward glances due to the clear new dynamic
between the two best friends in the group. Turning her back to Dory, with a
clear tone intended to take the conversation in a different direction, she
focused on Leona to her left. “Now, Leona, what did your GP say about
what malaria tablets he recommended?”
As the conversation continued, Dory’s insides twisted as she zoned in
and out of the little details that would need to be worked through for the

trip. She was glad to have finally felt like she was about to make a valuable
contribution after a frustrating few days, but whatever was happening with
Meabh didn’t appear like it was going to go away with time like it normally
did, and she wasn’t sure what she could do to fix it.
Shaking her head imperceptibly, she returned her attention to the
group’s discussion. Things would sort themselves with time. She was sure
of it.

CHAPTER SEVEN

THE NEXT WEEK, back in the neatly arranged counselling room of June’s
back garden, the alliums being joined by newly opened lilies in their pots,
Dory took a breath as she finished the word avalanche that had poured out
of her.
Immediately after settling into her seat for her second session, she had
launched straight into a recap of the last 7 days. Her week had continued in
a relatively upward trajectory following the positive result in the chemistry
experiment. Her mam had been happy with the pass, though she had taken
the news more as a matter of fact than showing any joy or emotion over her
success. Dory was excited to let June in on everything that had happened,
looking forward to basking in the glow of her congratulations for being able
to turn her mood around regarding her study and work so quickly. There
hadn’t really been a hint of panic or worry this week, bar that morning
before the chemistry experiment was about to be repeated, but could she
really be blamed for that? Anyone in that high pressure situation would
similarly find themselves stressed to the eyeballs. So things were good,
school work was on track and there hadn’t really been any additional work
due or too stressful this week. She was able to focus when she sat down to
revise, her mam was happier with her and Mrs. Harrod had stopped greeting
her each morning with a concerned expression.
Finishing up her overview of the week with, “So I really just feel I’m
doing so much better, things are good and I’m way happier than I was, it’s
hard to believe I was finding things so difficult just a week ago, it’s just
been such a big turn around”. Breathless, she stopped and smiled at the

therapist sitting across from her, thrilled and proud of everything she had
accomplished. June sat calmly opposite her, clipboard perched on her
crossed knees, and looked at Dory, deep in thought.
“I’m really glad it’s been a good week for you Dory. It seems like things
went really well. You talked about doing so much better, when do you think
it all started to turn around for you this week?”
Dory was a bit thrown by June’s tone. She had come into the room
anticipating the therapeutic equivalent of rapturous applause. Surely she
had done well this week? Yet June didn’t seem to be sharing the same level
of enthusiasm or awe at her turnaround.
“Well, probably on Thursday afternoon when I finally managed to get
the right results in the experiment. I think that’s when I started feeling
better, lighter maybe.”
“And then what happened the rest of the week that kept things
positive?” June questioned.
“Well, right after that I had the meeting with the Habitat group, and they
really liked my idea. I think Meabh is still annoyed at me for missing the
meet up Saturday week ago, but she’ll get over it soon I’m sure. I’m just
steering clear of her for a while. And then Mam was really happy that I got
the results that I needed in the experiment.”
“I’m sure she was. Well done on that, it sounds like you worked hard for
it.”
“Thanks, yeah I definitely did. I was so glad when it came out right.”
Dory had definitely felt lighter in the past week without that hanging over
her.
“And then how was the weekend?”
“Em, regular weekend I’d say. I studied most of Saturday, then on
Sunday I went to Leona’s house to pull together an announcement and
sponsorship sheet for the sponsored silence so we can show it to our year
head this Friday and hopefully get her behind it. Outside of that nothing
unusual, just watched some Netflix and we had family dinner on Sunday as
usual.”
“Great, that sounds like a nice week.” June paused, looking out the into
the still garden for a few seconds, pondering what she was going to say
next. “The thing is thought Dory, what strikes me, is that that’s exactly what
it was. A nice week. You came here last week following a week, or even a
season in life when you were expressing that things were not going

particularly well for you, and the feelings you were having about yourself
were pretty negative. I think it’s great that it’s been a good week, and it’s
definitely good that you’ve been able to put some of the things we talked
about last week, catching your thoughts etc., into practice. But when you
talk about how your mood has improved a lot over the last seven days, I
don’t disagree with you, but I wonder if that has more to do with the things
in your life going well, than maybe perhaps your view or perception of
yourself, how you see yourself or the way you view your life, changing.”
“Okay…but I am definitely feeling better about myself, I’m feeling
much more positive, more able to manage.”
“Oh yes Dory, I’m not disagreeing with you in that at all, I’m just
wondering how much of that new feeling is dependent on how things have
gone this week, rather than the sign of you treating yourself or the way you
think differently?”
“I’m not really understanding what you mean, sorry June. I don’t really
think I know know what the difference is.”
“Sure, no worries. Thanks for saying that. Do you remember when we
looked at the diagram last week?”
“The thoughts, feelings, actions one? Yes. I thought about it quite a lot
during the week, especially about my mam, and how when she was putting
big expectations on me, or telling me she didn’t want me to fail, then I had a
choice about how I took it.”
“Fantastic, I’m really glad it was helpful, bringing awareness to what
you’re thinking and feeling, and how that’s affecting your every day is
going to bring some real changes to your life. Staying aware of what’s
happening in the swirl is so important. But why do I bring the diagram up
again? I just want us to look at the section where it says “thoughts” again,
and the other word to describe that part is ‘beliefs’. Why I’m drawing your
attention there, is that I wonder whether the belief that you have is
something like ‘My worth is defined by my achievement’. Those beliefs
appear in us and can be deeply rooted from way back, and it sounds like, at
home, achievement is pretty important.”
“It really is, sometimes it feels like all that matters to my parents….no,
particularly my mam, is that I get onto the right course at the best college
she can think of for me.”
“Well, when achievement is a high value for us, as it is for many people,
particularly at your stage, then when we’re doing well, everything seems

great for us. We’re on top of the world, because, if achievement equals our
self worth, then if we’re doing well we feel great. However when we’re
doing poorly and we’re living out of that belief, it can be hard for us not to
see ourselves as failing, not meeting the standards. I think in the story of
your life that you’re telling me, I see echoes of that up and down. Can you
remember when you first realised that, or felt pressure to do well?”
Dory thought for a few seconds, before speaking about the times
through the years when it felt like her parents were putting pressure on the
work she was doing. June helped her to tease these thoughts out, putting
words on things that had up to now only been shady frustrations in the
corner of her mind.
After a while, Dory felt June’s conversation seem like it was preparing
to wind up the session, and flicking her eyes across to the clock on the
windowsill, she saw there wasn’t long left.
“Okay, great Dory. Let’s talk more next week about these expectations,
we’ve made a good start here and I think this is all part of digging into the
“thoughts and beliefs”, seeing where they come from and giving you more
ammo to actually question or undermine them. We’ve still got a few
minutes left, so there’s just one more thing I’d like to check in with you
about that you said earlier in the session. You mentioned things have been
strained with your friend, sorry, was it Niamh?”
“Meabh, yeah she’s been a bit distant from me since I forgot a few
things the week before I started seeing you.” Dory chirpily replied. “Things
just slipped my mind and I forgot. I think she’s a bit mad at me, but that’s
how it goes with her, she gets annoyed and then she goes quiet for a while
and then things will be back to normal.”
“So this is a pattern you’ve seen before?”
“Oh, so many times. We’ve been friends since we were in montessori.
Our mam’s knew each other when they were working in the same office
before they had us, and then it was just a coincidence that we ended up in
the same class together. It’s just how she is. She’ll be fine in a few days.”
June paused, looking at Dory, pondering something. “And, this is a
pattern that you’re happy with?”
Dory, took a deep breath, frustration simmering just below the surface
of her reaction, unsure why June seemed intent on following this line of
questions. “Well it’s not really something I feel I have much control over.

It’s just the way she is. Things will right themselves soon enough and we’ll
be back to normal.”
“Hopefully you’re right,” June nodded thoughtfully. “Well have a think
about that, and we can come back to it again in a session down the line if
you’d like to talk more about that.”
“Will do, but I really don’t think we’ll need to. Like I said it’s happened
before.” Dory replied hopefully, glad to be moving in a different direction.
“Okay Dory, well unfortunately that’s our time for today. But I’ll look
forward to seeing you again next week. Keep your awareness up and
coming back to that cycle. It was so good that you were able to do that this
week. Well done you.”
“Thanks June,” Dory replied, retrieving her coat from the stand.
“Appreciate it, will see you next week.”
Exiting the room with a backwards glance to nod a farewell to June,
Dory headed back along the narrow alleyway towards the family car and
her mam waiting patiently in the driver’s seat, laptop precariously balancing
on her knees against the steering wheel as she focused intently on the
spreadsheets on the screen, pen poised over the notebook on the passenger
seat.
She hadn’t spotted Dory walking toward her, so Dory slowed her pace
to give herself a few seconds to catch herself. She couldn’t help but feel a
little deflated by the conversation that had just taken place. She had been so
excited to tell June the changes she felt she’d seen in herself, and yet she
couldn’t help but feel June had taken the wind out of her sails a bit. She
understood what June had meant, it had been a good week and things had
gone well but she had also been managing herself and hadn’t felt that
moment of panic or serious anxiety that she had before, surely that counted
for something?
Spotting the motion of Dory’s slow walk in the periphery of her vision,
her mam closed the laptop and motioned to her to get in, calling through the
window wound a few centimetres down, “Hurry up Dory, I have to jump
onto a conference call in a few minutes, it wasn’t till 5 but they’ve pulled it
forward to 4:30.”
Dory pulled open the door and ducked her head to get into the low car
seat.
“You alright love?” Her mam asked as she revved the car, making a
sharp U turn back down the road. “You’re a bit quieter than you were last

week?”
“Yeah Mam, I’m alright. Just was a bit strange today.”
“What kind of strange? Bad strange? You don’t have to go back again if
you don’t want to. You know that Mrs. Harrod recommended Ms. Quilson,
but said that not everyone is a right fit for every counsellor, so if you don’t
like it, you don’t have to go back. We can find someone who is right for
you.”
“No it’s not that, I just thought I was on track, and feel like I’m not
quite there yet. Just a bit caught off guard today I think.”
“Okay…well if you’re sure. Keep it in mind though, just because
you’ve been a few times it doesn’t mean you’re locked in.” With a heavy
foot on the brake, she came to stop at the junction at the bottom of June’s
road, waiting for the young family to cross at the lights, and turned back to
Dory.
“I know. I’ll have a think, but I think I’m happy to keep coming for
now. I’m not sure how many more sessions I’ll need though, I think things
are started to feel better.”
“That’s good Dory. Great. I’m glad it’s helping. Do you have much
study tonight?”
“Not too much, just trying to get on top of that history coursework that’s
due for Monday.”
“Oh yes, what event did you choose again?”
Dory rolled her eyes, they’d had this conversation at least twice, her
Mam consistently failed to lock details like this into her long…or even
short term memory. “Looking at the suffrage movement in Ireland in the
early 1900’s.”
“Oh yes…I think I remember you saying something about that. Was
your teacher happy with that choice? It doesn’t sound like something that’s
often covered.”
“He was fine with it, I think he’ll just be happy he’s not getting a rehash
of one of the things we’ve covered in class which most everyone else is
doing.”
“Hopefully…it’s an important piece of work Dory. You’re sure you’re
not going too far out of the box? I hope you’re putting your best effort in.”
“Of course I am Mam. I know it matters.”
Dory sunk low into her seat, frustrated not for the first time at her
mam’s assumption that she wasn’t working hard enough, or could always be

encouraged to do more.
“Good love, I just want you to do well.”
The conversation lulled into silence as they puttered towards home,
Dory’s mind returning to the conversation that had just taken place with
June around her Mam’s attitude towards her work and the pressure she felt
she was continually putting on her.
One thing that June had said that had stuck with her was questioning
whether she had ever considered having a conversation with her Mam to let
her know the toll her continuous demeaning comments took on Dory’s
emotional wellbeing. How, rather than motivating her to work harder, which
they were obviously intended on doing, it felt like they filled her mind up
with frustration and irritation which then blocked any remaining ability to
concentrate on the things she needed to focus on. June had helped her see
that though a conversation could take place, she wasn’t sure if it would be
entirely helpful at this point, with the exams so close, her mam changing
her entire way of parenting might not come too easily, so though Dory had
no control over her Mam, what she did have control over was how she
chose to take the criticism on board.
“Try and be like a duck in the water,” June had suggested. Change the
story you’re telling yourself, rather than your initial reaction be anger at her
for criticism, ask yourself ‘Is my response of irritation going to be helpful
for me?’ Would it be better to accept that this is the way your mother is
reacting for now, that though she has your best interests at heart, maybe this
is how she is showing love even when it doesn’t feel like it. Try not to rise
to the bait and see if when she criticises you, you can change the story
you’re telling yourself. This isn’t the forever plan, long term I think it could
be helpful for you to have a conversation with her around this, to try and let
her into your head and see the impact that the criticism is having and
brainstorm with her around ways she can support and encourage you that
don’t feel like they are tearing you down as much. But for now it’s about
getting through the next few months.”
The echo of these words and this new way of being floating around her
head, Dory turned back to her Mam and to her last words, simply
responded, “I know, thanks Mam.”

CHAPTER EIGHT

THE WEEKEND HAD flown by for Dory, most of the time eaten up
between making a study timetable for the period remaining before the
exams, and the research and drafting of the essay for her history
coursework. History was definitely not a subject she was looking to take
forward with her in her academic career, but she’d always been interested in
understanding how we had gotten to where we are, and when she’d
stumbled on the suffrage movement in Ireland, she had known this was a
subject she’d be happy to spend a bit of time in. Learning about and
researching these persistent and persecuted women had been incredible.
The essay itself hadn’t come together too easily, fitting in everything she
wanted to had been difficult to structure, and it had taken a number of
attempts of starting and restarting to get her head around it. Throughout the
process, she’d tried to stay aware of the critical voice in her head, warning
her of her failure, and had been careful not to give in to the rush of thoughts
she knew could so easily come flooding in. She hadn’t had much time for
doing anything else beyond study, which was just as well, because her
phone hadn’t exactly been hopping. Meabh and she would normally be
texting back and forth through the weekend, but it had been relatively silent
on that front. Dory had sent a few snaps to her, head in her hands at her
desk, with the text “what you at?” superimposed over the image. But had
received back a picture of Meabh’s history text book, not even a picture of
her, and the word “Same” in blue letters over the top, and that was the end
of it. How much longer is this going to go on? Dory wondered to herself,

unsure how to handle this new set of circumstances that weren’t heading in
the same direction as she was used to.
Thankfully, work was there to distract her. Handing in the essay that
morning had been nerve-racking, and she’d definitely been up later than she
intended, not helped by the conversation at the breakfast table that morning
where her mam had peppered her with questions, having seen her up
working past her usual hour the night before, but she could thankfully say
she was relatively happy with the offering that had ended up on the page.
History was at the end of the school day, and as the bell rang she headed
back to the locker room to retrieve the books she needed for homework that
evening. Catching sight of Leona as she entered the room she gave her a
smile and a nod, reaching down to her locker and setting her bag on the
ground.
Coming over to her, Leona leaned against the locker to the side, rustling
around in her bag.
“Did you get your essay in alright?” she asked. They were both doing
history, but because of timetabling, had ended up in different streams.
“Yeah I did. I had close to an all nighter, but got there in the end.”
Finishing packing her bag, they walked back through the school towards
the front gates to go their separate direction home.
“Me too. It just wasn’t priority till this weekend with everything else
we’re trying to fit in.” Dory had always been impressed with Leona’s ability
to juggle things, not only being on the netball A’s but having managed to
land a starring role in the school musical since they were in 2nd year. A
notable achievement, usually only 4th years got to move out of the chorus,
but Leona’s voice was incredible. Dory had often felt like an underachiever
in comparison. Perhaps that was why she and Leona had never grown too
close, Dory wondered to herself, she couldn’t deal with her Mam getting to
know her too well and feared being held in comparison.
Nearing the school gates, Leona pulled her bag to the front of her chest.
“I nearly forgot about this…” Handing Dory an envelope with her name
printed in blue pen on the front, she said “I got some stuff from Habitat for
the trip. They just need our signatures on these forms. They also sent along
some other information, not that I think we’ll need it. Something about a
gap year with them, and also a house sponsorship programme they’re
working on. If you could sign the main form soon and get it back to me, I
can send them all back together.”

“Sure I’ll take a look at it tonight and get it to you tomorrow if that’s
alright?” Dory replied.
“Later this week is fine. I’m not in tomorrow, I have that award day for
the young scientist thing. But are you not going to the Village now?”
“I wasn’t planning on…are you?” Dory replied.
“Yeah….For Meabh’s thing…oh…emmm….”
Dory paused awkwardly, “Oh right, Meabh’s thing” she tried to cover,
“Yeah no I have to get home early, Mam wants me there for when Jack gets
home.”
Leona looked flustered, “Oh, grand, sorry Dory, I don’t think it’s a
really a ‘thing’. Just had heard a few of the other girls are going from the
trip, thought maybe it was about Rwanda. Must be wrong.” She paused
looking sheepish for a beat, and then quickly followed with “Okay, see you
later this week…!” turning on her heels and walked away with an awkward
backward wave.
“Bye. Bye…” Dory repeated to her retreating backpack.
Joining the stream of students making their way down the narrow
footpath toward the main road, Dory thought through what had just
happened. Meabh and her were usually inseparable, though she knew
Meabh could be huffy she never normally lasted this long. She was usually
first on any list of invitations for events. Meabh got on as well with the girls
going on the trip as Dory, but neither of them would have turned to the
others when they really needed to vent or debrief. Dory worried that the
subject of coffee this afternoon would be her, that she was the topic that
Meabh needed to vent about.
Joining the throng of students at the stop, the mass pushed into the
furthest definition of an orderly line as the bus came into sight down the
road, emerging from behind the silhouette of a bread lorry. Pulled along in
the crowd, Dory crushed onto the bus, tapping on at the box at the side, and
joining the queue to head up the stairs. I hate the bus. She said to herself.
Finally emerging onto the top deck, she looked around for an available
double seat, squinting to the back she spotted one and pulled herself along
with the handles at the top of the seat, thrown side by side by the weaving
bus making the most of the empty bus lane to rally down the road.
Settling into her seat, her mind returned to what had just happened, and
the remainder of the journey home was spent trying to figure out how she
could make it up to Meabh, wracking her mind for what else she could have

done that would have Meabh so distant for so long. Slumping low into her
seat, she began berating herself for the consistent forgetfulness that had
caused the drama she was now in the middle of with no road map of how to
escape.
As the bus barrelled along the road, the top floor filling up with students
from their neighbouring school, unlucky to be the second school on the
route and therefore alighting the bus once all the seats were gone, it struck
her that maybe Meabh had messaged her but she hadn’t seen it. Digging her
phone out from the front pocket of her bag, Dory opened the various
applications she and Meabh communicated on, heart sinking with each
inbox as when navigating to her and Meabh’s exchanges, all she saw were
the profuse apologies she had lavished following last Saturday’s
forgetfulness, and Meabh’s aloof replies. With each new click resulting in
no new messages, Dory’s heart sank further as her frustration with herself
grew deeper. Meabh must really hate me, she thought to herself. She would
normally have gotten over it by now, but this time it just seemed like it was
escalating, and they felt further away than ever. What was it going to be like
in school next week when they saw each other? What’s the trip going to be
like if they weren’t talking? I’m not going to be able to go if she really
hates me that much.
Replacing the phone in her bag, finally accepting there was no phantom
message to be found, she caught a glimpse of a group of girls from the local
high school clumped around the top of the stairs laughing about something
on one of their phones. Closing her eyes, thinking of her own friend group
meeting up right now, probably laughing at her, she leant her head against
the window, and continued to think about what she had done, and how she
could avoid making the same mistake again.
After arriving home, making herself a mug of tea and a generous handful of
custard creams, Dory headed to her room to get a start on the work she had
to do according to the schedule she had spent much too long neatly ruling
out and colour coding the previous Saturday. According to the plan, 2 hours
of Irish revision stretched before her this evening. Why she had allowed
herself to be talked into higher level by her Mam was beyond her, she didn’t
need it, but the lure of “all highers” and how that would look in the future
had grudgingly brought her around to agreement.

Slumping into her desk chair, she placed the mug of tea beside her iPad
and looked up at the plan pinned to her board to see which chapters she had
scheduled to look over tonight, and there, half obscured by the revision
plan, her eyes settled on the sheet of paper June had given her a few weeks
ago.

What was it she had said? Dory thought to herself. When June had given
this she had said for Dory to think about what was going on under the
surface. To stop the spin and ask what’s really happening here. Because if I
can figure out what’s I’m thinking in the spin, I can decide if it’s reality, or
just in my head.
Ripping a blank sheet of paper from her copy book, Dory drew the
simple cycle out. At the top, by “Event” she wrote “me forgetting to meet
up with the girls on Saturday”. Moving her pen around the circle, Dory’s
next stop was at the “thoughts/beliefs”. Well, Meabh hates me. She’s been
ignoring me in school, and obviously doesn’t want me around. As she
continued round, she asked herself, so how does that make me feel? It
makes me feel like an idiot, like I did it again, I feel worthless and like I
don’t deserve a friend like her anyway. And also I guess a little mad that she
isn’t talking to me, she’s just ignoring me. So then what does that make me
act like? Because I’m feeling rejected, it’s making me sad, and also making
me avoid Meabh too. I don’t want to see her next week, because I think she’s
going to keep avoiding me, and that’s going to hurt.
Leaning back from the table, Dory took in what she had just written
down. What was it June had said? Go back to the thoughts/belief part, and

ask yourself the question “Is that true?”.
Her pen moved back to the right hand side of the paper, and hovered
over the thoughts and beliefs, as she circled the thought heavily. Is this
true? It definitely feels true. But as her eyes stayed on the word ‘hate’,
something wavered. I guess I don’t know if she hates me. Dory conceded to
herself. I do know she’s annoyed at me, that I can tell from her actions.
Realising she needed to write something else, Dory picked up a different
colour and scribbled “Meabh is annoyed at me”. So what? What does that
change? As she moved around the circle, she pondered the feelings section,
well, Meabh being annoyed doesn’t make me feel that nice. We’ve been
friends for so long, and she’s put up with a lot. Though to be fair so have I,
she can be a bit judgmental…but I know I’ve been dropping the ball a lot
recently. I can definitely understand why she’s annoyed at me. So what does
that feeling make me want to do? She thought to herself. Tapping the lid of
the pen against her bottom lip, she pondered this, before writing down it
makes me want to apologise, and not just an apology to get past this. To tell
her I know I hurt her, to want to make up with her.
Placing her pen down, she reached under the table to unplug her phone
from the charger, and opened her messages to Meabh.
Meabh, I know I’ve texted you so much recently and haven’t heard back,
and I totally understand. I would be annoyed with me if I was you. I just
wanted to say again how completely sorry I am about last weekend. I know
I messed up, and I know I’ve been forgetting so much recently. My head has
just been really full, but there’s really no excuses. You deserve a better
friend, and I’m going to try and be one. Let’s get a coffee next week after
school and talk. Hope you have a good weekend. Dx
16:22
Putting her phone down, and picking up her Irish textbook, her head felt
clearer. It felt like the ball was in Meabh’s court, she still felt terrible about
everything that was happening, but it was almost like doing something
about it and not having this all hanging over her, the “what’s going to
happen?” felt less. Almost like even though she couldn’t control Meabh’s
reaction, at least she knew she’d done all she could from her side.
Opening her book, she started working through the grammar that had
stumped her in class a few weeks ago that she needed to get her head

around.
The next thing Dory knew, her Dad was calling up the stairs to her to
come down for dinner. Lifting her head from the table, and wiping the side
of her mouth where the widening drool puddle had been pooling against the
paper of her textbook, arms curled around her head. Dory called down a
muffled “Be there in a minute!” and slightly dazed, looked around the room
that was starting to turn orange in the early evening light. Retrieving her
phone, she scrolled through the few notifications that had appeared while
she slept, Irish grammar can be learnt by osmosis right?
Her eyes widened when she saw Meabh’s name appear by the message
icon, and tentatively swiped right to open it.
D, you’re right. Crap friend. But coffee sounds good, you’re buying…. See
you next week. M
18:42
Smiling at the short, but hopeful message. Dory pulled her hair up into a
tight bun, slipped her feet into her slippers, and headed downstairs.

CHAPTER NINE

DORY SAT IN her mam’s car outside June’s house, a few minutes early for
her next appointment. Flicking through her homework diary, she crossed off
the few things she had managed to get completed in an unexpected free
period at the end of the day when her english teacher was absent. The
substitute French teacher (also a French national) had declared her grasp of
English to be barely sufficient “to order coffee...so I will’nt be teaching
English today”, instructing them instead to proceed with whatever work
they had to do. No complaints from the class, happy to get a chance to catch
up on the pile of study weighing slowly heavier on their minds.
Her mam sat beside her as Dory heard her tapping away at her phone,
no matter her protestations, she refused to turn off the keyboard clicks, and
it drove Dory crazy.
Dory peered across her mam to check the time on the dashboard. Seeing
the digits were just about to click past the hour, she replaced her diary in the
open school bag on her knee and lowered it to the footwell of the passenger
seat.
“I’ll head in now Mam, see you in an hour.”
“Will do. I’m popping to the shops. I should be back with plenty of
time, but if I’m not here, send me a text that you’re out and you can start
walking if you want. I’ll pick you up along the way.” She reached around to
retrieve the seatbelt and pulled it across her body.
“Okay…” Dory noted, “It looks like it might rain though, I don’t really
want to have to walk in the rain, I don’t have my jacket.”

“Dory.” Her mam shot back across the car as Dory pushed open the
door. “I’ll probably be back in time. Just remember to text me if I’m not.”
Dory rolled her eyes as she turned away and pushed open the low slung
wooden gate to skirt around the side of the house to June’s office. When she
saw the door to June’s office open just as she turned the corner into the
garden she mused to herself, Does she have some sort of sensor? She’s
always just opening the door when I nearly make it no matter how quiet I
am!
As always, June greeted her with a wide smile gesturing her into the
room. With the air hanging close in the day, the small room was heavy in
atmosphere. Used to the routine, Dory settled herself on the left hand side
of the sofa and picked up the 2/3 full jar of water, less from necessity or
thirst, but more to cover the slight awkwardness of the beginning of the
session as June took her seat and arranged herself in the chair with her
clipboard of paper.
Finally reaching comfort, June looked up at Dory and asked the
question she appeared to start every session with, “So how has your last
week been?”
Like the week before, the story spilled out of Dory, along with a few
surprising tears when remembering and reliving the emotion she had
experienced when Meabh had been off with her for the week or so between
her forgetting and them getting to make up. ‘Make up’ was maybe a little
warm for what they had done, perhaps the beginning of a gradual thaw
would be a better explanation for what was currently unfolding.
They had met up after school the day before at The Village, and though
it had started awkwardly (it was rare for the two of them together to find
themselves without an urgent conversational topic), Dory hadn’t allowed
the standoff to last for long. Effusively apologising again, but in person this
time, which made it so much easier to see that Meabh, although hurt, wasn’t
going to write her out of her life. Not this time anyway. Dory had spent a
few hours over the weekend coming up with a number of ideas for activities
they could do in Rwanda, including making a list of games they could use
with the play parachute Leona’s parents had already bought as a donation to
the local orphanage there. Seeing the time Dory had put in, and the example
pictures of the lollipop stick crafts she had shown on her phone, Meabh had
gotten excited, leaning into Dory’s side and peppering her with questions.
They weren’t yet back to normal, but Dory was hopeful.

As she allowed the week to unfold in her words laid out before June,
she told how she had been able to catch herself and the contrast between
how she had thought Meabh had hated her, and replacing it with the
different belief, that Meabh was annoyed at her. June’s eyes lit up as a wide
smile crossed her face.
Dory started to wind down a few minutes later, looking into the corner
of the room to ponder whether there was anything else she wanted to say.
“I think that’s it….” She trailed off. “That was a lot. Sorry June, I just
talked for ages…”
“No apologies necessary at all Dory. This is your time. I know for some
clients this is an important space for them to come and sieve through their
thoughts from the week. It can be amazing what patterns or connections we
can find in our everyday experiences when we give ourselves a chance to
stop and recap the experiences that have already passed us by, rather than
just barrelling forward into the future. Besides, if I thought you were just
talking to fill the space I would probably interrupt you, or make a
suggestion to keep you on track, but your recollection of the weeks seem
like they are helpful to you, so I’m happy to listen if you’re happy to talk!”
“Thanks. It’s good to have that space. I know I could probably do it on
my own outside of here, but sometimes it just feels like life gets so busy
and I just get distracted, whereas in here, it’s like there’s space for it.”
“I understand that.” June nodded, “There’s something about having that
50 minutes where we know we won’t get distracted, time set apart for
looking inward, rather than rushing ahead to the next thing on the to do
list.”
“So, in conclusion to all that rambling…”
“It wasn’t rambling Dory, it made a lot of sense. Don’t put yourself
down.” June interrupted.
“Okay, well thanks. In conclusion to all the very vital and important
information I just told you, I guess it wasn’t a perfect week. Far from it. I
think when I left here last week I didn’t really understand what you had
been talking about. I mean, I understood it with my head, but I don’t think I
really grasped what you were talking about. About things going well and so
that was why I was so happy rather than really having got my head around
things and the negative spiral I can get in. And then I also didn’t understand
why you were trying to pin me down about Meabh and the pattern we go
through, me doing something annoying and then her going quiet, but then

we get back on track. I think you asked if it was a pattern I was happy with.
I think my answer was, yes, I was happy with it because it was working, but
then it seems like it stopped working. Or Meabh got sick of me doing stuff
and me never really properly getting it or apologising. All that to say, I get
where you were trying to lead me, and it’s a pity I wasn’t able to get there
last week, rather than going through all that swirl of emotions at the end of
the week. If I’d actually been willing to listen to you, I might have saved
myself a lot of trouble!”
“Don’t be too hard on yourself Dory. It can be difficult to see things
when they are so close to us. I’ve found we become aware of them when
we’re really ready to deal with them. If we aren’t able to see them, then it
tends to be because maybe we aren’t ready to tackle them. I’m glad you saw
that I wasn’t trying to bring you down last week. More an observation that
you hadn’t quite gotten to the end or faced the difficulties that were really
going to challenge this new point of view you were trying to develop.”
“Yeah, I get that, and I definitely feel I faced more of them this week.”
“That’s great Dory, well done you.” June smiled, allowing the positive
mood to settle in the room between them. “I wonder if you would tell me
more about the process you went through working through the cycle in your
room when you were thinking about Meabh?” June stuck her pen into the
tight pony tail on her head and leaned her elbow on the left arm rest of her
chair, her head crooked in her hand.
Dory pulled the sheet of paper she had scrawled on the Friday before
from her skirt pocket. She had brought it along, knowing she would forget
details. Looking up and down from the writing, she talked June through
how she had worked her way around the thoughts and emotions to end with
a different action. Finishing describing the peaceful wave she had felt on
sending that message to Meabh, June straightened in her chair having
leaned forward to strain across the room to see Dory’s examples, wincing as
she did, holding her hand to her lower back.
Placing her clipboard down between the cushion and arm rest, she
looked Dory in the eye. “How did it feel to be able to catch yourself like
that again?”
“I think part of me is really glad I was able to catch myself, and the
other part of me is really annoyed it took me so long. I walked around for
nearly 2 weeks thinking she was really mad at me, that she hated me, and
then as it progressed that she was never going to speak to me again. I

thought I had it you know? I thought I was going to be able to catch myself,
and instead I wasted all that time spiralling down and worrying.”
“I understand that Dory. When we’re aware of something, we want to be
able to catch ourselves all the time every time. The thing I want you to hold
on to here, and the good news I want to celebrate with you and for you to
acknowledge is that you did catch yourself. That moment in your bedroom
when you stopped the cycle of living with the belief that she hated you and
instead sought out a different point of view, that ended up helping you. You
say you’re mad at yourself for not catching yourself doubting your and
Meabh’s friendship sooner, and yet, think about how much longer you
would have stayed in that negative place of seeing yourself, and her, if you
hadn’t stopped and done that work? I’d imagine you might still be there
right now.”
Allowing that thought to land, June’s tone then changed as if to signify
a move down a different line of conversation. “I wonder Dory, if maybe the
high standards you hold yourself to in so many areas of your life, work,
extracurriculars, friendships, are being transferred into therapy here.
Whether you think that you need to get an A* with every challenge you
come up against. I suppose the thing that we’re doing here is to get you to a
place where the time between something happening that brings up a big
reaction in you, and the moment when you realise and reframe it, is getting
shorter every time. This time, maybe it took you 5 days to catch yourself
and realise what was happening, but next time, maybe that time frame will
shrink down, maybe it’ll just be a few days. And then maybe the time after
that it might be a few hours, and then hopefully shorter. You’re trying to
change these patterns and habits that are deeply ingrained. You’ve been
used to telling yourself these things for so long, telling yourself that when
something goes wrong, you’re a failure, that losing that instinct is going to
take time. It’s not something you’ll master in a few days. So be patient with
yourself, it will come, you can rewrite that pattern, you already are! It’s just
going to take time for it to become muscle memory, and that voice might
always remain, but rather than being a loud foghorn in your ear, it might be
relegated to a quiet whisper you’ll get good at just swiping aside.”
“How long do you think that will take…?” Dory curled the tassels of the
rug around her little finger, looking away from June toward the garden.
“There’s no real answer for that Dory. It’s less a destination, and more a
journey to get there. But I will say that you’ve made a great start on the

way. The fact you were able to catch yourself and work through these
events is incredible, you should be very proud of yourself. All of this will
come. You’re staying aware and giving yourself a great chance to catch
yourself.” June tilted her head and neck around, trying to recapture eye
contact with Dory.
Looking shyly back, Dory nodded determinedly. “Okay. Thanks. It’s
just hard. Sometimes those thoughts just really get stuck in my head, and
it’s like I can’t do anything about them.”
“There’s things we can do to help you shake them off, some simple
mindfulness exercises might help. Or maybe spending a while thinking
about when the times when these thoughts are more likely to creep in, and
how you can almost plan for batting them away before they happen. But all
that is secondary today Dory. Today, I want you to appreciate how far
you’ve already come.”
“I suppose I would have spiralled for a good bit longer without that
cycle…”
“Perhaps. And next time, maybe you’ll catch yourself sooner Dory. Or
maybe not. But it’s not failure.”
“I think I just forget that I can stop. Like I said, my head just gets so
full, and it’s like I don’t remember I can stop and challenge my thoughts!
School stuff just takes up a lot of space, and expectations that people have,
the trip, my mam…”
“It’s true Dory, you do have a lot going on, and sometimes things aren’t
going to go your way. There’s been things in the past few months that have
been hard, this week hasn’t been a dream for you, but tell me this, how are
you feeling right now?”
“Right now?”
“Yes, sitting here with me, how are you feeling?”
“I suppose I’m feeling okay, positive. Meabh and I are back on track,
I’m feeling I’m heading in the right direction for school stuff with exams…
Yeah, it’s an alright day.”
“Okay. So you’re in a relatively good place today. You feel like things
are possible, like you’re going to be able to handle the next few months?”
“I think so. I know that I still wobble a bit, and that things will be
stressful, but I guess I feel more positive about being able to manage those
feelings when they come up.”

“Great, that’s where I was hoping you’d get to here. The thing is about
life, that there’s going to be good days and bad days, ups and downs. But
what strikes me is that on the days when you were feeling down, you were
struggling to see that there was hope, that you were going to be able to
make it through and get to the other side. When you felt or feel like a
failure, then it’s like you’re always going to be a failure. But the tools and
practice you’re building now, isn’t to pretend the hard days aren’t
happening, but to maybe see them through a different lens. Like with
Meabh, you didn’t stick your head in the sand and pretend everything was
fine, you realised she was annoyed at you, so you asked yourself, ‘What do
I need to do to change this situation?’ It’s like you lifted your head above
the waterline, and said ‘Okay, this is where I am, but where do I want to
be?’ And I think that gives me great hope that you’re on the path toward
this not just being a short term thing, but becoming a pattern of life for
you.”
“But what about those times when I really struggle to keep my head up?
When I feel like a failure, and it seems like others around me are
confirming or agreeing with that?”
“I think that’s when sessions like this are helpful, it’s a chance for you,
outside your normal daily existence, to dig up some of those beliefs that
you’ve been living with on a daily or hourly basis, maybe things that
you’ve believed or been told to you by other people, and have the
opportunity to bring them out into the open, to question them. And maybe
now you’ve had practice dealing with some of the more surface beliefs that
come up, we go a bit deeper and see what some of the more underlying
‘truths’ that you have been living with or telling yourself are.”
“I’m not sure how to do that… How am I even going to know what they
are if they’re underlying? Will I even know they’re there?”
“There’s a number of tools and exercises we can use to identify some of
them, don’t worry I can help guide you to what we’re talking about. I really
think the way you’re engaging with this, and able to recognise,
acknowledge and challenge is a really solid foundation for you to do some
really significant work and set you on course for what comes next for you.”
“Okay, that sounds good.”
“Maybe next time we can look at one of those exercises, but for now
unfortunately Dory, our time is coming to an end for today.” June lowered
her clipboard to the side, and stood up. “Really good work this week Dory,

I’m really very impressed how you’ve taken to this exercise and the cycle.
You’re really slowing down the spin, and raising awareness of your
thoughts. Awareness really is the key to long lasting change. Keep it up!”
“Thanks June,” Dory said as she stood up and arranged herself, “I’ll see
you next week?”
“Next week, same time.” June opened her office door and took a step to
the side to allow Dory to pass her by. “I’ll talk to you then Dory, take care
of yourself.”
“Bye!” Dory nodded as she passed June in the doorway, and twisted
around the side of the house. Stooping to pet the cat blocking her way, who
promptly ducked out of arms reach and scampered away before her hand
could make contact, Dory wiped away a drop of rain that landed on her
forehead. I hope Mam is back…
Rising from her bent over position by the tabby, Dory saw the family
car waiting at the end of the driveway where she had left her. Thankful to
be saved from whatever shower was about to materialise, Dory rushed over
to the passenger side, opening the door and sitting down heavily into the
chair.
“Thanks for getting back on time.” She said brightly.
“That’s okay. I ended up not going.” Her mam clipped at her.
Uh oh, thought Dory. Something’s not right here.
“Did you decide not to go?” She tentatively asked.
“Yes Dory. I decided not to go. I just got so upset about something, so I
couldn’t.”
It’s a trap. Dory caught herself saying.
“What….were you upset about?”
“This Dory. What is this?”
Reaching her hand into the door compartment on her side of the car, she
threw a crushed document toward Dory. Unfolding it, she revealed the
application form for the Habitat gap year that had been included with the
document she had signed last week. Picking it up from between her feet
where it had fallen, Dory’s frustration levels grew as she asked in a faltering
voice, “Where did you get this? Were you going through my bag?”
“It fell out when I was moving it. Your bag wasn’t closed.” Her mam
batted back.
“It couldn’t have, it was folded up inside my homework diary.”

“So you were hiding it from me were you?” Her mam shot accusingly,
while Dory raised her hands in defence.
“No I wasn’t! I was just sent it the other day.”
“Are you really thinking of doing it Dory? What about your plans?
What about all the work you’re putting into this? What are you going to do?
Go and waste a year of your life in Africa? Building houses? What will
people say Dory, you’ll never come back and get on your plan. I don’t think
universities look too fondly on deferrals. You can’t do this Dory. What a
waste it’ll be.” She exploded out at Dory, her face red from pent up
irritation.
Dory took a breath. “I really don’t want to talk about this right now,
mam. I just had a good session there. Maybe we can talk about it later?”
“So you’re going to do this, are you? You’re going to waste a year of
your life? After all you’ve done, after all I’ve done to get you to this point.”
Slumping back in her seat, Dory took a deep breath.
“Mam, you’ve really got the wrong end of the stick here. I’m not
applying for this. They just sent it out with some other Habitat information
we had to fill out for the trip. I guess they just send the application out to
anyone at the stage we’re at and hope that someone might bite.”
Her mam visibly relaxed, “Well isn’t that a relief. I’m very glad to hear
it, it really wouldn’t have been the right time to do something like that
Dory.”
Something snapped in Dory’s demeanour as her Mam reached to the
gear stick to check for neutral to turn on the car.
“Wait a second. Why wouldn’t it be the right time? I get that it might
not be in your plan for me, but have you ever wondered if your plan might
not be the right one for me? I’m not saying I want to do the Habitat
internship, but if I did, I’d have good reason for it. Plus, doing something
like that wouldn’t make me some sort of failure.”
“I didn’t say a failure Dory, I just don’t think it would be right for you.”
“But maybe it would Mam, maybe it would. And yes, I know you didn’t
say ‘failure’, but that’s certainly what you implied. Sometimes….
Sometimes, I think that if I don’t follow the instructions or the plan that you
have for my life, then I’m doomed to failure in your eyes.” Dory’s voice
gradually increased in volume. “Maybe there’s more than one way to
succeed Mam!”

Stunned as Dory’s outburst, used to her backing down. Her Mam sat
back in her seat, and turned to look at her.
“I know there is Dory. I just want you to be the best you can be.”
“You say that all the time, but I wonder if whether maybe ‘the best I can
be’ will only be recognised by you, if it’s the plan you have? I mean, look at
your reaction here. Even having an application form for something that
might divert me away from the ‘plan’”, she air quoted, “is enough to send
you to the moon.”
“It’s just you’ve worked so hard Dory. I want to see you succeed…”
“And I will Mam, I really think I will. But I need to know that you’re
okay with success looking different from what you think. I’m not saying it
will look different, I mean my plan is still to go and do bio-med like we
talked about. I want that, but who knows what’s going to happen. Maybe
I’ll stick that out and love it, maybe I’ll spend more time doing stuff with
Habitat, maybe I’ll join extinction rebellion…!”
“Dory, don’t joke.”
“Don’t worry, I’m joking, but I’m also only kind of joking Mam. Who
knows what life is going to look like.” Dory paused, wavering on whether
or not to say what was on the tip of her tongue to bring up, but set her mind
and continued, “I think Mam, I think I’m realising a lot of the pressure I’m
putting on myself might be coming from things that…. you’ve said.
Pressure to succeed because ‘failing’ would be the worst thing that could
happen.”
“Oh Dory,” her mam faltered, “Don’t blame me for that, that’s an awful
thing to say. I only want what’s best for you.”
“I know you do. But maybe you wanting what’s best for me has looked
like putting that pressure to be perfect and never make a mistake. I’m
human, I’m going to make mistakes.”
“Do you really feel like that Dory. You’re blaming me for…. all this…?
For having to come here? That doesn’t seem fair.” Her Mam hesitated,
looking genuinely hurt.
“I’m not blaming you,” Dory quickly confirmed. “Not really. The
reason I’m here is 100% on me. I’ve been allowing myself to get in a spin,
to worry and get stressed and to not give myself a break. I’m only saying
this to you because I think that some of the things you’re saying might have
added to me thinking that.” Seeing her Mam about to interrupt and defend
herself, she put her hand up, “I know you don’t mean to stress me out or

make me spiral, but sometimes I feel the pressure you put on is pretty
heavy, and it’s added to by some pretty severe pressure I’m putting on
myself.”
Thinking about what Dory had said, her Mam hesitated. “Okay. I’ll
have to think about this Dory. It’s all pretty sprung on me. I think I
understand, but I’m not sure what I’m doing wrong.”
“That’s okay, we can talk. I didn’t meant to say all that, it just sort of
came tumbling out when you were getting annoyed about this Habitat
stuff.”
“Okay love, well let’s just head home. I’m sure you’ve got plenty of
study to be getting on with with the exams…”
Dory shot a look across the car.
“Oh, okay. I suppose I can see that…I’m just trying to help Dory. When
I say I just want the best for you, I really mean it.”
“I know you do Mam. I know.”
They settled into a gentle silence as they headed back across town
towards their house, both quietly computing the conversation that had been
bubbling under the surface between them for a while.

CHAPTER TEN

DORY’S HAND DARTED out from under the duvet of her bed as she
reached to her bedside locker to silence her radio alarm. Instinctually hitting
the snooze button, she felt around for her phone, remembering she had
forgotten to click it into its charging holder the night before. Finding it, she
brought it close to her face and saw a notification from Meabh that had
come in overnight. Prising open her eyes and squinting at the light of the
screen in the dullness of the early morning, she slid the brightness level
down to low and flicked over to the message.
Can’t sleep. What are you doing for the free period after lunch tomorrow?
Want to get together to make plans for Leona’s 18th?
00:42am
Smiling to herself at the message, she tapped out a quick.
Morning m, no plans for today. Sounds good, thanks for asking, would love
to! see you at the lockers.
07:02am
Stretching out in the bed, Dory yawned, filling her lungs with the first deep
inhale of the morning. Swinging her legs out of the bed and rotating her
ankles she slipped her feet into the slippers strewn beside her bed where she
had kicked them off when she had sat down in bed last night.

Arching her back to stretch it out after being curled tightly in a ball all
night, she walked across the room to the window, pulling open the curtains
to be greeted by a wet, blustery day. Smiling to herself, she remembered the
story of the bride from June’s story in the very same position. As her
morning brain strained to recall if her dad was here this morning to give her
a lift, a branch from the tree outside her window brushed against the sill and
window, leaving a line of rain dripping down the pane.
She noticed the trees once again, it had been a few weeks since she last
stopped to take them in. The leaves had filled out and she could no longer
see into the O’Halloran’s upstairs den across the street. With the sight, her
insides once again twisted at the impending exams. Only two months, she
thought, worry filling the space where a morning vacuum had been before.
Then, within a few seconds of allowing her mind to begin it’s usual pattern
of spiral, her mind clicked to the lessons she’d been learning, about
managing and controlling the thoughts, directing where she allowed them to
go. I know I’m working as hard as I can. I know I still have time, she told
herself. She knew she was able to take the next few months on, one step at a
time.
I’m learning, she thought. Learning to deal with the spin she so often
found herself in. Learning that it didn’t have to suck her down, but she
could manage through it and trust that she’d find stability for herself when
she got to the other side.
Pulling on her dressing gown, she stepped out into the hallway and
paused before headed for the kitchen. She should probably make the most
of the empty bathroom to have a shower now while no one was using it, but
she was hungry…and that new box of Crunchie Nut she had seen peeking
out of the shopping bags from the day before in her mam’s car was calling.
She knew she had to get to them before Jack.
Walking slowly down stairs, she headed into the new day.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

THANKS FOR MAKING it to the end of Dory’s story!
If you found it easy to put yourself in Dory’s shoes, to know what it feels
like to talk negatively to, or about yourself and to feel overwhelmed by the
expectations that others or you place on yourself, know that you are not
alone!
Many of us struggle at times with our relationship to our thoughts, getting
caught up in the swirl of our own heads. Just like Dory though, you too can
find some peace and a way out of your mind spin by reaching out and
asking for help. That might be from a friend, a teacher, parents or even like
Dory, seeking the assistance of a professional counsellor or therapist.
If you are struggling, below are some links to places you can find more
information on some of the topics mentioned in this novella, alongside
organisations you can reach out to for help when you find yourself in need.
When you do find the courage to reach out, know that there are some
incredible people waiting to reach back toward you.
—

The Irish Association of Counsellors & Psychotherapists (IACP)
www.iacp.ie - Find a list of accredited and qualified therapists who can help
you talk through the difficulties you may be struggling with.
Jigsaw - www.jigsaw.ie - Raising awareness and providing information
about youth mental health.
SpunOut - www.spunout.ie - A youth information site created by young
people for young people to empower the readers with information.
Childline - www.childline.ie - A 24 hour freephone number for under 18’s 1800 666 666
Samaritans - www.samaritans.org - A 24 hour freephone helpline number
for over 18’s - 116 123
Pieta House - www.pieta.ie - Therapy & awareness for those struggling
with issues of suicidal ideation or self harm.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Tom is a counsellor & psychotherapist with WhyMind, based in Cavan, Co.
Cavan.
WhyMind seeks to help people understand more about why their minds
work the way they do & why it’s important to mind our mental health.
In his work as a therapist, Tom sees clients both in person or through online
work, helping them understand their minds and walk with them through
seasons of anxiety, low self worth, depression, stress, identity or
relationship issues.
Tom also runs workshops for young people, parents, leaders & adults
looking at a range of different topics around how we can build and maintain
our mental health & wellbeing.
If you would like more information on any of the services WhyMind or
Tom can provide, take a look at the website www.whymind.ie or get in
touch at tom@whymind.ie

