
BRAVING THE WILDERNESS—NOTES 

CHAPTER 1—EVERYWHERE AND NOWHERE 

Page 3, “when I’m living in my fear”.  Sci-Fi fans may recognize this mantra, from Frank Herbert’s Dune.  I 
use it someDmes.  “I must not fear.  Fear is the mind-killer.  Fear is the liFle-death that brings total 
obliteraDon.  I will face my fear. I will permit it to pass over me and through me.  And when it has gone 
past I will turn the inner eye to see its path.  Where the fear has gone there will be nothing.  Only I will 
remain.” 

Yet, fear has a place and perhaps even a purpose in our lives.  An old entry from the journals.  You’ll see 
at the end that I join her perspecDve: 

Fear is one of the more curious emotions we go through. Leaving aside the question of how much 
is unfounded and how much not, fear can be activated by a lot of things. A large number of them 
can be distilled down to something we don't often consider. To my mind, fear is generated when 
we are "pushed out of the nest". That is, when we are pushed beyond our comfort zone of 
experience and living, when we are pushed past our risk threshold. Good example? On the New 
Zealand trip, there's a resort town called Queenstown. It's where you do all the skiing and 
bungy-jumping and skydiving and all that. None of which I did. I went horseback riding instead. 
But in retrospect, I regret greatly not doing the tandem hang-gliding. What held me back? I 
mean, you're with the bloody instructor the whole way. What could be so dangerous? Simple...it 
was the discomfort of going someplace I wasn't ready to go, just right at that moment. A week 
later, I was already regretting it. I fear living without my parents in my life, fear them passing 
away. Do I need them? Rely on them? Not really, not for everyday living. But it represents a 
world that I've not experienced. It represents thinking about losing something that has been with 
you for your whole life. It represents uncharted new territory...territory that would take <work> 
to deal with. Well, well, will ya look at that? There's that concept of work and the inherently lazy 
homo sapiens again.  
I think a lot of us, I don't know how to say this well, but I'll say it this way....fear unnecessarily. 
What I mean is that we are so much more adaptable and resilient than we think we can be. We 
are so much more able to recontextualize, almost instantaneously, and shift our alignment of 
what is dangerous and what is not, what is worth fearing and what is not. And we constantly 
underestimate ourselves. I didn't like hospitals much and was quite afraid once I knew I would 
have to spend time there. But, with help and support, you adapt. I was in a ward room fairly 
early on and one of the other residents there, he passed away in the watches of the night. 
Freaky...or could have been. But it wasn't. It wasn't because I was aware of the quality of care at 
the hospital and I was kept as informed as I wanted to be about the progression of my illness. 
The saying "making peace with yourself" is trite but true. It means you've brushed some of those 
fears into the dustbin. Sure, new ones might take their place, but that's part of adaptability too. I 
suppose what you hope happens is that new fears are more, well, "challenging". Or exotic. 
Because I do believe that most of us eventually do want to face those fears. And that you develop 
as a person once you do. Maybe I'm out to lunch on this one----I'll let you know when I <do> go 
hang-gliding. But one thing I can tell you. One of the best "cures" for this is a friend who has 



lived through the circumstances that are generating your fear. The "I don't have to do it alone" 
factor....it is impossible to overestimate what a difference-maker that can be. The world outside 
the nest doesn't look so forbidding if a trail has already been blazed. 

Page 4, J.K. Rowling.  One of the things I want to do is to accept who and what Rowling means for her 
from the posiDve aspect.  I don’t set aside my own feelings for Rowling and her well-documented bigotry 
against transgender persons, but that doesn’t mean she doesn’t carry value for Brene---and it doesn’t 
mean that I’ll immediately cease to love the PoFer books 

4-7, stories and storytelling.  A much more recent Chronicles entry of mine: 

* When the Calgary Book Study group read Medicine Walk by Richard Wagamese, I was 
cap?vated.  I seemed to feel a kind of kinship with him---definitely, my song The Beau?ful Truth 
has some imagery directly from the book.  He was a consummate storyteller---effortlessly 
blending the tradi?on of his indigenous background with an approach that anyone could 
immediately grasp and appreciate.  

Dad jokingly says of me, in these later days, that I should have been a rabbi.  Not that, no, but I 
have concluded that I am a storyteller.  What of that?  Well, stories are a kind of living thing if 
you think about it, a kind of symbiosis between words and/or events and personal feelings or 
thoughts.  I’ve used a story from my own past any number of ?mes to make or clarify a point I 
was geNng at in the present.  In doing so, something happens that I don’t think too many 
people are aware of.  When you tell a story, you are rewri?ng it, in great or small.  Because you 
are remembering it (some?mes altering that memory), reflec?ng on it, and most importantly, 
reconfiguring it with the context of the present circumstances that brought it bubbling up to the 
surface.  I have a number of friends who write (off the top of my head, those I think of are all 
female---I should give *that* some thought).  Maaja, Jess, Deb, Lynn, to name a few.  She who 
writes, thinks.  Yes, they all have their fun-loving mischievous sides.  But running underneath is a 
deep sensibility and thoughVulness about the world and how they live within it.  This may come 
off as kind of arrogant, but I think a good storyteller needs to hear something new every ?me he 
or she tells a story, needs to think something different each ?me.  I some?mes—not always—
have that with my music….and with some of these entries.  Perhaps the balance is to not tell the 
story so oZen that it becomes stale and uninteres?ng.  That, too, can some?mes be hard. 

Page 8-11, this is deliberate---she is opening up to us so that we can ourselves be opened up. 

Pages 12-13, when you are lost to yourself, and to the people *you* care about….that is a terrible, 
terrible loss and lessening.  And yet—someDmes the strongest steel comes out of the hoFest fire/
crucible.  QuesDon for Brene---you have the data and the knowledge now.  If you hadn’t taken and gone 
down the path that led you to who you are today….what were the likeliest (very possibly harmful) 
alternate paths that you might have ended up following?   

Page 14—ah, sorry—she answers here! 



Page 15, ah yes, the unholy quest for approval.  I may have shared this Chronicles excerpt in Immortal 
Diamond, which would have touched on this subject, but it’s worth re-rendering.  From all the way back 
in 2004 or so---and I *think* I have, through a lot of work, largely freed myself from any addicDon here: 

* I've been thinking about, recently, The Unholy Quest for Approval.  

Approval's a nasty little drug. I'm brought to wonder why it is we all need it so very much. 
Whether it's self-approval, though, or the approval of the world around us, it motivates a lot of 
what we do and can be the basis for otherwise completely out-of-character behaviour. Does it 
come from needing a certain level of love that we otherwise don't get? Does it come from 
needing attention? I mean, I'd hate to think we're <all> ADH, you know. Or maybe it's the 
ranking. No matter what field we're in, what state or walk of life, there seems to be a need to 
know our place. Is it a quest for order and structure as much as for approval? Maybe it is, but 
one does have to ask if things wouldn't be easier if there was no drive for expectations or seeking 
of approval. Then again, where would the drive to do anything worthwhile come from? Oh, yeah. 
The NEED of others would call. Well, at least most of the time, that's a far-off dream for me. I'll 
certainly confess to being at least a partial approval addict. Maybe that makes me honest...but 
approval is, no matter what, a self-destructive path.  There’s only one person who needs to 
approve of you.  And that’s you.

Page 17, top, oooh, that’s a great quote! 

17, middle, I’m sure part of that grief was for lost opportuniDes that can only happen when you are a 
young girl (or boy). 

Page 18-19, I find it interesDng that she does not—yet—menDon any effect of having her own kids, 
which she would have by this point of the narraDve. 

Page 20, the permission slip.  Another saying of mine.  “It is easy to say the things that are true.  It is 
someDmes hard to give yourself permission to say those things”.  Her wriDng her permission slip?  That is 
*awesome*! 

22-23, the beauDful thing is that Brene was ready to accept and understand the meaning of Angelou’s 
words and gesture.  She had accepted the existence of grace and the possibility of grace for her.  I 
wrote this to Deb in an email very recently.  Magic?  It isn’t making possibility real.  It’s making reality—a 
beFer reality—possible. 

25, boFom.  Some people *don’t* belong to any group.  Some people start or make the group.  
ExcepDons are the rules the excepDonal people make. 

26, top, some of this brushes against consciousness study. 

This first chapter is so intrinsically about her fight against the three-pronged aFack of PercepDon 
DecepDon----who other people think you should be, who you think other people think you should be, 
and who *you* think you should be.  Instead of being who you *are*.  I am quite moDvated to leaf 
through Immortal Diamond again to see if there are threads of Rohr’s wriDng on the False Self that may 
find their way into this narraDve. 



CHAPTER 2 – THE QUEST FOR TRUE BELONGING 


