Dear friends,

As I sit here thinking about this update, reflecting on the last year, and trying to come up with themes of the letter, I keep coming back to the concepts of journey and home. (This may be due in part to the fact that I just returned from a road trip from Austin to Greeley and back – over 2200 miles in six days!). I wondered briefly if I need to choose one of those concepts over the other in composing this update, when it occurred to me that part of the lesson of the past year has been that they are not mutually exclusive concepts, home and journey, but that one must learn to find home at various points along their journey. Or, at least, I must do so. Looking toward my future, it isn’t likely that I will stop and “settle” any time soon, so this will be a key lesson as I learn to navigate ever-changing environments and relationships.

I’ve made many a journey this year, geographic and otherwise. My year started with a road trip to Santa Fe and since then I’ve been to Reno, Nevada, through the majority of Colorado, Texas, Kansas (oh boy!), and Oklahoma. I also traveled much of Central Thailand, made my way across Cambodia by bus and traveled the length of Viet Nam by both bus and train. Although I passed up opportunities in Kansas to see such marvels as Wilson (The Czech capital of Kansas) and the World’s Largest Prairie Dog, the sights I’ve seen can only attempt to compare with the growth I’ve known and the people I’ve encountered.

I suppose the majority of what isn’t known by most of the people reading this letter is all that has come to pass since my grand move to Austin, Texas to start grad school in the UT School of Social Work. (Any of you who didn’t know of this occurrence are just now wondering, Texas? Surely not Texas….) Yes, somehow in the midst of all the journeys of the last year, I did end up in Texas, the one place I swore I would never grace with my presence for any length of time. The universe has a strange sense of humor, especially considering my four months in Austin have, thus far, been four of the happiest of my life. I have found a profession and a school that fit my interests and goals very well, and that is a relief. I feel fortunate to have found that at such an age, though I admit that these things are open to change at a whim. That’s not to say that I don’t still think about what my life would have been like if I had taken that second Peace Corps assignment, but let’s suffice it to say that I have peace with my decision and see doors opening all over.  

In October I was asked to direct this year’s production of The Vagina Monologues on campus and may or may not be completely crazy for having accepted the charge. I know the experience won’t be the same as last year, but I can’t resist my favorite forum for activism and advocacy. In November, I was offered the position of Graduate Research Assistant at the Institute on Domestic Violence and Sexual Assault (located in the Center for Social Work Research here at UT), and again, I couldn’t help but accept. The Institute is, after all, one of the main reasons I was interested in UT in the first place. I am nervous about the coming semester as things will be crazy for at least the first month, but I know I can handle it all.

And what of the social scene here? I’d be lying if I said I haven’t been more social in the first semester of grad school than I was my entire undergrad career. Picture, if you dare, me at clubs (even dancing on occasion) and staying out until 4AM – or even until the next day – just having a good time. I’ve given up worrying myself to death about grades and think I have found some balance between my academic and personal lives. I suppose it’s fair to note that being in love might have helped these processes a bit. Yes, that’s right folks, love comes to the radical feminist. I fought it for so long, but there are some forces even I can’t seem to beat. Helen and I started dating in October, and all I know is that, for the first time in my life, I understood the concept of inner peace and some of the rage I’ve been carrying for so long seems less important and not worth holding onto. She helped me to find a place inside myself that I could understand and love. We both have relatively interesting pasts, but there is something about us together that just works. She’s essentially a native Austinite (though she moved from Vermont) and is therefore a liberal Texan, but a red truck drivin’, y’all sayin’ Texan at that. And if it speaks at all to how I feel, just know that I am at a lack of words to say much else other than I didn’t know I could be this happy. Of course, we return again to the universe’s strange timing, as Helen leaves for an internship in Ghana on January 12, and I’m left to sort out again what life is like alone. 

And as for those other Texans? Well, I can’t deny that I’ve made a few good friends here and even a few REALLY good friends here, and there are Texans in each category, believe it or not. My dear friend Brandon from Louisiana saved my life and sanity for much of the semester as he lent his shoulder and ear on many occasions. We had more in common than any two people randomly can have, so we knew we were meant to be good friends. He’s one of the angels God sent to get me through the rough beginning. Emily (aka Schultzie) has been by my side since the beginning as well, starting as my academic partner in crime and turning into a very good friend. And yes, she’s a Texan, and she’s blonde, and she wears heels, and I love her. There are others, of course, like Stephanie, Kathleen and GG, all of whom are in my practice class. We have frequent venting sessions and support each other and have fun when there’s time or just when it’s needed.

So, the journey of the last year has indeed brought me to a joyous, if somewhat hectic, point in my life, and I am anxious to see where the new year and the continuation of the journey will take me. I have learned that home and the journey are not so different and that one often leads to the other. It is necessary to learn to make home wherever I am, to bring contentment to the space. There is much more to learn here and many battles left to fight in my journey toward honesty and authenticity. As I near the end of this letter (which is about the 83rd draft), I realize that I have written it more for myself than necessarily to share with anyone, though that is an added bonus. I needed to see to put everything into perspective, as they say.

I wish you all peace and joy in the upcoming year. May you never be on a journey without a place you can call home and may the people you encounter challenge you and love you to brighter places within yourself.

Namaste,

Morgan
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