
38       Almost Fearless

My grandmother always said 
she was afraid that if I went 
to Italy, I would never come 
back home. So when she 
passed away when I was in 

my thirties, I figured it was as good a time as 
any to go. Heading to Italy for the first time, it 
was easy to take a few risks, such as jumping 
off cliffs, because I had an incredible support 
system behind me. My family is small, but 
we have always been close. Especially my 
younger sister, Dacia, and younger brother, 
Butch. We three always supported each other 
no matter what, even if we disagreed with each 
other’s choices at times. Dacia and I were so 
close in particular that we went everywhere 
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together when we were kids. I’d try to carry her 
around and tell anyone who would listen that 
she was “mine.” It is hard to explain to people 
that she was my sister, but also, she was my 
baby.

As we got older, Dacia and I talked about 
everything, even when I was traveling in 
Italy. We made plans to walk the Camino de 
Santiago across northern Spain together one 
day. But she felt she couldn’t leave the United 
States because her husband didn’t want to fly. 

After Italy, I returned to California to get my 
journalism degree. I wanted to step out into the 
big, wide world, travel more and write. My goal 

was to see as much as I could 
and end up living somewhere 
in Europe. But at the end of my 
program, my world crashed 
down around me with the 
death of my baby sister. 

Dacia had always had my 
back. With her gone, I felt 
my whole foundation was 
ripped out from under me. 
It was like I’d lost my right 
arm somehow, when I wasn’t 
looking. She knew everything 
about me, and I could tell her 
anything. She always had the 
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right advice, she always knew 
what to say. But I’d have to 
learn to live without my arm. 
Everything was scary. I had 
no idea how to move forward 
with my life, return overseas, 
or travel. Without my sister, 
I thought I wasn’t brave 
enough. I developed huge 
trust issues. My world became 
very small. My comfort zone 
was limited to my apartment 
and a few select people. 

Then the window opened. 
My friend, Gabrielle, had 
recently lost her grandmother 
and decided to make a huge 
life change. Her 24-year-old 
daughter came back from 
Mardi Gras in New Orleans 
and asked her mom to move 
there with her. After the initial 
“Oh hell no!” response, 
Gab remembered how her 
grandmother had loved New 
Orleans. With the death of 
her grandmother, a piece 
was missing from her home in 
California. So Gab decided 
to go. She picked up her life 
and, within days, had given 
notice at her apartment, quit 
her job and started packing. 
It all happened so fast — and 
she was set to leave and start 
anew in just a month. 

I was envious and wanted 
to follow her. New Orleans 
didn’t seem so scary. It 
didn’t exactly fit my overseas 
dream, but the city’s 
European flair attracted 
me. I’d read so much about 
New Orleans in Anne Rice’s 
books. The historical setting, 
full of character and famous 
Cajun cuisine, called to me. 

Suddenly, a week after 
she’d decided to go, I got 
a text: Gab was in a panic. 
Her daughter had changed 

her mind and didn’t want to move after all. 
Couldn’t her mom just tell her work and 
landlord that she’d changed her mind? 
Sometimes young folks haven’t a clue how the 
real world works. I jumped at the chance: “If 
your daughter doesn’t want to go, would you 
still want to move?” There was a resounding 
“Yes!” and, before long, we were on a cross-
country drive together to Louisiana. 

It was a perfect way to jump into the unknown 
after tragedy in both our lives — with a dear 
friend, in a whirl. We ripped off the California 
band-aid together and jumped way outside 
our comfort zones. A cross-country trip to 
a city neither one of us had been to, in a 
house we had rented off the Internet, in a 
neighborhood we had only heard of, in the 
famous Big Easy. I started to feel strong again, 
and ready to take on more adventures. I 
started to feel my confidence returning. 

When we arrived, the electricity and gas had 
not been turned on in the new house. We 
loved the location, but it was muggy and hot, 
so without any beds or furniture, we decided 
to treat ourselves and stay in the French 
Quarter for the night. It was a lovely, boutique 
hotel equipped with a small living room and 
an upstairs bedroom. There was even a pool. 
I could have stayed there forever.  On our first 
day, we also treated ourselves to a wonderful 

meal at a nearby restaurant 
and walked along the 
promenade by the Mississippi 
River. We made the infamous 
walk down Bourbon Street. It 
was a beautiful way to begin 
our time in New Orleans. 

When you think of the pain too 
much, it can hold you back. 
You think you aren’t ready, 
when you actually are. Maybe 
you need someone to hold 
your hand. Other times, you 
have to jump to move forward. 
I didn’t stay long in New 
Orleans. I soon realized I was 
brave enough to venture out 
by myself, and left the United 
States six months later. Now 
I’m traveling around Europe 
alone. But I know my sister is 
with me wherever I go and will 
always have my back. 

The Camino de Santiago is 
still on my list. I think, when I 
am finally able to do the hike 
without her, that some of the 
hole that has been left in my 
heart might be healed just a 
little more. 


