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Preparing for Departure

February has the highest suicide rate. I learned that “fun fact” in 
the front seat of a taxicab in Dublin. It was a rainy day in the 

beginning of August, or really I could rephrase that as “it was just 
another day in Ireland.” To say that rain was a normal occurrence 
that summer would be a major understatement. According to my 
Irish history professor, it had been the wettest summer in re-
corded history in Ireland. That summer my raincoat had become a 
second skin, one that I was more than happy to shed. This taxicab 
ride had come at the end of a summer that I could never forget. 
Rewind six weeks and I was navigating the Tube, looking like the 
tourist I was with multiple copies of the route map lining both 
the inside of my purse and the palm of my hand. In the following 
weeks, I would slash up the English countryside with my mother. 
In our little red car, we risked getting lost with every turn we 
made and somehow made it to the ferry port in Holyhead, stop-
ping along the way for a cup of tea, and once to pay homage to the 
sofa that Emily Brontë died on. We would cross over to the Em-
erald Isle and make our way to, what I heard a bus driver refer to 
once as, the “Heaven of Ireland.” After a few short days in Heaven, 
we made our way to our final destination, Cork. 

In Cork, my mom helped me check in to my month-long ac-
commodation before she left to get back to real life. I then sat in 
my room waiting for soon-to-be roommates. I had no idea of what 
was to come. I unpacked my things into the dresser and my desk 
and went to sleep with a strange mixture of excitement and terror. 
As it would turn out, my time at University College Cork would 
be some of the best fun I have ever had. I met some great friends 
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disgusting club in town with some crazy Londoners, but noth-
ing in Edinburgh could entice me to want to stay longer than the 
three days that we had planned. On the last day that we were 
there, Josh and I sat in a big park that was located in the middle of 
town. We talked some small talk and watched the people around 
us. The whole time I was just hoping for the minutes to pass faster 
and faster, but they didn’t. 

Finally, it was time to leave, so I got on the bus that took me 
to the airport, and I happily boarded the plane. I was going back 
to Ireland, and I just knew that everything was going to change. 
Those less-than-spectacular three days were going to be in the 
past. Getting back was all I had thought about for those three 
days, and when the plane wheels slid to a stop on the runway, the 
sound was oddly reminiscent of my final march out of Brookfield. 
This time, however, the sound meant a welcome home rather than 
a departure.  I got off of the plane and walked through the airport 
to collect my bags. It was late, and the airport was fairly quiet. I 
hurried out the automatic door, still waiting for the feeling that I 
was back to hit me. Instead, I stepped out into the chilly drizzle 
that accompanied the night air. I ignored this chilly omen as I 
looked for a taxi to take me to the hotel that I had booked for the 
night, but I was about to find that in three short days Ireland had 
changed, or at the very least, I had.

So I got in the taxi line, which was empty, and I wove around 
the barriers to get to the man who would get me a taxi. He asked 
me where I was going, and I gave him the address of my hotel. 
He waved the first taxi in line up to where I was standing, and a 
man got out of the driver’s seat (the passenger seat for the non-
Irish or English reading this). He was around my height (around 
5’9’’, 5’10’’) and looked to be somewhere around sixty years old. 
He took my bag and hoisted it in the back of his cab. He wasn’t 
a weak man, but he had some trouble lifting it into the trunk. I 
then got into the front seat and situated myself in the seat with my 
backpack between my feet. There wasn’t anything very interest-
ing about the cab; it looked the same as most, with the fare display 
glaring red against the dark interior. The man got in behind the 
wheel, and for the first time, I was able to see his face. There was 
nothing out of the ordinary: He wasn’t young, but he didn’t look 
ancient. I noticed that he looked tired, not in the way that he 
hadn’t slept, but so that it seemed that the few wrinkles that ap-
peared on his face were battle scars from a hard life.

“Where are you going?” he asked.
“The Travellodge,” I said. 
He then muttered something under his breath and said in a 

very loud and annoyed voice, “Well, I only have thirty minutes to 

and drank some really great beer—a lot of really great beer—and 
learned a few phrases in Irish. The completely random group of 
students who found themselves taking this course would trans-
form into an inseparable entity in a matter of days.  However, as 
our month wound down, the inevitable separation approached. We 
jokingly made plans about how we would all refuse to leave and 
continue living in our little community. With enough Guinness in 
our systems, some of these plans may have been more serious than 
others, but joking or not, reality always has the final say, and due 
to the dates printed on our thousand-dollar plane tickets, we were 
forced to move out of the Brookfield student accommodations and 
go our separate ways. 

Some people got on a plane back to the States, but others, like 
me, were the lucky ones who were able to postpone this just a 
little longer. Still, one by one, we each rolled our bags down the 
driveway that led out of the Brookfield complex. The wheels on 
the asphalt were audible even within the buildings, like a song 
commemorating the departing. 

I have always felt that life prepares you for the difficult 
things it will throw at you, or it simply helps you through them. 
Take death, for instance (gosh I am morbid today). I have always 
thought you can’t die unless you are in some way able to accept 
it. I like to imagine that before you die, you have the realization 
that it is going to happen, even if it is just a millisecond before, but 
in this millisecond or hour or month or year before you die, you 
have the chance to come to terms with it and be at peace. Now 
this probably sounds crazy, and there are probably a thousand 
arguments against this, but I think this “personal philosophy” is 
what keeps me sane at times. I was not dying by any means as 
July turned to August, but I definitely wasn’t ready to make the 
difficult transition back to my real life when my suitcase wheels 
scraped across the asphalt. As it turned out, I soon would be.

So instead of boarding that plane home, I got on a bus headed 
toward Dublin. From Dublin I would catch a flight to Edinburgh, 
Scotland and meet up with a friend. My expectations for Edin-
burgh were high. This would be the grand finale of my trip. At 
the same time that I held these high expectations, I also doubted 
the possibility that this could ever top any part of the past month. 
Boy, was I right. The whole time that I was in Edinburgh I was ex-
hausted. It was to be expected after a month of going out to pubs 
and late night homework sessions. My body had just run out of 
steam. My friend and I wandered around the city; we had no plans 
and no energy to make plans. All I could think about was going 
back to Ireland. I tried my best to enjoy myself, but I couldn’t. Our 
trip had a few memorable moments, including a 3 a.m. visit to a 
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get there and back.”
“How far away is it?” I said, not knowing what he meant, and 

worried about what the price of a thirty minute cab ride would 
cost.

“It takes about ten minutes to get there, if we hit the lights 
right,” he said as he pulled away from the curb.

For a few minutes, as we made our way out of the airport com-
plex, the cab remained silent, or should I say, I remained silent. He 
muttered under his breath as he drove. We slid along the streets; 
the drizzle outside of the car had become a more constant rain, 
and he seemed much more confident in his driving skills than I 
did. When we got to the motorway, he tried to merge into a lane 
with a line of three cars. They didn’t let him in, and he was forced 
to cut back on the gas and allow them to pass before he changed 
lanes.

Once we were “safely” in the other lane, he said very audibly, 
“He should have known what I was doing!”

Again I remained silent. I didn’t know what he was doing.
“So I bet you are glad to be getting out of here.” 
Now the pleasant old man wanted to make conversation 

(great), so I answered truthfully. “Dublin? Yes.” 
“So are you flying out tomorrow?”
“No, I’m taking a train to Limerick and then a bus to Shannon, 

and then I fly out on Friday.” 
“That sounds like an excessive amount of travel.”
“I’ve done it before; it isn’t that bad. The plan sounds com-

plicated, but it isn’t. It’s also a great way to see some of the Irish 
countryside.”

“I wouldn’t go to all of that trouble.”
Silence.
“Did you know that February has the highest suicide rate of 

any month?”
“I think I’ve heard that before.” 
“Well, with this weather I think that every month’s rate is 

higher. The weather and the economy.”
“My professor said that it was the wettest summer in recorded 

history.”
A pause.
“Now, I’m not suicidal or anything like that. I have a wife, a 

family, and grandkids.”
And I totally believe you. 
“You would never want to live here, would you,” he said.
It wasn’t really a question, but I answered. I should have lied, 

but I didn’t. “Actually I would. Not here,” (Dublin), “but in Cork. I 
studied abroad down there over the month of July. I really like it.”

Another pause.
“Well, that’s because it’s a novelty to you.”
What was I supposed to say to that? He had already decided 

that I was just a spoiled little American girl whose mommy and 
daddy had paid for her to come to Ireland.

Silence.
We said nothing of importance for the rest of the ride. I got 

out my wallet and pulled out a twenty euro note, ready to escape 
the gloom that hung in the cab as soon as I could. We pulled up 
to the curb in front of the hotel. The red lights of the fare me-
ter read something around the thirteen or fourteen euro mark. 
I handed him the twenty and said, “You can just give me a five 
back.” Obviously, I was that spoiled American girl if I didn’t need 
all of my change, but I was so desperate to get away that I didn’t 
care what he thought. He got my bag out of the back of the trunk 
and handed me a five, got back in the cab and drove away into the 
foggy night. There was now only a slight mist of rain, but I didn’t 
feel it. I was still trying to process what had happened.

I then went into the hotel, and the woman at the front desk 
began to check me in, or should I say, the man and the woman 
at the desk checked me in. He was in training, and I stood there 
for five minutes as they went through the process. I was tired 
and ready for a bed, so I listened to her directions about food and 
checkout times with only half my attention. The rest of me had 
already checked out. I got my key and made it to my room and let 
go of my bag and crawled on my bed.

I cried.
My body literally shook with sadness, anger, and terror, and 

for the first time on the trip, I was homesick. “Home” meaning 
small town Iowa, where there wasn’t the chance of adventure 
at every turn, where I couldn’t go out with my friends to a pub 
every night, and where I would have to finally accept that the best 
summer of my life was over. Once again the world had proven me 
right and prepared me for what I was about to do. 

The next two days I still felt a sort of sadness about leaving, 
but it was nowhere near the desire that I felt to be going home. I 
was surrounded with reminders of this change within me. The 
rain was no longer just a friendly nuisance; it chilled me to the 
bone and weighed down my every step. The people on the street 
were no longer interesting spectacles—they were strangers and 
nothing more. And just like my plane ticket said, on August 2nd, I 
was on my way home.


