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Bio:

Aly Coy is a herbalist, small business owner of Barefoot Daughter: botanical body care, and author of 
her debut memoir, unpacked. She has three European travel guides published on unanchor.com, and 
over a dozen articles published in The Dalhousie Gazette while she acted as arts and culture editor. She
studied English Literature at Dalhousie University, True to Life: Writing Your Own Story at Ryerson 
University, and at the Creative Writing School at Humber College, and continues to write on her blog 
Barefoot Daughter.

Promotional info: 
[link to book trailer]

Social media posts:

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tDZDrYEG4Uc&feature=youtu.be


Facebook and Instagram:
In her heartfelt debut book, unpacked: a memoir of checked baggage, Aly Coy goes into raw detail 
about her sexually charged, sometimes hilarious, sometimes disturbing, life abroad. The reader follows 
the author's nomadic travels in Europe and how she must escape from a remote community in The 
Spanish Pyrenees. Aly Coy is a herbalist, author, and small business owner of Barefoot Daughter: 
botanical body care. She currently lives off-grid in a cabin on Salt Spring Island, BC. unpacked 
launches June 11th 2019 and can be pre-ordered on www.barefootdaughter.com/unpacked 

Twitter/ 140 characters: 
Aly Coy's nomadic travels in Europe lead to an escape from an off-grid community in the woods in 
unpacked: a memoir of checked baggage. 

Hashtags 
#memoir #unpackedthememoir #AlyCoy #author #womeninbiz #barefootdaughter #herbalist #travel 
#Amsterdam #Seville #ThePyrenees #backpacker #nomad #travelwriter #Greece #Italy #Wild 
#EatPrayLove #womanwriter #writer #womenwhowrite #checkedbaggage #selfpublish #offgrid  
#booklaunch #localauthor #book #ingramspark #bookreview @alybarefootdaughtercoy @alycoy

Interview Resources:
1) What made you want to write UNPACKED?

I've been writing since my last year in high school, with a story about how I had an abortion that year. 
It was a traumatic time in my life but writing the story helped me process it. When I was backpacking 
around Europe I felt alone in the experience and felt the need to document it and share it, (in 2008 
before everyone was doing that). 

When I left Josef in The Pyrenees, there was so much to–unpack–that I jumped right into a creative 
writing course to get the stories down while I still had detailed accounts. I work through trauma by 
writing and sharing stories with others who have similar experiences.

2) What do you want people to get out of the book?

I want readers who have been through similar situations to feel validated by reading my story. A lot of 
abuse is subtle, and I didn't know it was happening until a good friend pointed it out. Once I started 
talking about it with other people who also got out of an unhealthy relationship, similarities arose 
which I now know are red flags. 

I also want readers to feel inspired to travel, experiment sexually, pick up hobbies, fail, start fresh, and 
write about it. 

3) How are you living now?



I live off-the-grid, not in The Spanish Pyrenees, but on Salt Spring Island, British Columbia. I rent a 
small cabin at the back of a permaculture farm in the south end of the island. With one solar panel, a 
rain water catcher, on-demand hot water, and propane stove, I live year round and run a small botanical
body care business called Barefoot Daughter. 

4) What was the hardest part of writing the book?

It was emotionally difficult to get through writing the scenes of abuse in the book. Subconsciously, I 
tried everything to postpone completing the memoir: I started a business, took two herbal medicine 
courses, and moved five times. It's easier to see myself as a character in the book, but rough to 
constantly pull myself back into a situation where I felt so broken, weak, and voiceless. Overall, I feel 
empowered by having the stories shared of that time. 

5) There are many references to water in the book. What does that symbolize?

There is water in different forms, surrounded by canals, ocean, lack of water in a drought, feeling 
frozen under ice, flowing tears, burning my hand on steam. To me water symbolizes emotion, cycles 
and the pulling of tides. I was stuck in an unhealthy cycle that I had to break.

6) In your memoir there's emotional abuse and sexual trauma–what made you want to reveal 
your baggage to the world?

In sharing baggage, it's not as heavy. I got the chance to study my former naively-optimistic self and 
see where things shifted and fell into place. When I met the character Josef, I thought I was ready to 
have a partner, but I was immature and fell into a very unhealthy relationship. 

I want folks to learn from my mistakes even if it's embarrassing or something I'd rather move on from. 

7) You gave up on society and moved to a commune, did you ever feel like you were in a cult?

Looking back on it, it reminds me of a cult. A two person cult. Josef was so radical and charismatic–he 
talked of how I was brought up brainwashed with TV and idolized famous people. He wanted to 
deprogram me and to have a triad relationship with another girlfriend of his. I was lost, looking for a 
different way of life and my partner Josef seemed to have all the answers. We were also preparing for 
the collapse of society, December 21st, 2012, so we moved to a remote community in The Spanish 
Pyrenees. It was also very hard to leave, physically and emotionally so there are similarities that I see 
now as cult-ish. 

8) What did the role of addiction play in your memoir?

I was addicted to a few things during that time including my relationship with Josef. I was uneasy when
I wasn't around him. Also cigarettes were a big part of my day to day life. I don't see myself as addicted
to drugs and alcohol but there was a lot of experimentation when I lived in Amsterdam. 

9) Do you see this memoir as a comedy or tragedy?

There are many dark moments in the book but I also found humour in it all. Not taking myself too 
seriously has helped me work through a lot of my issues or baggage. I think the best work is a mix of 
both comedy and tragedy. 



10) How has therapy helped you write the book?

Since parts of the book describe when I was depressed, I was worried to tap into that place of darkness. 
A few times when I immersed myself in writing I heard the words Josef said to criticize me, and I was 
brought back down. I wanted to make it as raw and authentic as possible so I tapped into the part of my
psyche that had been pushed away, and luckily, through therapy, I worked through the triggers that 
arose. 

I also learned to recognize red flags in an unhealthy partnership. When Josef introduced another 
woman into our relationship I became jealous, uneasy, and obsessive. When he refused to talk to me for
three days after I said no to him in bed, I lost the nerve to turn him down, and when he couldn't blame 
our land-mates for certain downfalls, he turned on me. 

11) Any more memoirs in the future?
My next book will be called Barefoot. It'll be partly how I started my body care business and partly 
dating flaky musicians at folk festivals. 

Media Reactions:
"Both heart wrenching and hilarious, this is a tell-all travelling tale of a young Torontonian turned off-
grid survivalist. Unpacked is a real page-turner that will have you crying one minute and laughing out 
loud the next." 

Lindsay Boyle – writer and editor

"Anyone who has ever longed for (or has had) a backpacking adventure, will love reading Aly Coy’s 
candid, insightful, and often funny memoir. Aly’s post-university trip to Europe becomes a precarious, 
five-year journey: from the idle beaches of Greece to working in a druggy Amsterdam hostel, and 
eventually lost in life and love in the wilds of the Pyrenees. Part travelogue, part coming of age story, 
Unpacked is a delightful, engrossing read." 

Beverley Cooper – award winning playwright.

"Unpacked is a delightfully heartfelt book full of raw, uncensored emotion and rare honesty. In it, 
author Aly Coy, quickly becomes something of a friend who shares her deepest thoughts and feelings, 
that person who helps you look deep into the reflections of your own life with the same clarity she 
shares in the pages of her exceptional book. Her words pulled me through the pages as I sought to 
discover the exciting highs and lows of the mysterious and unusual places her adventures took her next.
I highly recommend this fascinating and personal book to anyone."

Michelle Schoffro Cook
International best-selling & 21-time published author, whose works include: FOOD FIX, THE 
CULTURED COOK & BE YOUR OWN HERBALIST



 

Press Release:
Aly Coy For Immediate Release
alycoy@barefootdaughter.com
1 250 813 3165
www.barefootdaughter.com/unpacked 

Aly Coy reveals heavy baggage in her memoir UNPACKED 
a heart wrenching and hilarious tell-all-tale of a young Torontonian turned off-grid survivalist

SALT SPRING ISLAND, BC, April 1st, 2019 – unpacked: a memoir of checked baggage (320 pgs, 
$25 CAD $20 USD) is set to release on Salt Spring Island, British Columbia and worldwide June 11th, 
2019. Aly Coy is a herbalist, small business owner of Barefoot Daughter: botanical body care, and 
author of her debut memoir, unpacked. She has three European travel guides published on 
unanchor.com, and over a dozen articles published in The Dalhousie Gazette while she acted as arts 
and culture editor. She studied English Literature at Dalhousie University, True to Life: Writing Your 
Own Story at Ryerson University, and at the Creative Writing School at Humber College, and 
continues to write on her blog.

About UNPACKED... 
With nothing but her backpack and an open-ended ticket, Torontonian Aly Coy spends five years 
travelling Western Europe. She is faced with a decision: to stay in a tumultuous relationship  
homesteading in The Spanish Pyrenees, or go back to a life she had given up as a young professional in
Toronto. She attempts to live off-the-grid but finds herself planning an escape from an emotionally and 
verbally abusive partner. The reader travels in time and space where Aly has little-to-no money, works 
in tourism, learns how to garden, lives on a commune, dumpster dives, discovers herbal medicine, and 
falls for all the wrong men and women. In her heartfelt travel memoir, unpacked, Aly Coy goes into 
raw detail about her sexually charged, sometimes hilarious, sometimes disturbing, life abroad. 

"I work through trauma by writing and sharing stories with others who have similar experiences," Aly 
Coy says. "I was lost, looking for a different way of life and my partner Josef seemed to have all the 
answers...There are many dark moments in the book but I also found humour in it all."

Sign up for the newsletter at www.barefootdaughter.com to receive bonus chapters, content, and 
locations of her book tour across Canada and Europe. 

"Anyone who has ever longed for (or has had) a backpacking adventure, will love reading Aly Coy’s 
candid, insightful, and often funny memoir. Aly’s post-university trip to Europe becomes a precarious, 
five-year journey: from the idle beaches of Greece to working in a druggy Amsterdam hostel, and 
eventually lost in life and love in the wilds of the Pyrenees. Part travelogue, part coming of age story, 
Unpacked is a delightful, engrossing read." 

Beverley Cooper – award winning playwright.



Buy the paperback or e-book via Amazon, IngramSpark or inquire at your local independent book 
store. Join Aly Coy along her cross-country book launch of unpacked from Salt Spring Island to Cape 
Breton. Contact alycoy@barefootdaughter.com for an interview or book signing or in your area and 
visit barefootdaughter.com/unpacked for more info 

Book Trailer (under 2 mins)

Barefoot Daughter: botanical body care with a herbalist touch. Aly Coy hand-makes and sells herbal 
shampoo bars and salves at farmers markets, folk festivals, and online. She also teaches soap and salve 
making workshops at her studio on Salt Spring Island, British Columbia and interviews fellow small 
business entrepreneurs on her podcast Make it Bake it Grow it. 

ISBN pbk 9 78 1999 048204
ISBN ebook 9 781999 048 211
ISBN audiobook 9 781999 048228

###

Book Excerpt:
I SIT ON a smooth boulder before the fork in the path. My eyes drift over a deep valley of thick forest 

and mountains in the distance, and narrow in on the choices in front of me. The route I would have to 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tDZDrYEG4Uc&feature=youtu.be


climb has soft, loose dirt lined with juniper bushes, and another below it, more like a deer trail, has 

sharp jagged edges with a steep descent. I drink water, eat some trail mix, and mull over my options. 

Now that I’m away from him and The Valley of Monars, I can think clearly. I know I must 

leave him, but it’s a question of whether I actually will. I picture being surrounded by old friends and 

family and a flicker of warmth and comfort stirs in me, something I haven’t felt in weeks. I shake my 

head at how a girl from a city like Toronto could end up so isolated. I still my breath to listen for two 

men from the community, Gael and Diego, who walk ahead of me. All I hear is the eerie chime of bells

from the field of cows who graze thawed grass to my left.

There is little music in our house high up in The Spanish Pyrenees, in a mountain community of

six Spanish men, Josef and me, the goats, and our puppy. In the little stone house I share with Josef 

(pronounced Yosef), the small solar panel doesn’t provide enough power for a radio, but just enough 

for a dim light that gives off a hazy blue glow. Our music set is a rotation of under a dozen folk songs 

we know by heart. He’s lead guitar and I’m vocals–unless he’s singing the songs in a Bob Dylan voice,

or putting on a thick Dutch accent, much heavier than his own.

It takes me longer each time to forgive him. At first I would feel better after a couple of hours, 

able to open myself up to him again, laugh, and kiss him. Then a longer stretch of time before I know 

he’s sorry and that he’ll change. Lately it’s been days in bed, unable to move, paralyzed by the thought 

that he has deceived me again. The cycle that devours us continues; I do something wrong, he blows 

up, I take it as the tipping point and plan my escape, he breaks down and swears it’s going to be 

different and that I’ve scared him enough for it to sink in and that this time, he’s changed. 

I take another swig of water, nod my head at the juniper lined path, and lift my backpack onto a 

steadied bent knee before I swing it over my shoulder. It contains my laptop, which I will charge in 

town, food and water for the trip, and a small bag of garbage that I’ll drop off in the nearest village’s 

dumpster. It’s mostly plastic packaging that couldn’t be up-cycled into something else. The closest 

place to park a vehicle from where I live in the valley is an hour’s hike away, so normally we have to 



carry the garbage by hand or on a donkey. From there we take it to a car, if we can borrow one, to drive

to the nearest town to dispose of it. I figured since I was going into town anyway, and we don’t have a 

car yet, I would drop it off by foot. The reason for the trip to town is to get insurance on a vehicle, since

I’m the only one in the community with a driver's license. This return into civilization gives me a 

chance to possibly book a flight, before I lose my nerve and sign insurance papers which would keep 

me here for another year.   

It’s a four-hour hike from our community to the mountain village of Oix (pronounced Osh), 

where we are headed. I’ve spent the hike lagging ten minutes behind the two Spanish men, alone in the 

thoughts of my escape. From Oix we hitchhike into Olot (pronounced oh-lot), the nearest town. It has a

weekly farmers’ market where all the local Roma-like people meet and dumpster-dive the leftover fruit 

and vegetables. Those are the folks we’re staying with. Half of them also live in mountain villages, the 

other half in town, and come from all over Spain, with a handful from Belgium and France. I laugh at 

how different the Romas are to my friends in Toronto and what they would think of my new 

acquaintances. My friends would never go a day (let alone years) without brushing their teeth; they 

wear deodorant, think body hair is unsightly, and would rather starve than look through a garbage bin 

for food. 

It makes me wonder: Can I go back to city life? Do I want to be amongst traffic, pollution, and 

a frantic lifestyle, live for the weekends to drink away my cubicle confinement of a high-rise office? If 

I went back, is that what I would become? Would my years of travelling and community living just 

become water-cooler intrigue? 

But I have to leave. I’m losing myself by relying on Josef to survive. The strong, cheery, 

independent person who used to be at the centre of lively conversations, who makes jokes and tells 

intimate, no-boundaries stories. Or chats up the line at the bank–minor social pleasantries that are lost 

to me when in a foreign country. Now, those characteristics are replaced by a passive, anxious, airy girl

who’s unable to follow the Spanish conversations, but just nods and smiles when I sense a joke has 



been made. Someone who doesn’t have the energy to argue, but makes excuses and tucks the irritations

and frustrations inward to fester. I miss laughter, running water, an easier existence than spending my 

days taking care of basic survival. It’s time to leave Josef and Bo, but can I? Do I have the strength to 

start again, on my own? Have I given this way of life a fair enough chance? 

Bo showed up on our doorstep the day before Christmas, hungry but thrilled by her grand 

escape from our neighbours across the valley. I told Josef it wasn’t the time to adopt a puppy; we 

fought every day and we didn’t need another responsibility to share, or one that fell on my shoulders 

that Josef could use as shrapnel when I did it wrong. It was either we take care of her or give her back 

to her owner across the valley, who didn’t realize she was gone until New Year’s Day. We kept her. 

She’s a mix between a German Shepherd and a common breed in Monars, sheepdog.

The going is all uphill now, on steep natural steps that seem endless. I focus on my breath. I’m 

stronger physically from my time here, but mentally I have never been so unhealthy. Endless thoughts 

spiral in my head of what my life would be like if I left. I would live just outside a town in an English-

speaking country, be the resident herbalist who makes tinctures and salves for a community of families 

and young people. I would dance around campfires, do Pagan ceremonies in the woods, write for the 

local newspaper. These are mixed with thoughts of how Josef and I used to be back in the community 

in The Netherlands, the mini-universe we had created, laughing for hours at the endless characters and 

voices he’d make up, which melted away the icy exterior that had surrounded my guarded heart with 

the comfort of being held and loved. 

Around a bend I almost walk right into Gael, who rolls a smoke and says something in Spanish.

Diego sees my blank expression then mimes to take a break to drink and eat. I set down my pack and 

accept their homemade bread, cheese, and cured boar meat. A rustle in the thick rosebush to my right 

catches my breath. It is Josef, or a wild boar? My stomach tightens and my eyes search the brush for 

more movement, wondering whether I will survive.


