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			Prologue


			AWOL.COM/Alice Edwards’ Travel Blog: Living My Dream and Feeling Very #Blessed/EDIT MODE


			20 April – 2.15 p.m.


			ROUGH DRAFT


			NOTE TO SELF: DO NOT PRESS PUBLISH YET!!!


			 


			Welcome to my new travel blog, dream chasers,


			My name is Alice Edwards and I have quit my very important and glam job and my really fulfilling life back in the UK to spend the next three or four months travelling the world. I shall be going to many exciting and unusual places like LA and Thailand. I will be out here all on my own, as I feel that is important for my spiritual journey. #Brave. I have just arrived in Los Angeles, known as the City of Dreams and it is really, really nice. The sea is blue like a gleaming sapphire and the sand is pure white and soft like creamy Country Life butter but without any of those toast crumbs in the corner.


			So far, my new friends, I have only been here in this city of dreams for one day, but I can already feel the bohemian, relaxed vibe changing my very soul. I am quickly realising that American people are v tanned and v good looking. It is like the sun sees into their very being and then it shines out from deep in their hearts. I am excited to see more of these strange and foreign people, and what effect they will have on me. I will be staying briefly with my friend who is a very famous actress – I cannot name names – and we will be mingling and vibing with some very cool people like YouTubers and Instagram influencers. I have met a few already and one was wearing a top hat. V cool, I’m sure you will agree.


			Goodbye for now, my new friends. I have many more adventures ahead of me, many roads to travel, many beaten paths to get off – and I will share it all with you, if you will join me. I look forward to going on this journey with you all and I shall end my very first blog post with a famous quote that I feel is very apt here:


			‘A journey of a thousand miles must begin with a single step.’ Sir Albert Einstein.


			 


			#TravelBlogger #Travels #Travelling #Wanderer #GoneAWOL #Hashtags #AliceEdwardsBlog #OffTheBeatenTrack #BloggerLife #Blessed #Brave #DreamChaser #ComingBackWithATan #ConstanceBeaumontWannabe
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			1


			One Month Earlier


			What’s on your mind, Alice?


			2 hrs · London · Friends only


			 


			I can’t believe it’s my last night of being twenty-nine! Wish me luck for tonight, everyone. I think this evening is going to be truly wild and MESSY.


			 


			Checked in at: The Gherkin, London


			Like Comment


			4 likes


			 


			Alice Edwards: No one’s reading this, right? Because Facebook is over, yes? What is the point of anything, why am I here, what am I doing?


			 


			Alice Edwards: But if Facebook is ovah and Twitter is ovah and Instagram is ovah, where am I meant to do all my attention seeking? 


			 


			Alice Edwards: Why am I still asking questions when no one is listening?


			 


			Mark Edwards: Jesus Christ, Alice, commenting on your own status is a new basic bitch low, even for you.


			 


			I am thinking about sex. I mean, I’ve had two double gins, so of course I’m thinking about sex. But it is also because tomorrow I will be thirty, and therefore used up, dried up – unappealing in all the up ways – according to everything I hear from the internet. And so I am thinking about sex. 


			I mentally paw through my phone contacts. Who can I text? Who would be available for shagging my brains out later tonight but then also pretending to care about me afterwards?


			No one.


			Honestly, most people in my phonebook are there so I know not to answer when they call. 


			 


			Across from me at the table, Amelia suddenly barks a happy birthday in my direction. She is a socially awkward barker, always has been. When there is a momentary silence of any kind at a gathering, she will nervously start barking things. Usually I love that about Amelia, but tonight it makes me want to claw at my own skin. To be honest, right now everything makes me want to claw at my own skin.


			I laugh heartily for a second too long, clinking my drink to hers and nodding politely at the beige boyfriend beside her. I can’t remember his name, what is his name? I look around at the sea of plus ones I don’t know around me. Who are all these extra people here at my birthday? When did all my friends couple off?


			I stare down at the empty plate in front of me and feel my misery crank up a notch. I suddenly feel intensely disappointed.


			Dinner. Dinner? For my thirtieth birthday? A fancy dinner, sure. A fancy dinner in a tall building, but still, dinner.


			For the last ten years my friends and I have had the same messy, sticky routine for my birthday, which has gone as follows: 


			Disgusting pre-game shots over at mine and Eva’s South London flat with our friends Amelia, Karen, Slutty Sarah, Isabelle (when she’s in the country), my brother Mark, and his best friend, Joe, plus any other casual acquaintances I happen to have accumulated that year.


			Then disgusting pink drinks at bars called, like, Strawberry Moons, or Infernos, or basically anywhere where they play appallingly cheesy nineties music (Ideally East 17 and the Honeyz).


			Followed by a lie-down on the sticky floor at around 10.15 p.m.


			Followed by screaming at each other because we’ve lost a member of our group – usually Eva – and then a bit of angry crying in the loos. 


			Followed by finding Eva asleep outside on a pile of bin bags and everyone happy crying, which – from an outsider’s perspective – is not that different from angry crying.


			Followed by someone suggesting we get a kebab as the whole lot of us scream eating is cheating and then the arrival of too many Ubers because no one coordinated.


			Followed by getting refused entry at a club for being too drunk. 


			Followed by offering to sleep with the bouncers and getting humiliatingly rejected in front of a long queue of people wearing designer clothes.


			Followed by getting home en masse and binge-ordering leopard print maxi dresses from ASOS that will need returning but will never be returned.


			Followed by burning sausages under the grill (kitchen fire optional).


			Followed by group-passing out in my room because it is slightly bigger than Eva’s.


			Followed by three hours of sleep and then hangover fear so bad that picking at the dried-out, charred sausages to block out all feelings seems like a good idea. And because there is nothing else to eat.


			 


			But now, because I am turning thirty, it has apparently been decided that I am too old for fun any more. Now we must be adults who eat food. And there aren’t even any sausage options on this menu. 


			So that is why I’m thinking about going to see a man about some sad comfort-sex. And come on, there must be someone.


			Correction: there must be someone who is not him. Surely there is more than one option?


			But there is not. There is only one person: TD. 


			I loathe him, I loathe him. But at least it would be easy. He will be free, he will put it in me without much fuss and then he will scratch my back afterwards. I will hate myself enormously afterwards, of course, but what other option is there? Yes, I could go on Tinder right now and find a shiny new man to do it with. That part would be easy, but, oh the effort of getting naked with someone new. 


			Plus, I’m feeling very insecure about my vagina after my smear test last week. I had an idea in my head – since I’d had it done once before and was obviously therefore an expert – that I would be very cool and laid back and, I don’t know, French this time round. I would casually whip off my cigarette leg trousers (v French) and be like HERE IS MY VAGINA, DO WHAT YOU WILL. But then I got into the nurse’s room and climbed up on the bed – immediately ripping the thin tissue paper with my sweaty buttocks – and was suddenly seized with panic about my socks. Like, I know you don’t wear socks for sex, but a smear test isn’t sex, is it? Don’t answer – I know that for a fact. 


			So, I kept them on but suddenly felt very silly. I was also very aware of my hairy legs. I was worried the nurse might be offended I’d made no effort before getting naked for her. Then she got down there with her scalpel (I know it’s not a scalpel but come on, it feels like it is a scalpel) and muttered, ‘It’s too small’. 


			And lads, I was momentarily DELIGHTED with my tiny vagina. My vagina, that is too small for inspection. Too small for insertion. So small it is basically sewn up! No wonder I never get any sex – it’s because men sense I am too charmingly delicate down there.


			Then the nurse spoke again, tutting as she declared, ‘Yes, it’s too small, I need a bigger one. I’m not sure they do them any bigger though?’ And I realised it was not my vagina that was a tiny fragile flower, but the device. My vagina was, in fact, a giant gaping monster. A wide, pink cave that eats speculums for breakfast. 


			And so. 


			You understand. 


			Right now, it’s my ex-boyfriend, Twat Dan, or no one.


			 


			The waiter passes my chair and I swipe at him, catching a fistful of shirt sleeve. 


			‘Three more double gins just for me,’ I hiss, and when he looks appalled, I smile blankly, adding, ‘And four shots of tequila please.’


			I watch him glide towards the door and I blink hard several times, hoping I can magically make Eva walk in.


			Where is she? I miss her so much suddenly. She’s my best friend and my flatmate, it’s her actual job to be here first, holding flowers or something. She texted an hour ago to say she would be a little late but had ‘a big surprise’. And she used a bunch of emojis she specifically knows amuse me – the octopus will always do it for me – so I expect she’s been picking up my present. Late as ever. Late as Eva.


			I kinda hope the present is a taxi away from here.


			The waiter is back, and he lines up my drinks judgementally before me. Amelia barks cheers nervously across the table and I grin at her as I do the first shot. The warmth of the liquid coats my throat but the rest of me feels cold. I do another one. If I have to be thirty and if I have to be here, eating like a cheat, then I’m at least going to make sure I get really, really drunk. 


			‘Can I have one?’ my brother Mark asks, leaning across from his seat on my right. 


			‘Get your own,’ I mutter belligerently, and he raises an eyebrow as I pound my second shot. 


			My brain begins to swim nicely as I stare broodily at the door.


			And finally, she is here. I smile widely as Eva walks in, jumping up and scraping my chair loudly across the floor. 


			Ooh, I’m drunker than I realised. 


			Eva is here! Yessss, Eva is h . . . Oh fucking what! She’s brought Jeremy. Ugh, yuck, Jeremy. Why did she need to bring him, he is awful, I hate him so much. Nobody used to bring partners for our sticky nights out, and now – look around – it’s a sea of beige boyfriends and even beiger husbands as far as the eye can see.


			Eva and Jeremy have only been dating for seven months, but Eva’s, like, obsessed with him. I don’t get it, he’s so dull. I do not understand why she’s chosen him over me. She’s fully replaced me in every aspect. She’s even replaced me in her Facebook profile photo, which was, until recently, a picture of us cross-eyed drunk from our holiday to Cornwall last year. Right after that picture was taken, we decided Justin Trudeau was in the same bar as us, so we spent the whole night following him around until he told us to shag off in a very distinctive Cornish accent and we realised it probably wasn’t him. Now her profile picture is of her and Jeremy from last Halloween. I have been literally replaced. 


			I hate Jeremy.


			‘Alice!’ Eva screams, throwing her arms around me, ‘Happy birthday!’ She hands me a gift bag and a very large helium balloon that says ‘Birthday Wanker’ on it. 


			OK, that is a great surprise, well worth waiting for. Things are looking up at last.


			‘I missed you so much, Eva, it was rubbish here without you.’ I sigh into her coat.


			‘Rude,’ Mark mutters good-naturedly beside me, but we both ignore him.


			‘I’m sorry Al, I had to stop off after work to get the balloon. I brought it on the tube and these middle-aged white people glared at me the entire length of the Piccadilly Line.’ She giggles, delighted. Jeremy leans over, interrupting our moment, and I fight the urge to scowl at him.


			‘Happy thirtieth, Alice, are you having fun?’ He smiles and it is such a boring smile. It’s the only way to describe it: boring. Even the adjective I choose for him most is a boring one: boring. Bleugh. I nod vaguely and pick my drink up from the table, taking a large gulp. My head is starting to swim. I wave at the disapproving waiter, gesturing for him to come over.


			‘Yep, loads of fun, thanks for coming, Jeremy . . .’ even though you weren’t invited, you fish-faced weasel, ‘. . . let’s get the two of you drinks.’ I pound another shot. ‘I’m already well on my way to being wasted. You’ll have to do some doubles to catch up.’


			‘Hum, well, actually Al,’ Eva puts her hand on my arm and looks at Jeremy, who gives her one of those coupley supportive nods. 


			Fuck you Jeremy, Eva and I used to have a secret language too.


			She looks back at me, and shifts the weight from one foot to the other, awkwardly. ‘Please don’t be annoyed, Al, but I’m not going to drink alcohol tonight.’


			‘What!’ I say too loudly, outraged.


			I catch Mark rolling his eyes beside us and Amelia barking a laugh. ‘But you have to drink,’ I say lowering my voice, but still distraught. ‘It’s my thirtieth birthday, Eva! I know that last hangover was awful and I’m not saying you should get so bad you puke on a gravestone again, but just start your sober thing from tomorrow or whatever.’


			Eva pulls me away from the table and the Birthday Wanker balloon hits Jeremy in the face. I smirk as she pulls me out into the hallway.


			‘Listen Al, you know I said I had a surprise?’ she says breathily.


			‘I thought the balloon was my surprise?’ I say, giving the string a pleasing yank.


			She laughs but it has the edge of hysteria to it. ‘No, Al, it’s . . . I can’t believe I’m saying this, but . . .’ she trails off. I shake my head, and later, when I think back to this moment, I cannot believe I was so unprepared. 


			‘Alice . . . I’m pregnant.’


			I wait. 


			Pregnant with what? Anticipation? Pregnant with the evening’s possibilities? Because of course she cannot mean she is pregnant with child. No sir, that is not an option.


			We stare at each other.


			She giggles. ‘Alice, I am pregnant. I’m pregnant.’


			Again, my brain searches for an alternative meaning. She can’t be pregnant. That is impossible. Ridiculous, silly. No no no. That’s not what the plan is. Not now. Not yet. Not with fucking Jeremy. We were going to wait until we were both forty and dicked-out, and then she was going to marry her old neighbour, Reuben, and I was going to marry Adam from Year Nine. We hadn’t even made a plan for the kids part. It seemed so far off and unlikely.


			Not Jeremy. Not now.


			I am lost for words. I don’t understand how this can be right, how this could have happened. 


			Something in the pit of my stomach aches. 


			The silence goes on a beat too long before I can muster a smile.


			‘Wow, Eva!’ I try to say as genuinely as I can. ‘That’s so . . . exciting! Is it . . . um. You’re . . . keeping it?’


			She giggles. ‘Honestly Al, I don’t think your Uber rating could take another trip back from a Marie Stopes clinic.’


			I have not been able to get above a 3.5 since I escorted Eva home from that abortion, four years ago. The driver was deeply unimpressed with our backseat conversation, particularly the part where I said that our trip was ‘at least proof she’d been getting some’.


			‘Wow!’ I say again, as enthusiastically as possible, adding quietly, ‘Oh my God, I can’t believe it.’


			‘Neither can I,’ she says a little shakily. ‘It wasn’t planned, and I know we haven’t even been together that long, but I don’t know . . . It sounds weird, but I’m . . . I’m happy.’ I look at her properly and she does indeed look happy. She is bright and shiny in a way I haven’t seen before. She keeps going. ‘I know it’s out of the blue, but you know how I feel about Jeremy. I’m in shock, I am, but I swear, we’re both really happy.’ She pauses. ‘I know this wasn’t the plan, Al, but he’s The One, and he’s going to make the best daddy ever . . .’ The sentence chokes her up, and it chokes me too, as I remember the last time I heard Eva say ‘daddy’ – in reference to a hairy older man she wanted to get off with.


			We both swallow hard as she keeps going, ‘. . . And when we had the scan this morning Al, and I heard that tiny heartbeat, I can’t . . . I don’t even know how to describe the feeling . . .’


			I interrupt her. ‘Wait, what, the scan?’ I am puzzled. ‘Why would you have the scan so early?’


			‘Oh,’ she smiles wide. ‘It wasn’t early. It was the three-month scan. That’s why we can finally tell people!’


			My head spins. Three months. Three months?! She’s kept this from me all this time? For months? She has kept this thing inside her, literally and emotionally, for weeks and weeks and weeks. Was she pretending to drink all those times we’ve been out? When she vomited on a grave, was that all a morning-sickness-related LIE? Every day we chatted and texted and FaceTimed, she didn’t say a word. Eva and I have never hidden anything from each other, ever. I know everything. Every single thing. 


			But not any more, apparently. Not only has she gone off and taken a giant step without me, she’s done it behind my back. She and Jeremy are having a baby, and that means they have a private, secret life that I’m not allowed into. The stomach ache becomes a tight ball of pain.


			I can feel tears stinging my eyes, and she takes my emotional display to be a good sign, hugging me as Amelia approaches.


			‘Eva!’ Amelia barks happily, as my best friend, who’s been keeping this secret for months, whispers in my ear, ‘Don’t say anything to anyone, I want to tell them!’ 


			She and Amelia bustle off conspiratorially, and I stand there for a few more seconds. I don’t know what to think, I can’t believe it. I mean, of course I’m happy for her. Of course I am! Aren’t I? I mean, if I wasn’t happy for her that would make me a Full Monster and I’m not Full Monster, am I? 


			Yes, I’m happy for her! She’s happy, so I’m happy. Everyone around me is having babies and getting married and bringing their husbands whose names I don’t know to my birthday dinner and having lives and moving on and I am totally, absolutely, completely happy for everyone.


			Happy happy happy.


			I look down at my hands and they’re shaking a bit. All the information jumbles around my brain like a washing machine. 


			Eva and Jeremy are having a baby. Eva didn’t tell me. Jeremy will now be around forever. Even if they break up – which obviously they will at some point because they’re so wrong for each other – he is going to be in our lives for good. He’s going to be the dad to Eva’s child. Eva’s going to have a child.


			Then the rest of it hits me: Shit, I’m going to have to move out. It’s Eva’s flat – her parents own it – and she’ll want it for her, Jeremy and the baby. After eight years of living together, Eva will throw me out, to make room for her new family. Her new gang, which I’m not a part of. 


			Fucking hell.


			I knew everything was going to change when I turned thirty, but I thought it would be more along the lines of hand wrinkles and body confidence. Instead, I’ve lost my best friend and my home all in the space of a few minutes.


			I feel so lost, standing there at the edge of my own birthday party, and a sudden intense longing for my bed overwhelms me. I wish I was there right now. I wish I was under my duvet armed with a five-pack of Creme Eggs.


			The thought makes a single tear dramatically roll down my face. It’s my birthday and it’s such a small want, but I can’t even have that.


			Fuck this, I’m texting TD.


			Dan Heam – also known as Twat Dan or TD – and I have been on/off for the last four years. I say on/off, but he ‘doesn’t really like labels’ so we were never really officially ‘on’ or properly together. Even though of course we were! We were mad about each other at one point. I know he loved me and I know I was his girlfriend. Nobody else really understood our relationship, but I did, and he did. We got it. It was us against the world. And there were times it was so good. So good. And also bad. But that’s any relationship, isn’t it?


			Either way, we are definitely off right now. Except I keep sleeping with him because I’m an idiot and I hate myself. There’s no point trying to fight it though. I am who I am. And that person is an idiot with no self-control or willpower.


			‘You awgknf?’ I type. Shit, I’m a bit blurry with the emotion, and also probably all the shots. 


			I try again: ‘You around?’


			His reply is instant: ‘Yep cum over.’


			Not even a question, just a command. Twelve characters of non-affection. He didn’t even invest the effort it takes to write ‘come’ properly. Because obviously an ‘o’ and an ‘e’ require so much more time and care. Maybe if he’d added a comma after ‘Yep’, maybe I could’ve seen some kind of yearning in that, some kind of sign of love. Commas are on the other keyboard, so that would’ve signalled intention and interest.


			But no. I cannot find any evidence of actual effort.


			God, I hate him and his presumption – as if I am powerless to his demands! As if I will obviously do what he says, without question!


			And, OK, fine, yes I will come/cum over. But not yet because I have some dignity! And also, I need to eat dinner, which is just coming around now.


			 


			An hour and a half later and I am sitting under the table. I can hear Slutty Sarah stage-whispering about ‘attention-seeking’ but she can bloody talk. Who even uses the word slut any more? No one, that’s who. It’s an awful nickname but she insists we keep using it. We’ve tried casually calling her just ‘Sarah’ – we’ve even tried to explain how sexist the word ‘slutty’ is – but she is adamant. She made a speech about empowerment and reclaiming words but everyone knows that is all patriarchy double-agent bullshit, she’s doing it for the shock value and because she thinks it’s funny when she introduces herself to new people and in-laws.


			Anyway, I don’t care if everyone – even Slutty Sarah with her nipple-ring party trick – is judging me. I’m drunk, it’s my birthday, I’ve lost my best friend and I have nowhere to live. I have a right to throw a tantrum and hide under a table. 


			Obviously I would hide in the loo, but then people might not notice I’m throwing a tantrum?


			The legs wobble around me as Mark lifts the table cloth and climbs under to join me.


			‘Feeling a bit sorry for yourself, are you?’ he says nicely, as he plops himself down. ‘What is it?’ he says patiently.


			I sigh. ‘Everything is changing around me, Mark. Why is everyone else doing stuff with their lives? What’s wrong with keeping everything the same? What’s wrong with staying put for ever?’


			He looks at me hard. ‘You haven’t texted TD have you, Al?’


			‘No,’ I lie, hating how well my big brother knows me.


			‘Give me your phone, Al, I’m not letting you do it,’ he says, hand out.


			‘You are not the boss of me,’ I shout-slur. ‘I can texcht TD if I wanch. You dunt tell me what to do. I’ll text him whenever I want, I’ll do it right now.’


			I pointedly pull out my phone and squint at it.


			‘Don’t, Alice,’ Mark says, a warning in his voice


			I exaggeratedly pull up a new message, and begin typing elaborately.


			‘You . . . are a dickhead . . .’ I write, reading it out loud as I tap. ‘I’ve wasted all my best years on you. But I still want to hump your stupid brains out just to prove a point to my dumb brother. Even though your penis has a weird bend in it that like hurts my kidneys.’


			Mark sighs loudly. ‘Fine, great message, send it.’


			He is calling my bluff, which he shouldn’t do when I’m this drunk.


			‘I will send it,’ I say, waiting for him to take my phone. 


			He doesn’t. 


			‘FINE,’ I say louder and scroll through my contacts for TD’s name.


			‘SEND,’ I shout, fake pressing it, but – in my blurry state – actually sending it.


			Shit.


			Oh well. I’ve sent worse to TD. I’ll still probably go back to his in few minutes. If I can just stand up.


			Mark only examines his cuticles in response. ‘Are you done fake texting morons?’ he says.


			‘No, I actually sent it. Look,’ I say shoving my phone at his face, proudly. He rolls his eyes again but nonetheless examines the message. Then looks again.


			‘Who is Tony Danes?’ he asks, confused.


			‘What?’ I say, puzzled.


			I take the phone back. No, no, no. I can’t have. NO NO NO. I haven’t? I can’t have? How have I . . .? Oh God oh God OH      GOD     NO.


			‘Who is Tony?’ Mark asks again, louder, clocking the horror on my face.


			‘My boss,’ I say in a tiny voice.


			He snorts, and then looks awkward. ‘Oh, Alice.’


			I reach for the tablecloth. I need to get out from under this table and fix this. I can fix this, can’t I?


			I quickly try to stand but in my panic I misjudge the distance and fall backwards.


			The noise is loud and unfamiliar. It takes me a hazy second to realise I have pulled the cloth off and am lying tangled in a sea of white table, surrounded by broken glass and plates, bits of leftover birthday food in my lap. Mark is standing above me looking mortified.


			The silence in the room is deafening and I remain seated in the centre of it, still and numb. All these plus ones I don’t know stare down at me pityingly. Look at the drunk thirty-year-old making a fool of herself, yet again. 


			Single. Alone. Pathetic. Birthday cake on her foot.


			Eva’s lovely worried face fills my vision, and horror fills me as she takes my hand and I slowly stagger to my feet.


			‘Are you all right, Alice? Are you bleeding?’ she asks me kindly. Too kindly. The humiliation burns as I try to laugh, shaking my head, and trying not to burst into tears.


			‘Shall we go to the loo and get you cleaned up?’ Eva says in a low voice, holding my hand as the waiter arrives through the door. He stops short, appalled at the mess in the middle of the room.


			‘I’m so sorry,’ I whisper in his direction, the crushing weight of shame burrowing deep into me. I can feel everyone’s eyes still on me.


			Behind Eva’s shoulder, Mark is staring at his phone, his face lit up by a message he’s reading. He doesn’t look embarrassed any more, he looks frightened. This isn’t about my night turning into a nightmare, this is something else. His grip is white, his knuckles almost yellow, as he makes eye contact with me. The mess around me and the alcohol and the burning humiliation is suddenly a long way away.


			‘Alice.’ Mark is pale and sweaty as he reaches for me. ‘It’s Mum – she says Steven’s in hospital. It’s really bad.’


		




		

			 


			Los Angeles
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			AWOL.COM/Alice Edwards’ Travel Blog: Living My Dream and Feeling Very #Blessed

			20 April – 6.43 p.m.

			Welcome to my new travel blog, dream chasers,

			Apologies for my blog post earlier today. It was prematurely published because of a fault in the system and not because I pressed publish without thinking. And I do not totally understand how this website works, so I don’t know how to take it down. While I work this out, please may I ask you not to read that one and please do read this one instead. Ignore what was said about toast crumbs in butter, that was stupid. 

			So, assuming you are doing what I have asked, let me now introduce myself to you. My name is Alice Edwards and I have quit my very important job and my really fulfilling life back in the UK to spend the next three months travelling the world. I shall be going to many original places like LA and Thailand and many other brilliant places that I haven’t decided on yet because I am an incredibly spontaneous person. I will be out here all on my own, as I feel that is important for my spiritual journey, which some have called brave, but is simply what I must do. I have just landed in Los Angeles, known as the Sunshine State, and it is really, really nice. The sea outside the plane window is blue like a gleaming sapphire and the sand is pure white and soft like an expensive M&S pillow.

			So far, my new friends, I have only been here in this sunshine state for a few minutes, but I can already feel the bohemian, relaxed vibe changing my very soul. I will be staying briefly with my actor friend Isabelle and then on to other adventurous adventures.

			Goodbye for now, my new friends. I have many more roads to travel, many beaten paths to get off, and I will share it all with you, if you will join me here. I shall end my very first blog post (apart from the other one, which again, please don’t read), with a famous quote that I feel is very apt here:

			‘A journey of a thousand miles must begin with a single step.’ Sir Charles Dickens.

			 

			PS. If I get murdered, please don’t let the Mirror use any Facebook photos pre-2012.

			 

			#PleaseDon’tReadTheOtherBlog #TravelBlogger #Travels #Travelling #Wanderer #GoneAWOL #AliceEdwardsBlog #OffTheBeatenTrack #BloggerLife #Blessed #Brave #DreamChaser #ComingBackWithATan #ConstanceBeaumontWannabe

			 

			5 Comments · 3 AWOLs · 2 Super Likes

			 

			COMMENTS

			 

			Karen Gill

			| You’ll be grand, but mammy says she’s got dibs on the Irish Sun if you do get kidnapped or wot not.

			 

			Eva Slate

			| I’m counting down the daze until you return. Feeling v v dazed already honestly :(

			 

			Danny Boy UrMum

			| UR FAT AND NO 1 CARES

			 

			AWOL MODERATOR

			Replying to Danny Boy UrMum

			| We know it’s just bantz, but please be respectful to our users :) I’m here if you fancy chatting more or want to chill. Luke

			 

			Danny Boy UrMum

			Replying to AWOL MODERATOR

			| fuck off luke

			 

			I step off the plane looking like absolute horse manure. I’m starting my LA adventure feeling like I’ve been kicked for half a day – because I literally have. After more than eleven hours in the air, we then sat on the tarmac for another hour, waiting to be allowed off the sweatbox tin plane. I’ve had no sleep and the guy sitting behind me spent the whole journey kicking the back of my seat. 

			I say guy, but I actually do mean tiny, tiny child – which I found out around hour seven, when I finally lost my mind and started swearing in every direction and shrieking that I would aim my vomit across the whole row behind me if they didn’t ‘fucking chill’. It was only when I made eye contact with the crying three-year-old responsible for my discomfort that I calmed down. 

			Those last five hours went really slowly, I can tell you.

			Either way, I’m finally here, and the buzz of the airport and the early evening heat on my face is slowly starting to invigorate me. 

			I can’t believe I’m actually in California.

			Honestly, it’s been a weird few weeks. After that night – my thirtieth – I woke up with the worst hangover I’d ever had, and a terrible case of the paranoias.

			Except, it’s not paranoia if you really have ruined everything, is it? Everything about the night before was hazy but I knew a lot of bad shit had gone down. It took me a full hour to even look at my phone, knowing the awfulness that would be waiting for me.

			There were, predictably, a string of WhatsApps from Eva asking if I was OK and to come into her room when I was awake. There was also a 3 a.m. message from Slutty Sarah asking where I was. Another one was from Amelia asking why I kept barking like a dog at her. There were also a few missed calls and voicemails from Mark and my sister Hannah. And – most horrifyingly – an awkward couple of emails from my boss, Tony.

			Ex-boss, I should say.

			I can’t even think about it, it’s too mortifying.

			So, being the adult I am, I hid in my room for another four hours straight, before I finally rang my brother back. I asked after our stepdad, Steven, and I knew it was bad because he was actually really nice to me. He told me not to worry about anything and just get some food in my belly. He carefully mentioned that he’d booked his flight to Australia to see Mum and Steven, and that he was stable for now, but he didn’t ask if I wanted to go with him. Thankfully. 

			I know it sounds heartless, but I couldn’t face any of it, it’s too much.

			Then I crossed the hall and got into bed with Eva, where she just stroked my head and asked if I wanted her to put Saturday Night Takeaway on from the planner, so I could watch ‘Anton Du Beke’ – which is what she thinks Ant and Dec are called. She also thinks they’re brothers, but so does everyone, right?

			Eva is so clever in lots of ways – she’s a corporate lawyer and she went to one of the best universities in the country – but she’s also the dumbest person I know. Her family are super rich and she grew up in the poshest area of Surrey, where there are six-foot metal gates and golf courses everywhere. She didn’t get drunk or even watch any telly until she was about eighteen because she was too busy riding horses, hanging out with princes, and, like, learning the rules to water polo (I don’t know? What do rich people do with their time?). She’s not an arsehole about it though, she’s really generous and lovely. She’s just sheltered, y’know? And it meant when we met at work – aged twenty-two – I got to corrupt her.

			 

			We watched telly together in bed like that for ages, while I wondered what the hell I was going to do with my life. I’d lost my job, I had to move out, and . . . well, all the Mum and Steven stuff I couldn’t even let myself think about. I was feeling so weird and alone and confused, absent-mindedly scrolling through my apps – and then I found the note on my phone. 

			It was addressed to ‘Future Alice from Drunk Alice’, which I must’ve written when I was in the taxi, crying all the way home.

			It was long and incoherent, but it was actually super wise – if you discount all the messy typos and segues into Friends episode critiques. Basically, Drunk Alice was telling Future Alice that her awful night needed to be a wake-up call; that it was time to change her/my life. I couldn’t keep bumbling through, waiting for stuff to happen. I needed to figure out what I was going to do, find my own path without relying on Eva and Mark – and stop messing around with TD. I had to find my own answers and change everything. Throw my life up in the air and see where it landed.

			The important part went like this: 

			 

			It is timed to figgure oout WHO YOU R and also FIND TE FUN. When was the last time you had fun??? When did you last let yourself have an adventure? You are so stuck in this rut, pretending to be happy – but are you actually happy? What is happiness to you anyway? Is this everything existence has to offer? Shouldn’t you be asking for more? Wat r u actually DOING WITH your life?? No friends, no job, no boyf, ducked up family. You need to change everything. start agin. Go travelllin!! Go and run around for a year like Forrrest Gump (might get free trainers?????? Get more followers on socel media??? Can I post on Instagrm and run at same time???). You could Climb a mountain! Sale around the world in TEN DAYS???? Is that posibl? Buy drugs, take drugs. Hve sex with LOTS more people or like lits anyone. U need 2 be more lik constance. Go find the joy.

			 

			INSPIRATION BRainstorme:

			-BARE GRYLLS

			-DAVID ATTENBRUH

			-BLOGGER CONSTANCE BEAUMONT

			-BUY DRY SHAMPOO AND ALSO BREAD BECOS YOU NEED BREAD

			 

			MOOD BOARD:

			-dchbjvdhhvdwch

			 

			Which is when I think I must’ve fallen asleep in the taxi. 

			It was mostly silly nonsense, but, bizarre as it sounds, I was inspired by Drunk Alice’s enthusiasm. She gets me in a lot of trouble but I know she only wants the best for me. And I knew she was right. I had to change things. Of course I did. Everyone else around me was moving on, having babies, getting married; ticking off the life goals you’re supposed to. Why was I the only one who hadn’t figured things out yet? Don’t I deserve to be happy? Happiness comes so easily to everyone else, why haven’t I pinned it down yet? And, knowing how unhappy I am, why have I been so set on staying in this one place; so determined nothing can ever change? It was time to choose something else. And either way, I couldn’t stay there, getting left further and further behind.

			I spent that whole next day thinking and thinking. I thought about everything that was going on, and everything hanging over me. I thought about the rut I was being forced out of by other people changing their lives around me. I thought about how it was time to take control of my own life.

			And so I went online and I booked my flights to LA. It was an impulse decision but for the first time in ages, I felt excited about my life. Everything seemed clearer and more hopeful. I even deleted Facebook! Well, I mean I didn’t delete it because I’m not a fucking idiot, but I’m not really looking at it that much any more. I’ve started a blog on AWOL.com instead, so I can be like those cool chicks online, being spontaneous and happy. 

			I’m evolving, you guys.

			So yes, coming to LA is the first leg in a three-part plan for changing my life. 

			Firstly: fun. I plan on spending my time here laughing and having as many silly adventures as possible. I want to sunbathe and party and chase celebrities around in circles – it will be as shallow and mindless as possible. I want to find the joy here; that’s the plan for this section of my trip.

			After some mindlessness in LA, I’ll give the mindFULness thing a go, with a month in Asia. There will be hostels and backpacking, because that’s how a person finds themselves, right? By not showering for a month and crying themselves to sleep on a cement mattress?

			After that, I’m going to take a third, spontaneous adventure somewhere else. I haven’t decided on that bit yet. Maybe I’ll get on a sailboat for a month. Maybe I’ll climb a mountain. Maybe I’ll become a scuba diving instructor. I’m leaving it up to fate to decide where I end up for the third part of this trip. 

			Fate, or Lastminute.com.

			The idea is: three trips to change my life. Just like Elizabeth Gilbert in Eat, Pray, Love. But not enough like her to, say, get sued.

			I’ve never done anything like this before and I’m so scared and nervous.

			But excited.

			Obviously none of this is coming cheap, but I’ve decided to use the money I got when my granddad died last year. I had planned to put it towards a deposit on a house one day, but since I’m only a temp (and now not even that), I couldn’t get a mortgage that would cover even a broom cupboard in London. So I figured I might as well spend it running around the world, making memories and changing my life. 

			I officially gave Eva a month’s notice on the flat. She protested weakly, but we both knew she’d need me out soon anyway, what with Jeremy and The Foetus moving in. But she couldn’t believe it when I said I was going travelling for a few months. Mark was really shocked, too. They both kept saying they couldn’t picture it. Mark said I’d give up and be back within the week and Eva said nicely that she’d keep my room empty just in case. 

			I get why they were both so surprised. Because the thing is, I’m not really a travelling type of person. At least, I never thought I was. Because I have always had a very specific idea of those types of people, and it just isn’t me. Travelling Types are naturally thin, tanned and don’t need to wear make-up. They wear denim hotpants like they are comfortable and don’t cause chub rub. Travelling types just naturally wake up in the morning without an alarm clock on their phone. Actually, they don’t even have a phone because they are too free-spirited. Or maybe they just have one of those Nokia 3210s because they’re retro and ironic, and don’t have the internet. Because Travelling Types don’t worry about the internet. They’re secure enough in themselves without the validation of strangers. But at the same time, they make friends easily, with, like, the guy sitting opposite them on a train. They have hair that doesn’t need ‘doing’ and they don’t get too tired to do anything after 9.30 p.m. They like sunsets and they’re not afraid of the ocean. They like all different kinds of food and don’t need to know exactly what is in this dish and who made it and did they wash their hands properly. They don’t get travel sick. They don’t write bin collection dates on their calendar or get excited because Boots are doubling their Advantage Card points this month. They are laid back and spontaneous and go-with-the-flow.

			And, see, I am none of those things. 

			Plus, my massive, speculum-eating vagina would consume denim hotpants in one bite.

			Genuinely, my body isn’t built for spontaneity. I need to be wearing the right underwear for spontaneity. I can’t just take off running in some new direction – not without wearing at least three sports bras. And my back rolls are made – and I say this with genuine fondness – for fetish websites, not string bikinis that disappear into my folds. My hair gets frizzy in heat and if mosquitoes were on Tinder I would finally be a guaranteed right swipe. I burn and boil and sizzle like bacon in the sun.

			Now, don’t get me wrong, I love a normal holiday – lying on a beach in Tenerife for seven hours straight, not realising I have burnt immediately, then spending six full days in the shade complaining about the sun. Taking eight hundred filtered selfies in sunglasses that all look the same. Drinking weird-coloured cocktails with umbrellas and screaming ‘EYES EYES EYES’ at Eva when we do a cheers.

			But travelling is different. It’s where you’re supposed to become one with the world. Where you learn about and embrace exotic new cultures. Where you try and speak the language and eat deep-fried spiders. None of it has ever appealed to me.

			But I’m going to try.

			I’ve spent the past couple of weeks immersing myself in the travel-y internet, researching places and things to do, staring at photos on travel agent websites and ordering every single thing Amazon Prime recommended – including an oddly tall rucksack with seven hundred buckles, and a mosquito net that could realistically cover an entire four-poster bed.

			I’ve even been to my GP to ask about jabs! But then failed to get them because you have to do them all a hundred years in advance. Adulting fail, but oh well.

			I’ve become obsessed with travel blogs, and Constance Beaumont’s blog, in particular. She makes it all look so serene and laid back and sunny, with her beachy waves and seamless tan. She’s got it sussed, so why can’t I? I can’t wait to be just like her. That’s what I’m doing with my AWOL blog. I want it to be just as deep and cool as hers.

			Actually, she’s the reason I’ve decided to make LA my first stop. She was blogging from Venice Beach recently, using words like ‘bohemian’ and ‘quirky’, which sold it for me because I have a bunch of floaty skirts and off-the-shoulder tops that sound like they will be perfect for that kind of place. The photos all looked so lush and there were topless men on scooters everywhere. I am here for all of that. And here I literally am, just a few weeks later. Five and a half thousand miles away from my life and my flatshare in London. A life and a flatshare that isn’t even mine any more.

			And I couldn’t be more ready for it.
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			AWOL.COM/Alice Edwards’ Travel Blog: Living My Dream and Feeling Very #Blessed

			20 April – 8.13 p.m.

			Good evening, dream chasers,

			I have just arrived back at my friend Isabelle’s luxury apartment here in the Sunshine State of LA. She picked me up from the airport in a limo, and we enjoyed champagne in the perfectly regulated air-con, as we drove back to her incredibly impressive home in Santa Monica.

			She is the very same Isabelle I remember from the UK. But – if it is possible – she is even more serene and wise with the benefit of a little age. I can confirm she has not been changed by her huge success in the movie business, despite admitting – when I pressed her – that she now knows Leonardo DiCaprio!! I feel confident we are going to get on very well during my stay with her.

			All in all, it has been a wondrous first few hours here, and we are about to don our best attire and hit the hottest bar LA has to offer.

			Oh, also, sorry about that picture I just uploaded. We drove past Owen Wilson and I was trying to get a photo and share an insight into this world I now inhabit. But I don’t understand about re-sizing so it came out upside down and too large. I don’t know how to delete, so please just ignore it.

			All my love and peace to you all,

			Alice x

			 

			#PleaseDon’tLookAtThatPhoto #WillGetTheHangOfThisSoon #OwenWilson #TravelBlogger #Travels #Travelling #Wanderer #GoneAWOL #AliceEdwardsBlog #OffTheBeatenTrack #BloggerLife #Blessed #Brave #DreamChaser

			 

			1 Comments · 0 AWOLs · 1 Super Likes

			 

			COMMENTS:

			 

			Karen Gill

			| I’m staying up for the jet lag craic to set in, then you’ll be less smug.

			 

			Hoiking my massive backpack further up my shoulders, I am swimming in sweat by the time I finally spot Isabelle across the car park. 

			Sweating: another thing Travelling Types don’t do. 

			She’s picked the furthest away spot and I trip over myself as I pick up speed to reach her. I’m feeling hot and cross, like some kind of Easter bun.

			‘Hello!’ I shout jovially from a distance, trying to communicate that I need help with my bag. She waves back, but doesn’t move, and I almost stop in my tracks as I take in how different she looks. She’s platinum blonde, dressed head-to-toe in yoga gear, and even from twenty feet away, I can make out the tight sheen of a face full of Botox. She looks good, don’t get me wrong, but very . . . different.

			Isabelle was our family’s neighbour when we were little, and the pair of us were quite close until we started secondary school. That was when she – a brunette back then – turned into an uppity heinous bitch just because Karen with the cool Irish accent started paying attention to her. The two of us didn’t speak for, like, five years, but then we reunited in sixth form, which is around the age you realise uppity bitches can be brilliant. After that, Isabelle, Karen and I were pretty close – along with Amelia and Slutty Sarah from our year – until Isy moved to the US about eight years ago. That was around when I met Eva while I was temping for her legal firm and we moved in together. I can’t believe how long ago that is now. And how much has changed, and maybe no one more so than Isy.

			Anyway, when I told her I was coming over to LA for a while, she got super excited and insisted I stay with her for the first week. Which sounded really generous in theory, but then she casually mentioned that she’d need me to pay rent and was quite specific that I’d have to move out after a week because she needed the space back to use as her dressing room. 

			I love her, but there’s always small print with Isabelle.

			 

			‘Where’s your car?’ I huff, out of breath when I finally reach her.

			She waves at something odd-looking beside her. 

			‘It’s a hybrid?’ she says, climbing in and pressing buttons. I open the passenger side, throwing my giant bag in and climbing in after it. The plastic-y floor quivers under my weight.

			Isy continues, speaking in her delightful new upspeak accent. ‘I paid double because I care about the environment? But also because it used to belong to Leonardo DiCaprio? You’re sitting where Leo would’ve banged at least a half dozen blonde twenty-year-olds?’

			‘Is that why it smells weird in here?’ I say, crinkling my nose.

			‘No, that’s probably the gem-infused protection mist I’ve sprayed everywhere?’ she says, nodding authoritatively. ‘It is a psychic vampire repellent, to stop any bad energy infecting my aura?’

			‘Um . . .’ I have nowhere to go with this and yet I am overwhelmed with questions.

			She continues smoothly. ‘I’m a subscriber to the lifestyle website Gloop. They talk a lot about the importance of staying on top of these things because there are so many people around here who want to suck away your life energy.’

			We pause at traffic lights and a man who looks like Owen Wilson crosses in front of us, stopping in the road to flash us. Isy doesn’t react.

			‘Wait,’ I say, pausing in the act of taking a picture. ‘Did you say Gloop? Do you mean Goop?’

			Isy tuts. ‘Gloop is way better than Goop and far more open to alternative medicines? Like the regular at-home coffee enemas they recommend? I’m detoxifying while also stopping myself getting any and all cancers ever?’

			‘By squirting coffee up your anus,’ I mutter, deliberately without a question mark.

			‘I’ll send you some links?’ she says, her face unmoving.
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