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      To anyone who is struggling with anything. You are enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        January 3rd 2019

      

      

      Dear diary, it’s me.

      I know we haven’t spoken in a while. Ok, maybe ‘a while’ is putting it lightly, but I think I’m ready now. I think it’s time. I’m scared, but I will always be scared until I just come out with it.

      I don’t feel confident, but I do feel as though I can make the leap from the edge I have been teetering on for some time now.

      I don’t know where to start. Ok, maybe if I just start with:

      ‘Hi, my name is Alice. I’m a twenty-five-year-old primary school teacher and I’m …’

      But wait, what if I’m not? What if I’m making this out to be bigger than it is? Deep down I know it, but I haven’t had the courage to say it out loud before or even write it down. If I say it, if I write it, will I accept it? Will I surrender to it because right now I feel like I’m fighting it. It has become a constant battle that consumes my thoughts from the minute I wake up.

      I’ve been fighting it for about eighteen months now. I’ve mentioned it to a few people who have mostly laughed it off. They would dismiss it and say I was overthinking again, or that many people were the same, but you’d get the odd person who would ask for more information and then raise an eyebrow when you gave them a story that was, shall we say, played down ever so slightly.

      # Confession number 1 – I tell lies.

      I should elaborate. They are not massive lies. Just lies that make me feel better about myself. Lies that avoid public shame but contribute to increased internal shame. For example, ‘I drink a bottle of wine most nights.’ The truth? I drink a bottle of wine every night. Sometimes more, but honestly, I try to limit it to that. What scares me is that I can’t go less. I can’t open a bottle of wine and not finish it. The first glass takes the edge off the night before and settles the anxiety that was caused by said stupid poison (see, I know it’s poison and I know it’s stupid, but I still want it). ‘Second-Glass Alice’ is up for some fun and suddenly enjoying the day at this point more than any minute previous to it. The second glass is much more enjoyable than the first and brings my personality to life. ‘Third-Glass Alice’ is a different Alice again. The third glass makes me feel sad and thinking about texting him and wondering why he is not texting me and then finally, Alice needs the fourth glass to knock her out and make her go to sleep.

      I have on occasion tried to buy a couple of beers because I don’t like beer. I drink them and then walk—ok, cue shame—maybe drive to the garage and buy a bottle of wine and drink the whole lot, and you can only guess what tomorrow’s Alice is going to need to feel ok about it all again? Yup, more wine.

      Ok, let’s try again. Hi. I am Alice. I am twenty-five years old and I’m … God, why is this so hard? Just say it, Alice. Once it’s out there, you can live a more honest life.

      I think for a moment. I step up from my desk and walk in a circle around my bedroom, hands on hips, and biting my bottom lip.

      Are you sure about this, Alice?

      ‘Oh, fuck off,’ I retort at the bully living inside my head.

      Once again, I sit back at my laptop and begin writing again.

      I am trying to tell you that I think … I think I’m an alcoholic. Possibly a high-functioning one. That’s the first step.

      My head goes tingly with the confession, as though I can feel particles of relief exiting my body and immediately I feel slightly brighter. I feel empowered suddenly and pull the laptop closer to me and being typing furiously away.

      Where do you want me to start? My story is no different from anyone else’s. I was allowed the odd drink at family gatherings as a young teenager but by the age of eighteen, I was regularly getting absolutely smashed. I was the loudest, the wildest … had to drink more than anyone, had to have that extra shot, had to be one of the lads, had to be at the centre of anything. I was raucous. A hoot. The entertainment. Then, the morning would come. I would be devastated when I would hear rumours of people claiming I was attention-seeking and full of myself. I actually wasn’t. I was trying desperately to fit in. To feel ok in my own skin—when I didn’t.

      #Confession of an alcohol dependant number 2 – We are not comfortable in our own skin.

      How did that happen? I was a smart girl. I had lots of friends at school. I was into sports. Then, I hit fifteen and started smoking and drinking. I gave up taking care of myself and did what all, no, most of my friends were doing. Living for the weekend. Over the years that followed I became insecure, shy in a group, jealous, untrusting, bitchy, paranoid, and worst of all? Ignorant. Now I’m twenty-five with a decent enough job, drinking a bottle of wine every night, but worse than that, thinking about drinking from the moment I wake up until 5.00 P.M. Sometimes, 4.30 P.M. Ok, sometimes a glass of wine with lunch. And that’s what makes me in control, right? Wrong.

      #Confession of an alcohol dependant number 3 – I am concerned about how much I think about alcohol.

      I know what you’re thinking. One bottle of wine a night is not an out-of-control alcoholic. I know that. I go to work. I pay my bills. I wash and iron my clothes and keep a clean house.

      What if all of the things that aren’t going brilliantly for me are a direct result of my alcohol abuse?

      Allow me to clarify.

      
        	I don’t trust anyone.

        	I don’t think I’m attractive.

        	I don’t think I’m clever.

        	I don’t feel like I fit in anywhere.

        	I yo-yo from crippling anxiety to not giving a damn about anything.

        	I feel disconnected.

        	I can’t concentrate.

        	I have memory problems.

        	I have mood swings.

        	I feel grey, as if I am in a constant lull.

        	I used to be happy.

        	I’m bored of my job.

        	I am in an unhappy relationship.

        	I have an opinion, usually controversial, on pretty much everything.

        	I am definitely not easy-going.

      

      What if I am not any of the above? What if my time spent poisoning my brain has left me with a number of venomous passengers? There is only one way to find out. It has taken me a long time to get here, but today I begin.

      My name is Alice and I’m an alcoholic.

      I have decided to quit drinking. I have spent so much time analysing my own mind in recent years and coming up with reason after reason as to what could be wrong with me. I even visited the doctor and told her I thought I was bipolar. She laughed at me and told me to get some exercise and fresh air. I bought a bottle of wine instead.

      My boyfriend can’t do anything right. He takes me out for dinner and I get drunk and slur insults at him. I used to love being in his company and now everything he does annoys me. I blame him for all that is wrong in our relationship and I drink because it’s all his fault. The strange thing is I barely drank when we met. He’s not a heavy drinker and yet I have become one. I have changed so much since we met.

      Work doesn’t challenge me enough and I can do it with my eyes closed. The six-year-olds keep me distracted from my dull sense of reality. That’s what one bottle of wine a night does to a person. I don’t feel horrifically hungover, I just feel dull. Nothing is exciting. Nothing seems like fun. I should be head of year by now, but my performance has suffered due to my desire to push myself out of my comfort zone and crap sleep. Like I said, I can do the day job but I’m not exactly going above and beyond. Some of the newly qualified teachers come in bursting with ideas. Not me. I can’t be arsed. Can’t be arsed with anything actually. They won’t promote me because I won’t do more than I have to and I’m too lethargic to look elsewhere. Plus, I know I can keep drinking and manage that job. If I got a more senior role, I might have to cut down on drinking. That doesn’t feel like a good option right now.

      Can you see the pattern here? It’s taken a long time for me to see that the fault lies within me. I used to love my job. I was ambitious and good at it. I used to love my boyfriend and he used to love me. I don’t know why he’s still here. Maybe because he’s hoping I will snap out of it. Disclosure: he does not know how much I drink. No one does. And that there lies the truth. The truth that has led me to change. I used to go out and drink because I didn’t want to be alone. Now, I sit in and drink alone because I don’t want anyone to see how much I drink. You see how the once fun activity has now become a destroyer of all good things? I am on the brink of losing things that mean a lot to me and so it is time to wake up and smell the coffee.
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        * * *

      

      Today is day one of my sobriety and I feel empowered. I have become so fed up of always feeling crap and I am learning that moderation isn’t right for me at the moment. In order to reverse the addiction that I have accrued, I need to reverse what I’ve done.

      I don’t think it’s going to be nice. I don’t think it’s going to be pretty, but I am going to take you with me. Every step of the way. You are going to help me rid myself of this horrid affliction once and for all. Dear diary, I know this isn’t the type of insert you were expecting from me, but I think only you can help. Writing this to you is my confession and the beginning of change.

      Good night, Alice xx

    

  


  
    
      
        
        January 4th 2019

      

      

      Dear diary, it’s me, Alice.

      I did it! I really did it! I did a whole booze-free twenty-four hours. When I went to bed last night, I felt so good. I was elated and even had a slither more confidence just for cracking that one day. I stayed up later than normal because I wasn’t knocked out for once. I was able to read in bed and concentrate! I took in every word and digested it. I felt the paper between my fingers and I could smell the scent of the pages. I love the smell of books. They remind me of a time before the digital age. Long live the book! I read, and I read some more. Something I haven’t done for a long time. Oh, and another thing. I watched a crime documentary on Netflix and I remembered it in detail this morning. I feel so proud of myself!

      When I woke up, my glass of water on the side table was untouched. I was hydrated enough, so it seems. No more knocking it over in the middle of the night because I’m pissed!

      I slept like a log. I didn’t get up needing a wee. Another bonus. It’s only the first day and I am reaping the benefits already.

      That makes me feel a pang of shame and almost immediately I think about alcohol to subdue any feelings of guilt. No. I snap my mind shut, away from the obtrusive thoughts creeping in.

      I got on with my day and achieved so much. I completed all my tasks at work that I had to do. My colleagues and boss all waved goodbye to me in the car park as we left the school for the day. I hadn’t sneaked out, avoiding eye contact with them as had become the norm. There was actual joy in the staffroom at lunchtime today. Compliments exchanged as coffees were being made, smiles and thanks as biscuits were passed round. It wasn’t the hellhole I had allowed it to become in my mind. There are decent people there who hungover me had completely disregarded.

      I was more helpful than usual and kinder to my colleagues. I had a spring in my step. Some of them looked suspicious and I think I heard some of them whispering about me as I heated up my jacket potato. They were probably shocked to see me eating something that wasn’t greasy. I don’t care and if anything, it is to be expected. They won’t have been whispering about what I did at the last office party. They would have been whispering about the new and improved me, and that’s the kind of whispering I am happy about.

      I did think about alcohol from about 11 A.M. onwards. It wasn’t a craving as such; it was the bully inside my head telling me I wouldn’t make it and that I should pick up a bottle on the way home. It was telling me that I mess everything up, that’s just me, it’s who I am, and that alcohol takes the pain away. Then it occurred to me. I started out using alcohol to take away social anxiety pains and now I need alcohol to take away alcohol pains. Huh, never saw that one coming when I was a teenager full of hope and completely ignorant to excessive alcohol consumption!

      By the time the evening came, and I had shrugged off the day, my buzz has worn off slightly and I am feeling a little down if I’m honest. I am writing to you to distract my thoughts and to remind myself, or engrain in my brain, that alcohol is not my friend. It takes away way more than it gives. It steals from tomorrow. I know the evenings are going to be hard so now that you’ve been updated, I’m going to go and light some candles, run a bath, and find an empowering audio book to listen to.

      Oh, and diary, we made it through day two.

      Thanks, Alice xx

    

  


  
    
      
        
        January 5th 2019

      

      

      Dear diary, it’s me.

      Today has been weird. I don’t feel as elated as I have been the last two days. I’m wondering if I always need to achieve something. Once I’ve achieved it, it doesn’t seem fun anymore. Maybe Dan has a point. He says I am never satisfied, that I can’t sit still, and maybe that’s where it is going wrong with Dan and me. Let’s cover that later. Right now, we are still at the sobriety gate.

      I feel good. I still feel like I am kind of achieving something but that insatiable buzz from the first twenty-four hours has gone. Don’t worry; it hasn’t gone entirely. I am still focused. If there is one thing I can tell you, it’s that ‘Day-Three Alice’ is examining ‘Drinking Alice’ a lot more and it is food for thought. I don’t want to make any promises yet, but I can already see that a life without booze is a life worth living. A life with booze is so restricted. Before, I used to think that nothing would be fun without alcohol. I used to snigger at sober people before, thinking that they were bores, socially inept and all-round losers. Sober Alice is beginning to see how wrong I was and how much more you can have in one day (let alone a life) by cutting out boozing. I am getting on and doing things. I am not putting anything off. I am cramming in activity after activity because I can and because I want to. I feel like the personality that I gradually lost is slowly creeping back in.

      Today, I was driving in my car and I sang along to nearly every song. I tapped my fingers on the wheel. I let other cars have the right of way. I smiled whilst queuing at traffic lights and felt like the green light didn’t just mean go for the cars, it felt like green meant go just for me. I feel like I am aligning with the universe. I am definitely happier, kinder, and more patient. A couple of times I cursed other road users and found myself correcting my bad attitude straight after. I am only human after all. Small steps, diary. Small steps.

      Before I close for the night, I’m hungrier. I’m aware of so much at the moment now that I am not dulling down my brain every day, and another thing I have found is that I enjoy food. The sugar cravings seem to have subsided slightly, but I could eat more, and food is tasting great. I used to eat to sober up or soak it up. It was never to savour the moment or to enjoy fine cuisine. It was medicinal. Today, I made a toasted pitta with mayonnaise and sliced cucumber and tomatoes. Not exactly award winning I know, but it was heavenly. The juices were so refreshing and felt like moisturiser for my internally ravaged body.

      I might not be as buzzing today as I was yesterday or the day before, but it’s a time of reflection. I know I am happier, but for some reason today, fear is lingering. Fear as in I’m not sure if I completely trust myself to stick at this, but I am determined to try. People often think a breakthrough is a beautiful thing. I think things have to get pretty ugly before the sun can shine.

      Good night diary.

      Thanks for listening. Alice xx

    

  


  
    
      
        
        January 7th 2019

      

      

      Dear diary, it’s me.

      Sorry I didn’t write in you yesterday. I took the day off from thinking and talking and had a day of doing. Another plus on the ‘not drinking’ list. I felt much more upbeat than I had the day before. Perhaps day three was just a flop day. I did give it a bit of thought and realised I need to accept that I am not going to feel wonderful every day. I guess, if I’m being honest, I kinda hoped I would feel amazing every day. I mean, I have been feeling crappy for ages and told myself it was the booze, but then I used the booze to make me feel not crappy. I know I am definitely brighter for not drinking, but I was a tad dismayed to feel a bit lacklustre on day three. I have reminded myself that none of us live in sheer delight every day on God’s green earth. We have got to learn to accept that some days are just a bit shit for no reason. No amount of green tea or healthy eating or yoga (spoiler alert, I don’t do yoga) will guarantee you a fabulous day. Sure, it helps, but sometimes we just feel shit and you know what won’t help? Drinking.

      I have come up with a new mantra that I thought I would share with you too. I am still thinking about alcohol a lot across the day. Maybe not quite as much as day one, but still more than I’d like to. I think about socialising, about weddings, birthdays, dinners, and how I think I would struggle to not be able to join in. So, with that in mind my new mantra is: you only have to say no today. That seems much more achievable. I need to stop looking into the future and take this one day at a time and the great news is, if I ask myself, do I want a drink now? The answer is no, because I only have to say no today. It seems to be working for me. A bit like when you get prescribed antibiotics and you’re not allowed to drink whilst taking them. It’s easy because you know it’s not forever. So, I can stop drinking. I only have to say no today.

      I went and spent the night with Dan last night. I am disconcerted to find that I still do not enjoy his company, even now sober. I just feel prickly around him. Like, he can’t do anything right. The guy cannot do a thing without annoying me. Maybe he can’t do right because I can’t forgive him for being wronged. I admire people that can walk away when they have been betrayed. When they ‘know their worth.’ I do know my worth and it broke my heart and made me want to fight for my place. To fight for the love that belonged to me. I don’t know. I will give it a bit longer, but I am realising that I am happier on my own than spending time with him and I’m pretty sure he feels the same. It’s just none of us have the guts to pull the plug—yet. It’s like we don’t want each other but we don’t want us to be with anyone else either. We are just going through the motions, I guess.

      Basically, I went over there and dinner was ready to be served and he sat me down and put a film on. I felt like he had set up the arena for no conversation. Sure, he didn’t want to talk, to ask about my day, to touch me, to hug me, or even to tell me anything interesting about his day. He wanted me to eat, shut up, watch a film, and then guess what? When the film was done, he wanted to get his end away. I ended up telling him that. He dismissed it as he always does when it’s a negative comment about him. We went up to bed and I gave him what he wanted. Then it was lights out and he rolled over and was snoring within five minutes. I took myself to his spare bedroom and slept in there. In the morning, he made me a coffee and I had a shower and left. I reckon across the whole event, I’ve written more words to you than we spoke to each other.

      Maybe before I declare myself an alcoholic, I should in fact make sure I am not surrounded by arseholes.

      Good night, Alice xx

    

  


  
    
      
        
        January 10th 2019

      

      

      Dear diary, it’s me.

      Sorry I have been away again for a couple of days. I feel like I am dumping my feelings on you and then absconding. I feel bad, as if you’re a person … it’s all about me and I’m not asking how you are, but right now you are my most loyal friend.

      It’s been a busy couple of days. I am still not drinking. I am at the point where I don’t even want it. I’m still thinking about it more than I want to and it’s as if the alcohol parasite within me is getting annoyed that I am not feeding it. It seems as if the thoughts are getting nastier before they get easier. I imagine him / her / it to be like a piece of paper dancing in a fire. You know when you crumple up a piece of paper and chuck it on an open fire? At first, the edges slowly take light, that was like the first few days of sobriety, and then finally the whole piece is on fire before turning to ash. I think that’s where we are at, and the defeated ash is imminent.

      I keep thinking I miss it and I still don’t know if this is a temporary pledge or a permanent one; all I know is that I am going to keep saying no.

      Music is still sounding great and food … oh my God. Food is blowing my mind. The flavours! The smell. I can’t believe how much gets watered down by excessive alcohol consumption. It’s not just the mind that it dulls, it seems to dull all the senses.

      Another thing I have noticed, and this is an advance warning for tmi (too much information), my pms has not been nearly as bad this month. I feel mildly agitated whereas in previous months, I was fuming and ready for battle for a week before I was due. Now, I feel positively calm and in control. Is that balanced hormones or does it come from being in control? Either way, another positive.

      I thought seeing as I keep rambling on to you about my progress, maybe I should actually make a list.

      The pros and cons of alcohol:

      Pros:

      
        	Quietens my mind (*during the period of consumption).

      

      Cons:

      
        	It dulls my senses.

        	Makes me depressed.

        	Makes me send text messages I don’t mean.

        	Affects my sleep.

        	Stops me from being productive.

        	Creates hangovers.

        	Makes me moody.

        	Makes me impatient.

      

      That’s just off the top of my head.

      The pros and cons of sobriety:

      Cons:

      
        	Not everyone gets it.

      

      Pros:

      
        	I feel happy again.

        	I feel kinder.

        	I feel more patient.

        	I feel creative.

        	I am saving money.

        	I am sleeping better.

        	I am reading more.

        	I am remembering more.

        	I am not embarrassing myself.

        	I am not degrading myself.

        	My self - respect is returning.

        	I am enjoying music again.

        	I have signed up for an art class.

        	I dumped Dan.

      

      I suppose I had better tell you about that. I know I said I would give it more time but being sober is giving me a new sense of clarity. After spending the night there two nights ago and coming away feeling like something he could’ve ordered online, I felt enough was enough. I want to be greeted at the door with a kiss and a cuddle. I want him to take my coat and ask me how my day was, maybe tell me my hair smells good. I wanted him to tell me about what he’s been up to that day. I wanted to snuggle on the sofa. I wanted us to stroke each other as we watched the film. I wanted to touch. I wanted us to talk after the film ended, exchange thoughts. I wanted him to chase me up the stairs and smack my bum playfully. I wanted him to get into bed and whisper sweet nothings to me and kiss me. I do not want to go to bed in silence and him get into it wearing a hard-on and nothing else.

      He doesn’t make me feel good. He makes me feel worthless. There are people out drinking in every bar known to man who would be happy to have no strings sex and never speak again. Go and get one, Dan. I expect more from a lover of three-plus years.

      We were supposed to be fixing our relationship after his infidelity, but he isn’t interested in repairing it. He just wants sex and nothing more. I feel so stupid for taking him back. I’ve never felt so low in my life. As you know, I have tried to end the relationship many times, but he always came crawling back, promising the stuff that dreams are made of, and I suppose I fell for it because I wanted to know he wanted me more than her. The truth is, he wants whatever he can get and through discovering that conclusion, I have walked around with my broken heart in a glass jar that he then kicked down a cobbled street whilst skipping and whistling all the while and dangling the proverbial carrot of happy-ever-after.

      I will never be happy with him. I don’t think you can ever be happy with someone again once they insert themselves into another whilst supposedly being in love with you. I should’ve walked then. I think I needed to exhaust it until I didn’t love him anymore. I was worried that if I walked and he met someone else and was happy, I would resent what was left for me. Now, I know he is incapable of love and loyalty and that I should feel sorry for whoever he ends up with next. If I leave now, I get another chance at finding my dream. If I stay with him I will never live in wedded bliss, I will live with crippling insecurities. I am better than that. I am worthy of being loved. I am enough for one man. I am pretty. I am clever, and I will not let his disdain for women define me.

      I am walking dear diary, and I’m sticking to it.

      Love, Alice xx

    

  


  
    
      
        
        January 14th 2019

      

      

      Dear diary, it’s me.

      Where to start? Last time we spoke, I had called things off with Dan. He doesn’t seem bothered. In fact, he agreed it was for the best and said I make him miserable. I don’t care and that tells me everything I need to know. We don’t love each other. That’s all it boils down to.

      So, I ended it. It’s done. However, we have been here before. I would like to think I won’t get back together with him, but I have been weak more times than I care to count. I think I have crawled back because I want his validation. I’ve learned that what I need is to get some respect. Self-respect. At the end of the day, if a guy wants to be with you, he will. If he wants to text you, he will. He will do all the things he did in the beginning. I don’t even recognise Dan now. He is not a smidge of the man I met. He is a fake. It was all an act to get into my pants. The fact it is over is a good thing. The problem is I am happiest when I am in love and I miss that feeling. I want it and I thrive on it. I hope we can move on as painlessly as possible. I can’t think of him being with someone else. Christ, even just giving it a second thought hurts. It will get easier. It will pass. I just need to keep busy and stay away from alcohol. Alcohol never fixes a problem, it makes the problem worse.

      Anyway, that was where I was at a couple of days ago. I have continued to avoid alcohol and have continued to make observations. I have started to up my standards. I am a Sagittarius, after all. I have extremely high standards. I am picky with everything. Actually, allow me to change that. I had high standards. The alcohol consumption took those away. Another thing it took, just so that I wouldn’t be lonely. I became sloppy. To the average person, I was still well turned out and my house was still clean and tidy, but I knew things were slipping. I stopped shaving my legs regularly. My eyebrows were neglected. I would wear outfits that were frumpy. The skirting boards in the house were dusty. The shower door had a layer of limescale on it. The taps needed polishing. You see? Some people don’t care about those things anyway, but to me, these were jobs that normally got done. I had begun to not care, all because of alcohol. Imagine if at the start of your alcohol journey, if a prescriber gave it to you and said, ‘You know that excess consumption of this will alter your personality beyond the period of consumption?’ Would you still do it? Maybe. Maybe that doesn’t scare you, but are you really comfortable becoming someone you’re not? Becoming a version of you that nature did not intend?

      Something that occurred to me this week is that if you come across someone who is mean, show them love. I became mean when the addiction was kicking in. I became mean because I was so unhappy. I now believe people who are mean and angry are actually very sad and they need our love. They are fighting a battle they are trying to keep a secret. It might not be alcoholism, but I am a firm believer no one is born mean. Life made them that way. Help them to see there is another way.

      Anyway, work continues to go from strength to strength. My booze-free attitude is winning me many points and I even got invited out for lunch by some of the other teachers this week. They said they wanted to get out of the school because we all know how exhausting and draining the long days of teaching in the winter can be. We were all willing half term to hurry up. They could’ve done that months ago, but they didn’t want to, and I know why. Because I was a bitch. I was negative, I used to slag people off and I was unenthused. Who wants that at their lunch table? I’m glad they gave me another chance. This Alice is someone I would be happy to be friends with. I did find it slightly tricky ordering a lime and soda as they all chose alcohol, but I felt better for it. ‘Everything is fine after a glass of wine!’ I smiled as we all clinked glasses, grimacing inside about them believing alcohol makes things better.

      Whilst out for lunch, I got asked out by someone at the bar. I have accepted. I’m not sure if I’m ready yet. I still think about Dan a lot, but I know he doesn’t want me. It crossed my mind this week that this version of me has never been out dating before. I could be about to become the best girlfriend ever, and Dan is going to miss out. He dated the old me. What if he is more compatible with the new me? That being said, his treatment of me contributed to my alcohol abuse, so perhaps he doesn’t deserve the new me. Perhaps the new me deserves someone new.

      Finally, I want to reveal that I have still been feeling a bit sad again. I am sad, but I am more hopeful than ever. I see this sadness as a necessary unpleasant emotion as I transition from what was familiar into something new. I’m sad at the relationship I have lost but I am eager to work with the new Alice. I know it will be ok and I definitely know that alcohol is not the way forward.

      Thanks for listening diary. You’re a good friend.

      Love, Alice xx
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