
  
  [image: How Not to Travel the World, Adventures of a Disaster-Prone Backpacker, by Lauren Juliff. Text over a hazy photograph of a tropical beach with palm fronds.]
  

  
[image: How Not to Travel the World, Adventures of a Disaster-Prone Backpacker, by Lauren Juliff. Summersdale logo.]



HOW NOT TO TRAVEL THE WORLD





Copyright © Lauren Juliff, 2015





All rights reserved.





No part of this book may be reproduced by any means, nor transmitted, nor translated into a machine language, without the written permission of the publishers.





Lauren Juliff has asserted her right to be identified as the author of this work in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.





Condition of Sale


This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.





Summersdale Publishers Ltd

46 West Street 

Chichester 

West Sussex 

PO19 1RP 

UK




www.summersdale.com





eISBN: 978-1-78372-608-0





Substantial discounts on bulk quantities of Summersdale books are available to corporations, professional associations and other organisations. For details contact Nicky Douglas by telephone: +44 (0) 1243 756902, fax: +44 (0) 1243 786300 or email: nicky@summersdale.com.











For my dad.

 Thank you for instilling in me the drive and determination to follow my dreams, no matter what
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AUTHOR'S NOTE










This book was written using a combination of memories, blog posts, photographs and conversations with travellers I met on the road. At times, I have changed the names and identifying details of certain characters in order to protect the innocent and not-so innocent. The overall timeline has been compressed and, in a few instances, slightly altered to improve narrative pace and spare the reader from unnecessary details. Two very minor characters have been combined into one composite to streamline the story, and several destinations have been excluded in order to condense my trip around the world into a succinct read. Finally, conversations throughout the book have been recalled to the best of my ability, but are not verbatim. 


PROLOGUE










There was no doubt about it: I was going to die. 


  The air erupted with screams and I gaped as a stream of frantic people overtook me in their sprint to safety. A pick-up truck came careering around the corner and screeched to a halt outside the airport. I made to run towards it, but a woman elbowed me in the neck and leapt up on to the back, pulling her children up to join her. The crowd surged towards this chance for safety, cramming on after her until the truck was full. As it drove off into the distance, I began to chase after it. The first thing you're told to do in a natural disaster is to leave your belongings and run, but I was pushing 30 kg of luggage up a hill and a tsunami was on its way. 


  The stitch in my side caused me to bend over double and I felt like I was being torn in half. As I battled to catch my breath, I caught a glimpse of the scenes of panic behind me and forced myself to continue. In the still air, exhaust fumes from overloaded motorbikes and pick-up trucks were suffocating my every breath.


  I heard a loud bang and let out a whimper. This was it. The end. I twisted my neck, expecting to see an enormous black wave, but the ocean was calmly twinkling behind the airport. Several metres behind me, a middle-aged woman sat bawling on the ground, her suitcase wide open and her clothes strewn across the road. I hesitated for a second, deliberating whether to help, but shook my head and turned away. Guilt flooded my stomach and I broke down in tears. Nobody even glanced at me. When faced with the prospect of our own mortality, we were all fighting for ourselves. 


  This past month had been one of the best of my life, spent island-hopping in Thailand while learning how to relax after yet another traumatising travel incident. Right now, I was supposed to be on a plane to the north of the country but instead, I was running away from the airport with a thousand terrified strangers. It had all happened so quickly: the earthquake; the tsunami; the evacuation. 


  When I'd announced I was going to travel the world, the initial support from friends had lasted only until they'd realised I was serious. Then it had transformed into snide jokes and comments about how I'd be home within weeks. 'You can't go,' my mum had told me. 'You'll never last. Travel is too dangerous, especially for someone like you.'


  Especially for someone like me. I'd decided I wanted to travel when I was 18 years old, several years after I experienced my first panic attack. I'd always been a nervous child, shy and timid, I'd struggled to make friends and was terrified of everything, but travel had always calmed my mind. I'd been miserable at home, too afraid to leave the house, so desperate for control that I'd developed an eating disorder and was always convinced that living life would result in my death. Despite these barriers, I'd been hopeful that seeing the world could help put my fears into perspective. I'd wanted to visit the places I'd spent years obsessing over and had wondered if spending some time away would help me gain control of my life. 


  For the first few months of my trip, I'd been convinced my friends and family were right. Travel was supposed to have been the best thing I'd ever done, but my lack of life experience had thrown me from one traumatising incident to another: I'd been scammed by Chinese teenagers, fainted on my first day in Hong Kong, had the brakes of my motorbike fail in Thailand and fallen into a rice paddy in Indonesia. 


  It felt like a cruel kind of irony for this to be happening to me now, then, just as I was starting to gain control of my anxiety; just as I had stopped panicking that everything I did would result in my death. I was 23 years old and had spent my entire life trying to melt into the background. Now that I was finally learning how to live, it was all going to be taken away from me. 


  A deafening roar brought me back to the moment and I spun around to face the sea. The Thai teenagers who had been sunbathing on a nearby patch of grass rose to their feet. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw desperate parents pushing their children up palm trees and on top of walls. 


  I stood frozen to the spot, 100 m from the glistening turquoise ocean, and waited to die. 
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