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Introduction 

Some of you may be a little familiar with the book 
Eat, Pray, Love. It's a woman's search 'for everything' 
after a horrible divorce. The author's search takes her 
to Italy, India and Bali. Coincidentally, the last three 
countries I've been to are the same ones, and in the same order, although 
there were returns home in between. In Italy, Elizabeth Gilbert ate what she 
liked and lost weight, and had to swear to be celibate for a year because she'd 
always had men in her life; in India, she did yoga, stayed in an ashram and 
had some sort of spiritual breakthrough; and in Bali, she looked for balance in 
her life, met an incredible healer and wound up banging a hot Brazilian 
whom she went on to marry. I have nothing against this writer and I know 
that many women have loved this book. However, I couldn't have less in 
common with Elizabeth Gilbert if I was just a gas. 

I've had several years where I've been celibate; the difference is that I was 
often desperately trying to have sex. If I had eaten everything I wanted to in 
Italy, I would have come back the size of a small zeppelin, and as it was I was 
constipated and sleeping in a room with my seventy-year-old birth mother, 
and the only man who came onto me was so short and so wide, he was 
virtually a circle. 

I went to India on a spiritual journey too – in fact, for the TV show I made for 
the ABC, Judith Lucy's Spiritual Journey. While my ten days there was a great 
experience, the only yoga I did was on the roof of a boat, which nearly landed 
me in a neck brace. It was taught to me by a man who was so incompetent 
and bored that I may as well have just had diarrhoea for an extra day, because 
I could have had a more enlightening experience in a toilet. 

And after finishing the show, I went to Bali. I didn't meet my future husband, 
and the 'healer' I encountered massaged my breasts. That wasn't the first time 
this has happened, either – my jugs must seem so tense. 

I guess what I do have in common with Elizabeth is our desire to make 
shitloads of cash by telling our stories. Gee, that's not what I meant to type, 
let's try that again: What we do have in common is the fact that we were both 



pretty depressed and wanted to work out why and how to live a better or 
more fulfilling life. 

My 'journey' didn't take place over a year, but for the past forty-four. I grew 
up a staunch Catholic, but when I turned my back on that religion I believed 
in nothing and threw myself into my career, good times and finding Mr Right, 
believing that one or all of the above would make me happy. Not that I had 
any idea what being happy really was, but gradually I started to realise that 
none of these things seemed to be working, and when my parents died within 
ten months of each other, it made me start to question everything, even 
though I don't think I was aware of that for some time. 

While I was slowly recognising that booze, boys and comedy might not hold 
the answer to the meaning of life, I was also developing a real love of yoga 
(try not to feel nauseous), which led me to an interest in spirituality (a word I 
still struggle with). At some point, I realised that I was less anxious, less 
desperate for a drink and not quite so dependent on circumstances dictating 
my state of mind. I was less of a pain in the arse. I really did feel better and I 
thought it might be worth writing that down. And though the idea for the 
book came before the idea for Judith Lucy's Spiritual Journey (and actually 
before I read Eat, Pray, Love), I've written about the experience of the 
television series as well. 

I'm not living in a cave in the Himalayas, I'm single and I still drink 
(sometimes I still drink a lot). But I am less fucked up, and I thought, why not 
share a story that's sort of about spirituality, but doesn't take itself too 
seriously, and has no eating, less praying and loving, and a lot more drinking, 
smoking and passing out, because if my tale didn't have those elements, it 
would just be a pamphlet. 
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