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Prologue

Ten years ago

In the distance, the rocky mountains of Missoula sit sombrely under an expanse of sky so big it feels like we’re the only ones left in the world. On the velvety grass, I lie back on my elbows as Mom loops daisies together like the ultimate flower child.

‘It’s time for you to fly free, baby girl.’

She always knows.

‘How …?’

Mom gives me a slow smile. ‘You don’t think a mother recognises when her own child has itchy feet? Wanderlust can be a curse as much as it can be a cure. But I have to let you go – as hard as it’ll be. I expect phone calls every week.’

‘At least every week, Mom.’

She’s silent for a beat as she toys with the daisies. When she looks back at me, the smile has faded. ‘Luna, I want you to make me a promise … Never run away from hard things. Face your problems head on, OK? Running away never solves anything.’

‘OK … Mom, I promise.’ It’s not like Mom to talk so seriously. Is it that me leaving is inevitable and she’s coming to terms with that? Is she worried I’ll be all alone as I travel? I’ve tried to settle here, but the excitement of being still has worn off. It’s ingrained in me, to keep roaming, keep searching. Staying put feels like pressing pause. ‘But …’

‘No buts. If I’ve taught you anything, it’s that you’ve got to follow your heart. There’s a big wide world out there that needs exploring. When the darkness comes, you’ll find the light.’

Darkness? Is she referring to our aborted trip to Venice just recently? We’d returned to Missoula in a rush, our jaunt cut short with no explanation. Mom had been different there, silent. More contained, holding herself tight as though her secrets might spill out. I didn’t understand it; I still don’t. But she won’t be questioned about it. That’s Mom. Open one minute, closed off the next. Still, she loves me fiercely and is always on my side – like a lioness protecting her cub.

‘It’s just that it’s always been us,’ I say. ‘Who will I be without you?’ We’ve travelled the globe my entire life, until Mom announced in Venice a few months ago she was settling in Missoula. For good. Would she miss roaming? Miss waking up under a different patch of sky? Miss me? Twenty-three years, it’s been us together against the world.

‘You’ll be you, Luna. A worldly, smart, strong, independent woman who knows her mind and wears her heart on her sleeve. You might find yourself oceans away but there’s an invisible thread that connects our hearts and souls, so that distance will never come between us.’

Mom knows I’ve been killing time here, wanting to escape but not having the courage to tell her. ‘It’ll be so strange without you.’ Will I enjoy the thrill of a new place if I’m alone?

‘It might be strange in the beginning, but you’ll find other roamers and you’ll never look back.’

‘Like you did.’

‘Just like I did, baby girl. Like we did.’ She places the daisy chain on my head like a crown. I look to the mountains once more. They’ve been here for millennia and they’ll be here when I get back. Just like Mom will be. It’s time to leave the nest.




Chapter 1

Ten years later

On Ko Pha Ngan island the full moon sinks into the horizon where the sky meets the sea. Soon it will be nautical twilight. Glittery stars shine in the deep dark, helping old Thai sailors navigate their way home.

Usually, I love this predawn time, watching the inky black blanket above dissolve into purple and lilac hues, swirling like the brushstrokes of a watercolour painting. Time slows, as if the earth is taking a deep breath, renewing itself for the coming day, a new sunrise, a fresh start.

But it’s hard to absorb the beauty of the slipping sky with the noise, the crowds. The press of bodies: one rhythmic mass. Even the sand vibrates to the pulse of the music. Waves rolling in to the shore shimmy to the beat. What did I expect though? A row of mellow yogis doing the lotus pose?

Hat Rin beach is full of glow-in-the-dark body-painted revellers who dance like no one is watching. The vibe is electric, as if everyone has been hypnotised by the full moon. There’s an energy about them, as if their batteries have been fully charged. Partygoers skip through ropes that are aflame. Buckets of beer are carried up and down the shore by wobbly-legged people.

Sharp bursts of laughter carry over the sound of the music as I search faces for my friend Gigi, who I lost an hour ago among the crowds.

A few minutes later, I come to the far end of the beach. It’s like stepping through a portal into another world. Gone are the ravers moving as one to trance tracks. Here Bob Marley drifts lazily into the atmosphere, along with the sweet, earthy smell of smoke from bonfires and hand-rolled cigarettes. Dreadlocks abound and everyone wears neon tie-dye, their face-paint sparkling under a black light. Merrymakers huddle in groups, playing instruments, or gazing soulfully at one another. Some chatter away, putting the world to rights. Vegetarianism is the only way, man. The only way we’ll survive as a planet. And the gentle rebuttal: Veganism, man. That’s the only way!

I spot Gigi, sitting in a circle, strumming a ukulele as she only half-listens to a British guy lecture her about women’s rights. I cast my eyes at the sky once more; has anyone noticed the moon is gone? Soon it will be sunrise, and already the air thickens with humidity.

‘Here she is!’ Gigi drops the ukulele, jumps up and leads me away from the group. ‘If I hear one more guy claim he’s a feminist just to get in my pants, I’m going to scream. Did you see that guy and his Down with the Patriarchy tee? Like, as if!’

‘Let’s get out of here. The vibe is off.’ There’s a subtle shift in the energy, as if it’s a warning to call it a night.

Gigi turns to me. ‘It is off. Let’s head back to the bungalow, and you can tell me all about how you found yourself growing up in a commune in the Thai jungle.’

I’ve been promising to tell Gigi about my childhood for ages, and it’s not as though I don’t trust her, it’s that people often associate communes with cults, and I don’t like having to defend myself to those who lack the grace to listen. But I can’t keep putting her off, and I know Gigi isn’t like most people.

‘Come on, Luna, you promised!’

‘OK. Strap yourself in.’ We link arms and trudge along the soft sand. ‘The communes were a place of belonging.’ I make a poor attempt at mimicking a documentary narrator because I’ve told this story so many times it’s become rote. ‘A non-judgemental, supportive environment where women pitched in together to raise their babies the way they wanted, and not the way they were told to do.’

‘I can picture it already.’ There’s a wistful note in her voice.

I go way back to stories my mom told me. ‘They started in the Sixties when to be an unmarried mother was considered a sin in most Western cultures. But they were just as important for women like my mother who came later.’

‘Can you even imagine?’ Gigi says. ‘Like of all the things to worry about, being an unmarried mother was top of the list. Crazy.’

‘Exactly! Why should having a baby out of wedlock change the course of their lives? This was miles before my mom’s time but, even when I was born, women still didn’t have total autonomy. We still don’t.’

It blows my mind when I think about those revolutionary women and how brave they were to go against the grain.

The recollections come thick and fast. ‘Mom’s home life wasn’t good, so she left as soon as she could and travelled alone for years before she stumbled on the Thai commune when she was pregnant with me.’

‘Kismet?’

‘It really feels like it, right? It was a joy growing up here surrounded by so many other kids. The Thai people took us under their wing, understanding what the women were about while westerners clearly did not.’

Even though I was young, I recall the looks when we went into town for supplies. The side-eye stares from westerners not part of the communes. I remember Mom and her friends being whispered about wherever we went. How dare these vagabonds live with no rules, no moral compass, and traipse around barefoot!

Those earth mothers let the judgement slide off their suntanned skin. They had each other. We were a family. Still are to this day, even though we’re scattered across the world like so many dandelion seeds.

‘We left Thailand when I was about four or five and didn’t stop moving until my mom settled in Montana ten years ago. It’s still unreal to think of her staying in one place. But, she’s happy living on a big stretch of land with other off-grid enthusiasts.’

Gigi shakes her head as if in awe. ‘Your mom is the ultimate free spirit. I can’t wait to meet her one day. She knew back in the Nineties that she wouldn’t follow society’s expectations of what a woman’s life should look like. She chose to live outside the lines, to find what mattered to her. I’m sure it wasn’t easy, but it was worth it. Those women who came before paved the way.’

I knew Gigi would understand. My life started here, in Thailand. In a small commune run by women, for women. They say it takes a village to raise a child and that’s what I had. A whole village of like-minded women who looked out for one another and their offspring. Until the next adventure beckoned on the balmy breeze, and with babes strapped to their chests they followed their hearts and kept roaming. The communes are long since gone. Those beautiful barefoot women with a baby on a breast are now elsewhere. They were ahead of their time with their wildness, their sense of adventure …

‘Now Mom’s only battle is beating cancer. But she’s got her apothecary for that, and she’s winning. Every day she gets that little bit stronger.’ A year ago, she gave me the news of her diagnosis. Mom told me not to cut my travels short and rush home. It was under control. While Mom might be the best healer there is, she doesn’t like being the coddled patient. Still, she’s my everything, so rush home I did. I stayed for a few weeks and saw with my very own eyes that she was getting the best care and the prognosis was good.

‘I’m so glad she’s winning, Luna. The world needs Ruby – no two ways about it.’

Gigi adores my mom, even though they’ve never met except on video calls. ‘Sure does.’

We lapse into silence for a moment.

Gigi leans her head on my shoulder as we walk. ‘I’m sorry the full moon party was such a bust. Tonight was supposed to be all about you! We were supposed to appeal to the moon gods and offer up a sacrifice, a human one if need be, maybe the guy wearing the Down with the Patriarchy tee would’ve sufficed, so you’d get the answers you need.’

Gigi’s only half joking. We came to the full moon party because of my past. Gigi insists something magical will happen because I was named Luna, in ode to this place. I was supposed to be open to some sign, some flashing light showing me the way. Giving me some answers. It wasn’t quite the chilled-out peace party I’d been expecting though, from my mom’s descriptions of it back in the day.

It could be folklore – so much is where my mom is concerned – but, the story goes, Mom celebrated here one magical night back in 1990. This was before it was the spectacle it is these days. Back then it was a small beach party, the sandy shore full of hippies dancing under the moonlight.

I envision my mom back then, with her long dirty-blonde hair, bikini top and denim cut-offs, swaying to the music. That night she said she fell in love with a guy who had a lyrical voice and a sensual smile. When she awoke at dawn the next day, he was gone, and she thought she dreamed the whole experience. Until a couple of months later when she found out she was pregnant with me. Her full moon baby, Luna.

I’ve always wondered about the man who fathered me. I know I’m like him physically: dark hair, dark eyes, olive skin. The way Mom described my birth was so magical that I grew up believing I was a gift from the universe sent when she needed me most.

Besides, I always told myself I didn’t need a father. I had all the moms a kid could want – but the truth is, I’ve always felt like a puzzle with one piece missing.

A wave of homesickness crashes over me. That invisible thread that binds mother to daughter can only stretch so far in this big wide world. I haven’t seen her since that hurried visit home, although we talk on the phone at least once a week and send funny cat memes and sunset pictures almost every day.

It’s a sign. I need to stay for a bit in her tiny off-grid home, in the chilled-out bohemian enclave that suits her artistic temperament. A modern-day commune of sorts. A great big patch of land, filled with her friends, living peacefully. But I know she’ll hate me hovering over her. Hate that I’ve cut my Thailand trip short on her account. But sometimes you just have to go with your instinct. And my instinct tells me it’s time to go back.

It’ll be bittersweet to leave Thailand so soon – the place my life began. A tropical paradise where the only definite is that the sun will rise and set. I suppose it was inevitable that I’d return here. And probably will time and again. There are still so many unanswered questions.

While my mom and I are close, she’s a vault at times. Why did we leave the commune here? The romantic in me wonders if she stayed for as long as she could, hoping the man who made her a mother would return. On that subject, she only has brief details.

Over time, my imagination has run wild. Would I recognise my father if I stumbled upon him? Do we share the same smile, the same mannerisms?

The sensible part of me knows he’s not here. Knows I won’t brush shoulders with a man in the street and recognise my features on his. He was a tourist – the chances are less than slim – but what if he’s been searching for her too?

Wishful thinking is my specialty.

This is why I roam. Searching for that elusive utopia. Wanting answers I’ll never find. Looking for a backpacker from more than thirty-three years ago who remains nameless. Faceless. Mom says it was meant to be. A divine birth.

So, I wander, trying to find my place in the world. It’s why I stick to busy cities. I can get lost in the crowd. Be invisible among so many faces while I look for his.

*

Gigi and I are up again by mid-morning to head to the beach to sunbake away the lethargy after the full moon party. I throw a couple of books into my tote, along with a tube of sun cream and sarongs.

It doesn’t take long for Gigi to assume the position: hands up, mouth agape, asleep. While she softly snores beside me, I people-watch as I flip the pages of an epic love story. Romance novels give me life. Who doesn’t love love? I want my own fairy tale.

But it’s hard to be in a long-term relationship, living the way I do. So far, it hasn’t worked out. Maybe I’m too wild, too flighty. But I believe in soulmates. It’s written in the stars, in tarot and numerology too. Hope blows stronger on the breeze some days.

While I wait for Mr. Right, I delight in reading about swoony fictional entanglements. Billionaires. Brainiacs. Bad boys. Men from the wrong side of the tracks. I’ve fallen for them all.

I dive back into my book, hoping my heroine gives her first love a second chance after all these years. They’ve had to contend with the outbreak of war, losing contact, her marriage, his children. These star-crossed lovers deserve their shot at love.

Eventually Gigi shifts position and sits up. ‘The salty air is doing wonders for my sleep-deprived brain.’

I raise a brow. ‘That and the two-hour nap you just took.’

She glances at her watch. ‘Wow, two hours, did I?’ Gigi pulls off the sarong I draped over her to protect her from the bite of the sun. ‘Thanks, Luna. I’d have been boiled crab orange by now.’

I grin; it’s happened so many times before. Gigi can sleep anywhere, with no discernible warning. She’s even fallen asleep mid-sentence. I’m sure it’s a form of narcolepsy but she claims it’s simply being attuned to knowing when her body needs rest. ‘You were talking in your sleep again.’

‘About eating?’

I laugh. ‘How did you know?’

Gigi is obsessed with food. She’ll try anything, no matter how eyebrow-raising. ‘I’ve been hankering after those fish tacos I had in Tijuana. Speaking of which …’

‘Let me guess, you’re hungry?’ And with that her stomach rumbles in agreement. ‘How about some Khao Niew Ma Muang?’ I offer.

‘You pronounce the names so well, but I have no idea what that is, which is annoying since I’m supposed to be the fount of knowledge.’ Gigi’s a food blogger, and an up-and-coming influencer. It’s been a lifesaver when funds have dwindled, and we’ve been invited to eat meals in return for a sponsored post. Aside from that, we pick up any work we can. Fruit picking, dish washing, car park attending, English tutoring, online surveys, you name it – we’ve done it.

‘It’s sweet sticky rice with mango and costs next to nothing here.’ I picked up Thai language easily when I was young – as kids do – and I still remember bits and pieces as the signs around town have jogged my memory.

‘Ooh, count me in. Shall we pack up and go find some?’

‘Yep.’ I shut my book and say a silent apology to the characters for making them pause their romance for me.

As I go to bundle up my towel, I feel a strange rumbling sensation. I glance around, but no one else seems to notice. Bikini-clad girls take selfies. Elderly couples soak up the sun. Kids gambol in the shallows.

The world tilts on its axis, upsetting my balance. I brace myself, but for what?

I do a mental stocktake but there it is again – the ground beneath me shifts. There’s a roar, like a storm incoming. I look above and only see the bright blue sky and cotton-ball clouds. ‘Did you feel that?’ I ask Gigi, searching the faces of strangers around me whose expressions remain serene. Can’t they sense it?

‘Feel what?’ Gigi asks as she packs her belongings.

My first thought is a tsunami, but none of the alarms have sounded and it feels more subtle than that. It seems almost internal somehow because no one else reacts. Not even to bat an eyelid or take a second glance.

‘Nothing.’ I paste on a smile but a sense of foreboding washes over me. Should we get off the beach? I watch the water recede and return. It’s flat, unthreatening, so why do I suddenly feel so ill at ease?

Gigi surveys me, her eyebrows knitted. ‘Are you OK?’

‘Yeah. I’m fine.’ I avert my gaze and stare out to the water, wondering what it means, because it always means something. I get these premonitions every now and then but they’re never decipherable when it matters. You can’t grow up as the poster flower child and not have some kind of knowing, I guess.

‘Let’s fill up our bellies before the rest of them get out of bed and hit the streets to cure their hangovers.’ Neither of us are big drinkers, which helps when you lead the lifestyle we do. Last night’s partygoers certainly gave it a good bashing and I bet there’s a few waking up with sore heads today.

We find a street food vendor and order two plates of Khao Niew Ma Muang. The air is thick with humidity, as the sun crescendos high in the sky. We thank the vendor, a tiny woman missing her two front teeth, who wears a wide smile. ‘Pretty girls,’ she says, and we thank her once more. I’m too distracted to pay much attention.

‘I need shade,’ Gigi says.

Our humble bungalow beach hut isn’t far from here. A headache looms and I’m unfathomably out of sorts. Cars whiz by, the road a cacophony of noise. ‘Or head back to the bungalow?’

‘Yeah,’ Gigi says, sweat beading her brow. ‘You look like you could use some time alone. How about we eat, and then I leave you in peace for a bit?’ Gigi can read people like no one I’ve met before. She senses I’m unsettled. Whatever it is lingers, following in my wake. The world shifts, but I don’t want to untangle its meaning. By the time I’ve figured it out, it’ll be too late to do anything. What kind of gift is that? Tarot cards usually bring clarity, so I’ll give those a go in the coolness of the bungalow.

‘A bit of quiet sounds good. I’m beat,’ I say to Gigi. Maybe it’s just my body reacting to a late night. I’m usually the early to bed, early to rise type. Morning meditations and a spot of yoga and I haven’t done that since we’ve been here, so my balance is out of whack.

‘Thailand is great, but it sure is hectic. Maybe we need an ashram after here? Somewhere we can chill out for a bit,’ Gigi suggests. ‘I could do a feature on vegetarian food for those who are plant-curious.’

‘It’s all the rage right now but funds are low. We’ll have to get work fairly soon.’

‘How utterly boring.’

‘Right? And I’d love to go see my mom. We can pick up work in Missoula easily enough.’

‘Now you’re talking! I’ll finally get to meet our queen.’

Gigi and I connected at a hostel in Bondi, Australia, and have been together since. She texts Mom almost as much as I do now. We did a lap of Oz in a rusty old campervan whose nickname was Rusty Rust Bucket. If a friendship can survive living in close confines like that, it can survive anything. Sure we squabble over petty stuff sometimes, but we get over it just as fast. Gigi’s the say-it-as-it-is type with a ready laugh and doesn’t take life too seriously. Once we finished our epic road trip around Australia, we went to New Zealand, the land of the long white cloud, before heading here. I’ve seen so much beauty, sometimes I wonder if it’s real.

Back at the bungalow we eat in companionable silence. The fruit is juicy and sweet and brings back so many memories of the children of the commune, feasting on fresh mangos from the tree, our faces sticky from our gluttony.

We fall silent for a bit and then I ask, ‘Are you going to be OK exploring on your own?’ We’ve grown protective of each other, always on high alert in a new place until we find our feet. While I’m vaguely familiar with Thailand, it was a long time ago – and Gigi has never been here before.

‘Sure am. I’m going to take some content for the ’gram. Relax, Luna, and we’ll head to the beach for sunset later, yeah?’

‘OK, good plan.’

With a backwards wave she’s gone. I find my tarot cards and cleanse them by lighting some incense and letting the smoke undulate in the air above. With some centring breaths, I get myself into the right mental space. I close my eyes and shuffle the cards, asking the question: What does the shifting sensation mean? Why did the earth tilt on its axis? I’m silently begging them not to tell me what I already know. My body knows. My heart recognises the break.

I lay out the cards. As I’m translating their meaning my cell phone rings, startling me. Holding my breath, I survey the cards once more. The ache in my chest tightens as the phone bleats incessantly. I don’t want to answer it because I know I’m right. I’ve known since the ground moved beneath me at the beach, since I felt the rumble of change.




Chapter 2

‘Hello?’

‘Baby girl.’ The only other person in the whole wide world who calls me that is my Aunt Loui. My honorary aunt, one of those women who danced into our life and never left. ‘Luna?’ her voice shakes. ‘Can you hear me, all right?’

Aunt Loui is usually loud, strong, protective, with her Janis-Joplin-esque gravelly voice and straight-shooting persona, but now she sounds like a hollowed-out version of herself. Meek, somehow.

‘Aunt Loui, I’m here.’

There’s a snuffling sound, like she’s trying to compose herself. How long has it taken her to work up the courage to call?

‘It’s Mom, isn’t it?’ As soon as the words leave my mouth, the ground beneath me moves once more. The shift is so seismic that I grab the wall so I don’t fall.

‘She’s gone. I’m so sorry, Luna.’

‘Gone?’ We only spoke two days ago just after I’d landed in Thailand. She said she had something to tell me, but I’d been stuck in the customs queue and ordered by an official to hang up the phone. Mom told me not to worry, she’d call back later. ‘But …?’

There’s a pause and then: ‘The decline happened so fast otherwise I’d have called you home. It took us all by surprise.’

‘Was she in pain?’ How can this be? While she didn’t sound like her sunny self on our last call, she didn’t sound like she was actively dying either.

‘No, it was a peaceful passing. We were all with her, hoping against hope we were wrong. The day before she was up and about, so we thought … we thought …’ Her words peter off. ‘She was such a fighter, baby girl, that none of us expected this.’

Was. We’re already talking in past tense about a woman so vital I’d presumed she’d live forever. A woman whose spirit was at times so boundless, a brightly lit flame that would never expire. This cannot be happening.

‘I wish I’d been with her.’ We’d roamed together for so long. I’d lived inside her pocket my entire childhood. And then I took off again, knowing I had a place to go back to whenever I needed it. Her human experience is over, just like that? What had she wanted to tell me that day on the phone as I was trying to get through the chaos of the Thai airport? That her journey earthside was coming to an end?

‘Me too, Luna. Me too.’ It’s why the ground shifted, the sky rumbled. The air thickened as she drifted to the next place. Saying last goodbyes as she floated the celestial path to beyond. Will she wait for me there?

Tears fall, silent streams running down my cheeks till I think I might die from the pain. This sudden shock to my system feels almost like my death too. A part of me is blackened, charred, dead. With no warning, no word, I’m suddenly untethered. The thread that binds us is broken. It doesn’t exist anymore and how can that be?

Ruby, free-spirited earth mother, took strays under her gossamer wings, the lost and broken, the damaged and bruised. Did she see herself in them? Those wings, they were wide; there was enough room for everyone who needed shoring up. How will we cope without her?

Mom sang, she taught watercolour painting, she knitted, she created. She sunned her crystals. Wrote poetry and read aloud at slams surrounded by broody artists half her age, who cheered her on. She was ageless. Everyone wanted to be in her spotlight, even me. Even with her complicated moods. Her about-faces. Her ups and downs. I loved her with every breath in my body. How is it possible I’ll never see her again?

‘Will you come home, baby girl? We’ll celebrate her life the way she deserves.’

How can I go home when there is no home if she’s not there?

‘Come home, Luna.’ Aunt Loui’s voice breaks. Losing Mom isn’t only hurting me.

‘I’ll be there as soon as I can. Love you.’ Tears fall so hard my eyes blur. How could that soul, that spirit, that rock star of a woman up and leave this world, just like that? Sure, she had her faults, but don’t we all? She made up for it when she found the light once more.

‘Love you too. Get home safe.’

I end the call and sit back on the bed, stunned at this new reality. I try to connect to her, across all these oceans, spiritual planes, the goddamn ether and wait for a sign. Nothing comes but a murky darkness. Mom’s taken all the light with her. I can’t feel her or sense her here.

I text Gigi to come back to the bungalow and attempt to make a plan of what I need to do in order to leave.

A metaphysical goddess has transitioned to the next phase, gone in so much stardust.

*

‘I’m coming with you,’ Gigi says and envelops me in a hug. She squeezes me tight, and I let myself cry until the tears run out. I must fall asleep because when I wake, the room is spick and span, and our backpacks sit forlornly by the bungalow door.

‘Hey,’ Gigi says, sitting at the foot of the bed, phone in hand. ‘I’ve booked us a boat out of here and two flights to get back to Missoula. I’ve cancelled the rest of the bungalow stay and packed our things. What do you need? What can I do?’

My eyes are sore from crying, and Gigi’s love and support is enough to tip me over the edge again. Mom adored Gigi for her ability to read people and not settle for second best, made better still by her big heart. ‘I’m …’ I go to say fine, good, OK, but none of those things are true. ‘I don’t know what I need. I don’t know who to be now. Where do I go from here?’

She pats my leg through the thin, itchy blanket. ‘You listen to your heart. That’s all you can do. If you want to wail, then wail. If you want to punch the pillow, be my guest. If you want to drown yourself in kombucha, I will do my level best to find some. Or we can chat about your mom. Will that help?’

I consider my options. Reading is where I go when the world gets too heavy but even that seems impossible now. What do words matter? ‘Sleep, I think I’ll sleep.’ And maybe I’ll wake up to a new reality. Or at least forget this one for a while.

She kisses my forehead, just like my mom used to do. ‘Sleep, Luna. And I’ll make sure we’re up in time to head to the port.’




Chapter 3

I’m hollowed out and numb from the interminable travel and grief when Aunt Loui meets us at the airport. I run into the comfort of her outstretched arms. As always, she smells of sandalwood and patchouli, and earth from her garden. Like home.

‘Oh, baby girl, is it good to see you!’ Her voice sounds muffled through my hair.

‘You too.’ After an age we let go, but I clasp her hand tight. Aunt Loui is almost like an extension of Mom and I need her close, like I need air to breathe. ‘This is my friend Gigi. Gigi, this is Aunt Loui.’

Gigi grins at her, her eyes shining with excitement. She’s heard so many tales about Aunt Loui’s escapades. ‘The Aunt Loui? The one who went running naked down the main street of Missoula?’

Aunt Loui turns to me and raises a brow. ‘That’s the story you chose to tell?’

I laugh. ‘Your reputation precedes you. What can I say?’

She squeezes my hand tight and turns back to Gigi. ‘Well, I do hope Luna told you the full story?’

‘Where’s the fun in that?’ I joke.

Aunt Loui hoists my backpack on her shoulder, as if it weighs nothing, and leads us outside. ‘True. Well, I was protesting the live meat trade. I don’t know about where you’re from, Gigi, but around here it’s impossible to get people’s attention. I mean, you literally need to be naked to



























A Letter from Rebecca Raisin

Thank you so much for choosing to read The Little Venice Bookshop. If you would like to be the first to know about my new releases, click below to sign up to my mailing list.

Sign up here!

I hope you loved The Little Venice Bookshop and if you did, I would be so grateful if you would leave a review. I always love to hear what readers thought, and it helps new readers discover my books too.

I’m active on social media and would love to connect with you there. I mainly chat about my writing process and keep you in the loop of what’s coming next. I also love talking about books I’m enjoying and am slightly obsessed with sharing my TBR pile and asking for other book recommendations too! I’m still trying to learn TikTok so bear with me as I fumble my way around that site!

Thanks,

Rebecca

http://www.rebeccaraisin.com/

https://twitter.com/jaxandwillsmum

https://www.facebook.com/RebeccaRaisinAuthor

https://www.tiktok.com/@rebeccaraisinwrites
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A Greek island holiday. A fake-dating pact. A chance at true love?

After losing her job as a book scout, hopeless romantic Evie needs a fresh start. So when she hears that her eccentric grandmother has just taken on a small bookshop in Santorini, Evie jumps at the chance to visit her.

But life on the island is not as idyllic as it first seems. Gran has a tempestuous relationship with her landlord and he’s threatening to take the bookshop away from her. So when Gran asks Evie to fake a romance with her landlord’s Greek God of a grandson, Georgios, to keep the family on side, she reluctantly agrees.

As the sun sets on Evie’s Greek holiday, can she save the bookshop – and fake date her way to love?


Don’t miss the new novel from the bestselling author of The Little Venice Bookshop!

Click here to order
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Everyone has a story. You just have to read between the lines …

When Elodie applies for the job of librarian in peaceful Willow Grove, she’s looking forward to a new start. As the daughter of a media empire, her every move has been watched for years, and she longs to work with the thing she loves most: books.

It’s a chance to make a real difference too, because she soon realises that there are other people in Willow Grove who might need a fresh start – like the homeless man everyone walks past without seeing, or the divorcée who can’t seem to escape her former husband’s misdeeds.

Together with local journalist Finn, Elodie decides these people have stories that need sharing. What if instead of borrowing books readers could ‘borrow’ a person, and hear the life stories of those they’ve overlooked?

But Elodie isn’t quite sharing her whole story either. As the story of the library’s new success grows, will her own secret be revealed?

An uplifting story about fresh starts, new beginnings and the power of stories, from the bestselling author of Rosie’s Travelling Tea Shop!

Click here to buy
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The trip of a lifetime!

Rosie Lewis has her life together.

A swanky job as a Michelin-starred sous chef, a loving husband and future children scheduled for an exact date.

That’s until she comes home one day to find her husband’s pre-packed bag and a confession that he’s had an affair.

Heartbroken and devastated, Rosie drowns her sorrows in a glass (or three) of wine, only to discover the following morning that she has spontaneously invested in a bright pink campervan to facilitate her grand plans to travel the country.

Now, Rosie is about to embark on the trip of a lifetime, and the chance to change her life! With Poppy, her new-found travelling tea shop in tow, nothing could go wrong, could it …?

A laugh-out-loud novel of love, friendship and adventure! Perfect for fans of Debbie Johnson and Holly Martin.

Click here to buy
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This summer will change everything!

Aria Summers knows what she wants.

A life on the road with best friend Rosie and her beloved camper-van-cum-book-shop, and definitely, definitely, no romance.

But when Aria finds herself falling – after one too many glasses of wine, from a karaoke stage – into the arms of Jonathan, a part of her comes back to life for the first time in years.

Since her beloved husband died Aria has sworn off love, unless it’s the kind you can find in the pages of a book. One love of her life is quite enough.

And so Aria tries to forget Jonathan and sets off for a summer to remember in France. But could this trip change Aria’s life forever …?

A heartwarming, uplifting and hilarious novel of friendship, love and adventure! Perfect for fans of Debbie Johnson and Holly Martin.

Click here to buy
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