
I’m currently en route to London on my British Airways 777 jet plane, and it’s 

been one of my better flying experiences. This may be due in part to the 

destination I’m closer and closer to reaching each second that the plane is 

moving, but I have a feeling it has more to do with the fact that I am 

completely solo right now. Sure there are a couple other girls in my study 

abroad program that I’m beginning to meet and know, but they’re about 16 

rows in front of me. I am so excited to meet people and make friends that I’ll 

hopefully have for the rest of my life, but honestly I am pretty content with this 

feeling of being able to accomplish the feat of world travel on my own. It’s like 

I’m finally leaving for college two and a half years after I was scheduled to 

depart. 

Parts of me are numb to this experience still, but I guess that is because I 

don’t really know what to make of this whole situation. I do know, however, 

that there is one thing that will definitely stay with me after this trip is long 

over, and that is this: the apple juice smells like piss. Yes. You read that 

correctly. It just has this distinct urine smell that reminds me of the port-a-

potties at cross country meets in the fall. I guess the juice tasted fine, and the 

flight attendant was kind enough handing out the beverages, but there is 

definitely someone at fault, and that someone is the person that chose the 

piss smelling juice. 

After that riveting description of my thoughts and feeling thus far on this trip I 

have to ask myself a question. Will this get easier/better/interesting? The 

answer is I don’t know. All I really know is that writing this entry has made me 

think a little more about what my next air time beverage will be. 


