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      Travel can change everything.

      For many women, taking a solo journey isn’t just about seeing unfamiliar places. It's about remembering we deserve space, freedom, and adventure. It’s a chance to reclaim our time and remind ourselves that life’s best moments don’t have to wait.

      While society often warns women about the dangers of traveling alone, the reality is that home remains the most dangerous place for countless women worldwide. In 2024, the United Nations Office on Drugs and Crime reported that many women are harmed—or killed—by an intimate partner within their own walls.

      That’s one reason this book exists: to remind us that stepping out can be safer than staying put, and that we are not alone in our fears, or our bravery. This anthology also supports the YWCA, a nonprofit committed to helping empower women and eliminate racism—so every story here helps women move toward freedom, at home and abroad.

      When we step away from the daily grind and familiar surroundings, even if we simply camp down the street, we often discover a version of ourselves we’d nearly forgotten. Solo travel can spark friendships, boost confidence, shift perspectives, and uncover new goals. Sometimes, it simply gives us permission to rest.

      Many women wait for a life event—a diagnosis, a loss, an empty nest—to grant them “permission” to put themselves first. But we don’t have to wait. We can choose to say yes to adventures, big or small.

      These pages hold stories of solo journeys near and far. Whether it’s a weekend retreat, an overseas escapade, or a simple day trip that changed everything, these writers remind us that courage grows with every mile, and that the choice to put ourselves first is one of the most powerful choices we can make.

      The stories in this collection are as varied as the women who wrote them. Contributors come from different cultures, ages, and experiences, and many are writing in English as a second (or third) language. I chose to keep edits minimal so each voice remains authentic, with its own rhythm and character. You may notice differences in style, grammar, or word choice, but we believe these reflect the richness of global storytelling. What matters most here are the journeys shared, the risks taken, and the resilience revealed.

      May these stories spark your own. May they remind you that adventure, healing, and joy are worth choosing—again and again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MILES FROM MARTYRDOM

          

          BY LIZBETH MEREDITH

        

      

    

    
      I still remember the first time I saw a movie in a theater by myself.

      In September 1982, during my freshman year of college, I left Anchorage, Alaska for a dorm at Western Washington University. I was on the verge—of what, I didn’t yet know. But being so far from anything familiar felt like the scariest thing I’d ever done.

      Then one day, I decided to see a film. Alone.

      I stood in the long line for tickets, convinced everyone was watching me—the awkward, lonely teen. Bellingham’s misty rain frizzed my curls until I resembled a Chia Pet.

      You won’t be alone forever, I told myself. This too shall pass.

      Only it didn’t. Not for a long time.

      I came of age in a time when women were expected to marry and raise children. That was considered our purpose. Many of my classmates at college joked about getting their MRS. degree, ready to leave school if the right man came along.

      I didn’t meet mine. I felt adrift.

      A few years later, without a degree, I returned to Alaska and took the first hand that reached for mine.

      It was a mistake—one that changed everything. It affected me and, eventually, my daughters, in every imaginable way: mentally, emotionally, physically, and financially. But I couldn’t have known that then.

      Fast forward thirty years. At 48, my daughters were in their twenties. My short-lived marriage had long since ended, but the damage remained. Four years after it began, the relationship ended with trauma that climaxed in 1994 when our daughters were kidnapped and taken out of the country for two years by their father—his punishment for me leaving him.

      Some wounds never fully heal. I know this. Still, I stayed the course. I found my daughters counselors, surrounded them with positive role models, and enrolled them in a school where they finally felt safe—important for kids who came home not even speaking English. I earned a master’s degree to give us more stability and to model resilience.

      In my effort to fix everything, I didn’t realize I might also be burying my girls in guilt. They saw my constant striving and interpreted it as pressure, not love.

      But it wasn’t all struggle. We had joy, too. I took us on the occasional vacation. They played sports. We fixed up the little house I’d bought at 30. I built a meaningful career in Alaska’s justice system. My daughters and I were a solid team.

      Still, I always came last. That made sense when they were young—but as they grew, I was ready to shed the skin of martyrdom.

      So when I planned a trip—just for me—it felt radical. Luxurious.

      Spending more than $1,000 on airfare meant I had to get creative with everything else. But I’d lived in a shelter with my girls. I’d skipped meals to stretch our budget. I was great at walking and loved public transportation. Sure, I was clumsy and had no sense of direction—but I could land on my feet.

      I stopped telling myself I needed to be younger, richer, or partnered. I let go of the myth that hostels were only for the young. I chose myself.

      I picked Laos and Vietnam—affordable, fascinating, and full of history I was hungry to learn. I wasn’t focused on sights as much as who I might become: the Queen of my own calendar.

      I ate what I wanted, when I wanted. Slept when I needed. Skipped meals to afford a guided tour or a special restaurant. No one needed anything from me. I had nowhere to be.

      When I returned home, I started trying new things, and put away money for a second big trip.

      The following year, I traveled to France and Italy. There, I met a young Costa Rican man in a hostel who insisted on showing me around Paris, like he’d once hoped to do for his own mother—a woman, like me, who had left a violent marriage but hadn’t yet found her way to travel. He called me his second mom. We swapped stories of survival. And he reassured me: Your daughters will heal. In their time.

      That experience changed everything. I was hooked: on solo travel, on writing, on forming meaningful connections around the world. Most of all, I realized the good parts of life weren’t something to wait for—I could begin shaping them myself.

      Travel is exhilarating. It’s a privilege. Sometimes, it’s scary, and can put one at risk. And while women are often warned about the dangers of traveling alone, the truth is, home was the most dangerous place I’ve ever been. It nearly killed me.

      That first trip? It emboldened me. I invested in my writing and hired a writing coach, finally writing the book of my heart that I’d tinkered with for twenty years. I retired from my government job, launched the Persistence U Podcast, and eventually moved across the country.

      Over time, I’ve visited the home countries of new friends I met abroad. With every journey, I want to whisper to my younger self: Hold on. There will be space for you. You’ll have adventures of your own choosing.

      I still love going to the movies alone.

      And soon, I’ll cross Antarctica off my list—the final continent in a travel memoir still unfolding.

      The map isn’t finished yet. There are still miles to go and wonder to be found.

      

      About Lizbeth Meredith

      

      She is the author of Tilka Faces the Odds, One Man at a Time, Grounded in Grit, and her memoir Pieces of Me: Rescuing My Kidnapped Daughters, which was adapted into the Lifetime movie Stolen by Their Father. Connect with her at lameredith.com.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            36 FLIGHTS TO MYSELF

          

          BY ANU VERMA

        

      

    

    
      I didn’t set out to take 36 flights in four months. I just needed to leave.

      I wasn’t running away, exactly - but my life had crumbled in a way I couldn’t name. Something in me had cracked. I was grieving the loss of a relationship, the familiar shape of my life, and maybe, even, the version of myself I thought I was supposed to be. The people around me kept saying things like, “You’re so brave,” but it didn’t feel brave. It felt necessary. Staying still hurt more than moving.

      So, I moved. First to India.

      In Varanasi, I stood by the Ganges, surrounded by ritual and fire and smoke, and thought: everything dies. But also, everything returns. The river carries ashes and prayers in the same current. I walked the ghats at dawn, watching people begin their day with reverence, and it struck me that maybe I could begin again, too. Not in a dramatic way. Just… start over, quietly.

      Then I went north, into the arms of the Himalayas. In Nepal, there’s something about being high up in the mountains that forces humility. You become very small, very human. And in that smallness, I felt safe for the first time in a long time. There was no pressure to perform or explain myself.

      I stayed in a monastery at the Pashupatinath Temple, embracing their simple way of living—waking at 4 a.m. each day to meditate. The stillness, the discipline, the silence—it was such a blissful experience. Time felt slower there, more intentional.

      In Burma (Myanmar), time seemed to slow down. I wandered among the pagodas in Bagan at sunrise, the earth still warm from the night before. Everything glowed gold. I spent a lot of time in silence there, not because I had nothing to say, but because for once, no one expected me to talk. That quiet gave me space to ask myself the question I had been avoiding: What if healing didn’t mean going back to who I was?

      What if it meant becoming someone entirely new?

      The Philippines gave me joy. Unexpected, full-body joy. I went swimming with whale sharks, something I had always been afraid to do. I remember being underwater, looking into the dark, endless blue, and suddenly there they were, huge, gentle, magnificent. I cried into my snorkel. I laughed underwater. I surfaced gasping for breath and joy and salt. It was messy and perfect. I realized in that moment that I hadn’t laughed like that in years.

      El Nido was another highlight. I climbed Taraw Cliff, a steep, sharp scramble up jagged limestone rocks, wearing gloves and a helmet, heart pounding. At the summit, I saw the world stretch out in every direction: aquamarine water, tiny boats, stillness. What made it unforgettable was staying with a local family, sharing meals, stories, silences. They offered something deeper than hospitality: a sense of belonging. It reminded me that connection doesn’t require shared language, only shared humanity.

      Indonesia was where I began to put the pieces back together. Ubud, in particular, welcomed me. I did the cliché thing:  I practiced yoga, ate clean, and journaled at cafés - but it worked. I slowed down. I read the books I had been “meaning to get to.” I danced barefoot at night and slept deeply. One afternoon, after a class, I wrote in my notebook: “I am not broken.   I am in progress.”

      That was the turning point. I stopped looking at my life as something I had failed. I started seeing it as something I could revise.

      And then, Thailand. My ex had always wanted to go to Thailand with me. But I went alone. It felt like reclaiming something. On the beaches of Koh Lanta, I let the days blur together. I read bad novels. I drank mango smoothies. I stared at the ocean for hours. I felt peace – not the dramatic, everything-is-fixed kind. Just a quiet steadiness in my chest. I had become someone who could be alone and not feel lonely. That felt revolutionary.

      Each of those 36 flights wasn’t just a physical journey. They were tiny acts of reclamation. Every boarding pass was a note to myself: you are still allowed to want more. Not in a greedy way. In a you’re allowed to keep living way.

      But what I gained was more than just stamps in a passport; it was a return to myself. Or maybe, an introduction to a version of me I hadn’t yet met.

      Traveling solo forced me to make decisions every day. What to eat, where to stay, how to get from one place to another. At first, that autonomy felt overwhelming. But slowly, I began to trust my gut. I stopped obsessing over perfection and started leaning into curiosity. I took the wrong bus in Nepal and ended up in a tiny village where I watched the sunset with a group of schoolchildren who shared their snacks with me. I missed a ferry in the Philippines and found myself stuck on an island for 24 extra hours, and that’s where I met a woman fromBerlin who became a close friend. These “mistakes” ended up being the heart of the journey.

      There’s something incredibly liberating about realizing you can take care of yourself. Not in a defensive, I don’t need anyone way, but in a grounded, I can meet my own needs way. I stopped apologizing for being emotional, or indecisive, or needing rest. I stopped editing myself to fit into someone else’s idea of who I should be. For the first time in a long time, I felt whole without having to be anyone’s version of “enough.”

      As a woman traveling alone, I was cautious. I took night buses only when necessary, dressed modestly in more conservative places, and stayed aware. But I also learned that fear doesn’t have to be a wall, it can be
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