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Introduction
I wish I could tell you that I discovered solo travel.
In reality - solo travel discovered me.
 
And it discovered me in quite possibly the most unglamorous era of my life.
 
Inside these pages I want to take you through all of it. What solo travel actually feels like - not just the highlight reel, the real version. The fear and the freedom and the moments that go wrong and the ones that go wonderfully, impossibly right. I want to walk you through the parts nobody talks about honestly and show you what is waiting on the other side of all of it.
 
Because this is not really a book about my travels, it’s a book about yours.
 
It's a book about what happens when you decide that your life doesn’t have to wait for someone else and what I hope will be a quietly life-changing argument for doing more things alone.
 
So, let's begin.
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It's autumn 2019, and I am stuck.
 
Not in a dramatic, everything-is-falling-apart kind of way. Just in that quiet, grinding, soul-sapping way that can go on for years if you let it. Stuck in a flat-share I had no foreseeable way out of. Stuck in an office job I had long since lost the passion for. Stuck surviving on whatever was left after the bills, which wasn't much, and supplementing it with shifts behind the bar of a dingy pub where drunk old men thought hitting on the staff was a perfectly reasonable way to spend a Tuesday evening. Stuck in a body I wasn't happy in, as so many of us are but rarely have the courage to say out loud. Stuck in a small town with nine pubs and not much else, spending weekends the way I always had: drinking with friends from school because that was all I knew and it had always been enough.
 
Until at some point, it wasn't.
 
Underneath all of it was this low, persistent feeling of unfulfillment I couldn't quite name. I knew I wasn't living out my full potential; I just had no idea what to do about it, where to begin or what was missing. And I’d like to note that hiking or any kind of physical activity was nonexistent on the list of paths I thought my life would take.

I was 27, I had just come out of a pretty unhealthy relationship so I was newly single and within the same year, all four of my closest friends got pregnant and settled into newly-wed, new-baby bliss. My social life evaporated practically overnight. Mum group chats formed without me and I was left standing in the middle of my own life feeling lonelier than I had words for and feeling like everyone else's life was moving forward beautifully while mine was just… staying put. If you’ve ever felt like that - or if you that’s where you’re at in life right now - know that I wholeheartedly understand. 
 
I want to pause here and say something I'll come back to throughout this book, because it matters and I believed the opposite of it for a long time:

You are never behind.
Your path is your own.
Your timeline is not a failure just because it doesn't match the ones happening around you, or the ones society so infuriatingly sets for us - women in particular.
You are exactly where you are meant to be, even when where you are feels very far from where you want to go.
 
I didn't believe that then, but I do now. Even in the times when life doesn’t feel like it’s going my way. And the more you overcome things in life, and it all ends up working out better than you could have ever imagined - the more you’ll believe it too.
 
In October 2019 I had a trip to Switzerland planned. I had booked it with an ex in mind, back when we were still together, but the relationship ended before the trip began, and despite him suggesting he'd still come along, my self-respect thankfully prevailed so I was left with four nights in Switzerland and no one to share them with.
 
I asked everyone I could think of - close friends, distant friends, colleagues, borderline acquaintances. I asked eleven people in total and every single one of them said no. Work leave, no money, pregnancy, a wedding to save for, not wanting to travel without their boyfriends… I even out of desperation said I’d foot the bill seeing as I’d already covered the hotel costs and flights weren’t too pricey, but still: no takers.
 
Eleven people. Eleven reasons. And me, sitting on the floor of my tiny bedroom in tears, thinking “how is this possible? How have I invited eleven people on a trip to Switzerland and not one person wants to come?”

I had genuinely never felt lonelier than I did in that moment.
 
And then, from somewhere I still can't fully explain, something arrived. Not quite courage, more like defiance. A quiet, stubborn refusal to let myself miss out on this trip I’d invested time and money into, or to let other people be the reason I didn’t do something I had been so excited to do.
 
So I looked at myself in the mirror and said:
“Fine. I'll go alone.”
 
The prospect was entirely foreign to me – as much as the country was - and over the next few weeks I doubted my decision. Not just the voice in my mind asking “am I pathetic for going on holiday alone?” but the realities too. I had never travelled abroad by myself. I didn't speak the language. I wasn't sure I knew how any of it worked without someone beside me to share the logistics and absorb the edges of it. To make it less daunting. The thought mildly terrified me, but the desperation of feeling like I had nothing to stay for was stronger than the fear, so my defiance won out and my bags got packed.
 
I drove to Gatwick feeling a mixture of fear, nerves and total delusion. In the airport I was completely convinced that every single person I passed was judging me and could hear my internal monologue screaming “YES I HAVE NO FRIENDS AND NO BOYFRIEND AND NO ONE WANTS TO COME WITH ME. I'M SAD AND ALONE, OKAY?!”
 
Worst case scenarios queued up in my head one after another… What if I get lost? What if something goes wrong? What if the plane crashes and I die alone? What if, what if, what if. And then I made it through security. I found a bougie champagne bar, thought “why the hell not” and ordered myself an overpriced prosecco, opened my book I’d just bought off the best-seller shelf in WH Smith’s, and waited for the tide of loneliness to draw in around me
 
But it never came. 
 
Because that’s when a new feeling crept in… Not sadness. Not panic. Something that felt (and I barely trusted it) like excitement. Like possibility. Like optimism, even. Something I hadn’t felt in quite some time. I sat there in that airport bar with my book and my prosecco, I looked around at my environment and I stopped feeling like someone who had been left behind and started feeling like someone about to go somewhere. Someone interesting. Mysterious, even. Like a character in a film or book whose story you'd want to follow. (IMAGES 2 AND 3 (or just 2 if easier)
 
These days we have a name for that feeling - main character energy. That champagne bar in Gatwick in October 2019 was my first experience of it and I’ve been chasing in one form or another ever since. 
 
I’d love to tell you Switzerland was a seamless, confident, Instagram-perfect solo adventure – it wasn’t. For starters, I arrived to discover I had booked a hotel right in the centre of Geneva's red-light district that I didn’t even know existed - that was a fun welcome.
 
It was a rollercoaster of emotions, often within the same hour. I would see a loved-up couple walking hand in hand and cry in singleness behind my sunglasses. Then I would sit outside a cafe in the sunshine with an ice cream and feel completely free and elated. Then I would walk around Montreux - a beautiful lakeside town an hour from Geneva ringed by mountains - and feel like the loneliest person on earth because I had no one to share it with. So alone it felt like a physical ache in my chest, and I would sob by the water hoping no one was watching. And then I would laugh at the ridiculousness of it – because what else are you supposed to do?
 
I said something out loud to myself on one of those days, alone by the water, that became a kind of motto for everything that followed… “Well I'd rather be sad in Switzerland with this view than sad in my bedroom at home”.
 
It helped, more than I realised. Feel free to borrow that one from me whenever you need it.
 
Small things built up as the days went on… A local giving me directions with a warm smile. An older couple asking what I was doing out here alone, their faces kind and genuinely interested. Balancing my phone on a rock to take my own photo on self-timer - something that felt slightly ridiculous and also, secretly, like a small act of genius. Navigating my way onto a rickety train that took me up into the Swiss Alps and wandering around above the clouds - the mountains making me feel small in the best way. Finding the courage to ask strangers to take my photo, then laughing to myself at how terrible it turned out versus what I'd imagined. A cute guy who made eye contact and smiled, and feeling a small flicker of something that felt like excitement at being single for the first time. Like maybe this chapter of my life wasn't an ending after all. Like perhaps there was more out there for me…
 
I was wary of not spending too much time cooped up in my room alone so I’d spend my downtime in the safe, bustling comfort of the hotel lobby. Some evenings I found myself in interesting smalltalk with other travelers on their own unique journeys. And when I didn't feel like interacting, I'd hide myself away in the corner with my headphones on and Friends or The Office playing on my iPad, feeling completely content in my own little world but with people around me to soften the edges and that calming hum of white-noise like a buffer to the solitude. Comfort shows have since then become a staple of my solo adventures and I highly recommend it for solo trips.

And when I got home after five days - just five days - I was different.
 
Not transformed, not fixed or fully healed, not suddenly someone who had it all figured out. But different in a way I couldn't quite explain. I had done something that frightened me and I’d come out the other side. I had surprised myself, felt proud, capable, brave, confident, free and for stretches of time I genuinely hadn't expected - happy. We underestimate the subtle impact that showing up for yourself like that can have, especially when you do it consistently over time.
 
That trip opened a door I didn't even know was there and I got home with a new lease of life. I thought “If I can do that in Switzerland, I can do it here too” and that’s when Graces Adventures was born and I started exploring the UK and sharing my adventures on Instagram and YouTube.
 
Seven years later and I own my own home, I travel the world, I host group trips, I'm financially secure and I have a career built from nothing but a camera, a tripod, and a decision that traces back to one moment: a quiet, stubborn defiance that if no one was coming with me, I was going anyway. I had no idea just where that one decision would take me.
 
This book is for the version of you that recognises something in that story. Maybe you're stuck too, in your own way. Maybe you're in a transition, between one version of your life and whatever comes next. Maybe you've been waiting - for the right person, the right time, the right circumstances, the right feeling of readiness that hasn’t yet come. Maybe you just want to go somewhere and you keep not going and you're not entirely sure why.
 
I wrote this book for you.
 
Not the “you” that already has it figured out. The “you” that is sitting here right now somewhere between wanting to go and not quite believing that you can. The “you” that follows people on Instagram, doing things that look fun and exciting, and thinks “I wish that were me, but I'm not sure I'm that kind of person”.
 
You are that kind of person. You just haven't gone yet.
 
So, let’s change that shall we?
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Deciding to Go Solo
If you’re anything like me, you’ve probably spent more time imagining trips than taking them.
 
You scroll through other people’s sunsets on Instagram like it’s a part-time job. You save posts of cabins in the woods, little Airbnb’s with outdoor baths, beach cafes with striped umbrellas, road trips through mountain passes, hikes with views so ridiculous they almost annoy you. Then later that night, you open your laptop and do the practical version of dreaming. Tabs multiply across the top of the screen: flights, hotels, hire cars, campervans, maybe a hiking route you swear you’re going to come back to, maybe a restaurant you found by accident and are now weirdly emotionally attached to despite never having been there. For half an hour, maybe hours if you’re really in the mood, your future self feels dangerously close.
 
And then, usually, nothing happens.
 
You close the tabs. Or leave them open for a few days like that somehow counts as progress but eventually they’re forgotten about. You tell yourself you’re being sensible. You’ll do it later. You’ll do it when the prices drop, when work calms down, when someone can come with you, when life feels a little less full, a little less complicated, a little more certain. The trip remains where so many good ideas remain… in your head. Where it’s exciting enough to imagine but not yet real enough to frighten you.
 
I know that place well, because for a long time that was exactly where my solo trips lived too. Not in my passport, not on my Instagram or in my camera roll or in polaroids, and not in my actual life. Just in tabs. In saved posts. In vague plans and half-serious “we should go here” texts that never made it out of the group chat. 
 
And that’s really what this chapter is about: the gap between wanting to go and actually booking it. Because that gap is so much bigger than it needs to be and the life you are waiting for other people to unlock is already available to you. 
 
A lot of the reasons people end up considering solo travel in the first place are not glamorous, my own being a perfect example of that. Maybe it begins because life has quietly rearranged itself around you. A relationship ends and with it goes the person you assumed would be beside you for certain kinds of experiences - maybe even a friendship group too. Your friends settle into different rhythms, with mortgages and wedding plans and babies and school holidays and bedtimes and practical constraints that don’t leave much room for a last-minute trip to Madeira or Venice. Maybe your children have grown up and left home, and for the first time in years your life is spacious enough to hear your own wants again. Maybe you are not in crisis at all; you are simply tired of waiting for the stars to align and for someone to commit.
 
And in all of those cases, the question becomes less “Would this be better with someone?” and more “How long am I willing to postpone my own life and dreams?”
 
Because waiting can feel responsible when really, it’s just delay in nicer clothes. And if there’s anything we can be sure of in this life, it’s that the time we have here is not guaranteed. So why the hell are we wasting a minute of it?

QUOTE 1 - we travel initially to lose ourselves, and we travel next to find ourselves - Pico Iyer  

I think this is why the moment before booking matters so much. It is rarely just a logistical moment, it’s almost always emotional. It’s the cursor hovering over “confirm”. It’s your finger resting over “book now”. It’s that tiny pause in which the whole trip still belongs to fantasy, and you have one last chance to retreat back into imagination where nothing can go wrong and nothing can test or embarrass you and nothing can cost you anything except your time.
 
That pause tells you a lot.
 
It tells you what you think the trip means. It tells you what stories you have attached to doing things alone. It tells you whether you see solo travel as evidence of freedom or evidence that something is missing. It tells you whether you trust yourself to be with yourself.

Because that is often the real question underneath all of the practical ones.

Not “Can I afford it?” though that matters…
Not “Will I enjoy it?” though that matters too.
But “What will it feel like to be fully with ME?”

That’s what makes most people hesitate. It’s not just the trip - it’s the prospect of encountering yourself, wholly, without distraction. And for some people, that feels enormous and uncomfortable. But one great thing to realise is this: that is an entirely universal experience.

Ironically, you’re not alone in not wanting to be alone.

We’ve all experienced it in some capacity: whether it’s staying in a relationship we know is not meant for us to avoid being single. Whether it’s lingering at an event longer than necessary to postpone the inevitable lonely nighttime ahead of us. Hanging out with that friend who doesn’t actually make us feel that great but it’s better than nothing - or downloading dating apps purely for the distraction, because the quiet is too uncomfortable to sit with.

No one is born entirely comfortable and at peace in their own company and there’s no guidebook or map on learning how to be alone (although I’m doing my best with this book…) On the contrary: we’ve grown up in a society where being alone is somehow framed as being “less than”. From our school years where sitting alone in the cafeteria or not having the entire class show up at your birthday party somehow framed you as the loner. Or into our older years when god-forbid you turn up at a wedding or a family function without a +1 and spend the night batting off questions about your love life and potential suitors. 

Society has made being alone the victim and can make us question our self worth if we’re not one half of a set. But amazingly, that is slowly starting to shift and thanks to social media, being alone is gradually becoming celebrated and embraced more and more in recent years. People are realising that being comfortable alone is actually very cool. It builds your confidence and your awareness. It’s an attractive trait to find in someone and being content alone helps us attract better energy and not settle for anything that isn’t serving us, just to fill a void, so it’s a great skill to hone, whatever you choose to do with it.

But it can feel uncomfortable to begin with…
If you are someone who has always moved through life with people around you, if your thoughts are usually buffered by noise, conversation, obligations, group dynamics or routines, then the idea of taking yourself somewhere unfamiliar and having no one there to absorb the edges of it can feel overwhelming. I actually think that’s why some people insist they would be bored alone. I honestly believe boredom is just the word we use when we haven’t yet learned how to enjoy our own company. It sounds less exposing, more casual. But if the thought of spending a few days with yourself makes you panic, that is useful information. Not because it means you should never go - because it might just mean you SHOULD go. That going is exactly the thing that would change your relationship with yourself the most. That you’re well overdue in getting to know yourself properly. 
 
Because spoiler: you’re probably not as boring as you think you are.

And hey - even if you are, that’s still weirdly good news because it means there’s plenty of room for improvement.
 
The truth is, solo travel is not one single experience. It changes shape depending on what you choose. A quiet cabin for a weekend with a stack of books and no plans is a completely different proposition from a two-week road trip, which is different again from a city break full of rustic streets and al-fresco cafes, which is different from hiking alone or camping alone or driving across a country where you don’t know the road signs and your phone signal gives up every few hours out of spite. The fear changes depending on the version of solo travel you imagine. For some people it’s silence. For some it’s logistics. For some it’s safety. For some it’s being seen. For some it’s simply the thought of all that freedom landing at once with no one else there to shape it.
 
That’s why I think it helps to be specific. The vague idea of “solo travel” can feel vast and abstract in a way that makes it much easier to fear. The fear of the unknown can be overwhelming. But when you break it down, it becomes far more manageable. 

Not “Could I travel the world alone?” but “Could I book two nights in a cottage a few hours away?”
Not “Could I backpack through South America by myself?” but “Could I spend a weekend in a city and take myself around to sightsee?”
Not “Could I survive alone in the wilderness?” but “Could I drive somewhere beautiful, stay somewhere cosy, and prove to myself that I can enjoy my own company?”

Once you get more specific, you stop arguing with a concept, stop focusing on the fear and start planning an actual experience.
 
And planning done well is one of the things that makes solo travel feel safer rather than scarier. You don’t need to be reckless to be brave. In fact, some of the most confident solo travelers I know are not carefree at all, they are prepared. They share locations with family or friends, they choose sensible accommodation, they arrive before dark if they can, they look things up, they make notes. They take the right shoes, enough water, a power bank. Preparing properly is not fear in disguise, it is intelligence.
 
There is something satisfying about that, too. When you travel solo, you realise how much you are capable of handling when you stop assuming someone else will automatically do it for you. You become more resourceful because you have to. More observant. More intentional. If something goes wrong, yes, that can be tough. But things going wrong are not always evidence that the trip was a mistake. Sometimes they are the parts that prove something to you. You miss a turn, you solve it. You get flustered, you recover. You have a bad night, you wake up the next morning and start again. I am obviously not romanticising danger, disaster or genuinely unsafe situations, but small things going wrong can be deeply character-building (I know this first hand) because they force you to meet parts of yourself you might never otherwise have called upon. And strangely, that can become part of the appeal.
 
But just to reassure you - in almost a decade of solo travelling, I’ve had far more things go right than wrong, and despite a few unfortunate blunders that I’ll regale you with later in this book, I’m still alive and kicking to tell the tales. And thoroughly enjoyed myself along the way.
 
The cost question deserves its own paragraph, because it’s not imaginary. Solo travel can be expensive. No one is coming in with half the room rate and a contribution to the taxi or fuel costs. You are paying for the freedom yourself, but on the flip side - you are also getting the trip entirely to yourself, and on your terms. No compromise over where to stay. No negotiation about wake-up times, dinner venues, spontaneous pit stops, music choices, hiking routes, whether this is a sightseeing day or a beach day or a “sit on the balcony and do absolutely nothing but read my book” kind of day.

I’ve had trips over the years which have in some way been tainted by the company I chose - so when I go solo - the joy of knowing that noones mood or behaviour will impact my time is quite satisfying.
 
The money buys something beyond transport and accommodation, it buys total authorship of the experience. And that is not nothing. It’s something I’ve personally grown to cherish – so much so that these days I’m extremely selective on which trips I invite people on and I take more solo trips than any other kind. I’ve grown so accustomed to the pleasure and the selfishness and unbridled peace that solo trips bring me that I have to remind myself to be sociable sometimes and extend the invitation. IMAGE 4
 
The same is true of enjoyment. People often say they wouldn’t enjoy the trip as much without sharing it, and I understand that. But different does not mean worse... Shared joy is lovely. Private joy is lovely too. There is something unexpectedly rich about discovering that an experience can still be meaningful even when it belongs only to you. In some ways, that can make it feel more intimate, not less. Even sentimental at times. Some of my favourite memories are solo ones, not because they were objectively better than shared ones, but because of how proud I felt inside them. They were mine in a very complete and precious way.
I wasn’t performing them, narrating them, compromising in them or measuring them against someone else’s response. I was just there, living them… Just me.
 
Those kinds of memories have their own weight. 

And if you worry that no one will be there to remember it with you later, I think it’s worth asking why your own witness wouldn’t be enough? Why your own life would need external validation before it feels real? That may sound slightly intense, but I mean it kindly. If your memories only feel valuable when someone else is standing in them, solo travel can be a surprisingly healing way of rebuilding your belief that your own experience matters too, and arguably the most - because you are the one who will spend a lifetime remembering them. There will always be memories to be made with others - but create a few to keep just for yourself, too.
 
Then there is judgement, which is often less about what other people think and more about what we fear their glances might confirm.

You imagine yourself alone in public and project a whole narrative onto it. That people will think you’re strange, sad, lonely, abandoned, awkward. But perception is slippery. Most of the time, people are not analysing you nearly as much as you think they are… We’re all far too consumed with our own little lives. And even when they do notice you, who’s to say they aren’t thinking something entirely different? That you look confident. That you look independent. That you’re interesting. That you’re clearly up to something fun. There is a version of the exact same solo moment that reads not as tragic but as cool, not as lonely but as self-assured. Often that shift begins when you decide to see yourself that way first.
 
Because solo travel gets easier, not only when you become more capable, but when you become better at framing your own experience. You’re not just a person awkwardly walking alone down a street – you’re a person in a new city, with somewhere to be, with a soundtrack in your headphones, with your own private sense of momentum.
You’re not just sitting on a train alone – you’re gliding through a landscape with no one interrupting your thoughts and a cool destination at the end of the line.
You’re not just checking into a hotel on your own – you’re entering a room that is entirely yours for the night and the launchpad for your adventures.
There is no one there to dilute it. No one there to narrate over it. No one else’s mood to affect you or to negatively impact the experience. No one there to decide that today should go differently. Just you and your own adventure ahead of you, to shape however you choose.
 
Sometimes the difference between fear and excitement is simply the story you tell yourself about what you are doing, so narrate it well. Be the main character you deserve to be in your own life. 
 
If you are waiting until you magically become “the kind of person” who does things like this, I have good news. That person is not born. They are made. Usually in one slightly shaky moment when they step out of their comfort zone and do the thing anyway.
I think that’s the part people misunderstand the most... Independence is not a personality type handed out at birth to a lucky few who somehow emerged from the womb already knowing how to parallel park a hire car on a hill in Italy or scale a mountain. It is built in choices. Small ones at first. Then bigger ones. You become the kind of person who goes solo by going solo. You become more confident by doing things before you feel completely ready. You prove to yourself that you can handle it by handling it.
 
Clicking “book” matters because it is a vote for the person you want to become.
It is you choosing yourself.
 
Not because the trip will transform your entire life in one go, because sometimes it won’t. Sometimes it’ll just be nice. Sometimes it will be messy and funny and inconvenient and expensive and brilliant in equal measure. Sometimes you’ll come back with a clearer head. Sometimes you’ll come back with sunburn, a hundred photos, and a slightly inflated sense of your own competence because you navigated an airport transfer in a foreign country with no help. All of that counts.
 
But what changes almost every time is the story you tell yourself afterwards…
 
Before the trip, you are someone considering it. Someone imagining it. Someone waiting for the right circumstances, the right person, the right timing, the right version of yourself.

After the trip, you are someone who went. That difference is hard to overstate.
 
Because once you have evidence that you can do it, all the old arguments lose some of their authority. The imagined catastrophe has to compete with actual memory and lived experience. The voice that says, “You’re not that kind of person,” has to now speak over the fact that you quite literally were that kind of person last month in Portugal, or Scotland, or France, or in a cottage in the Lake District with your muddy walking boots by the door and some new adventures under your belt… IMAGE 6
 
It is much harder to un-become someone once you have met them.
 
So this is my case for going solo. Not because it is always better, not because it is always easy, not because you’ll never feel awkward or nervous or exposed or overwhelmed or lonely. You might feel all of those things, sometimes all in the same afternoon. But if the alternative is constantly postponing parts of your life until other people can make them possible, I think you should press the button more often than not.
 
Be thoughtful. Be prepared. Be sensible. But also, be a little impulsive.
 
Book the trip.
 
Book the cabin. Book the flight. Book the cutesy little weekend away you keep searching online. Book the city-break your friends can’t do. Book the epic road trip that doesn’t quite make practical sense yet but won’t leave your head. Book the thing that has been quietly calling you for months.
Because you can wait forever if you want to, there will always be a reason to postpone. People will stay busy. Life will stay complicated. Money will never feel completely abundant. Confidence will never arrive as a finished product. At some point, waiting stops being wisdom and starts being avoidance.

Time ticks on and we don’t get it back. And there is a particular kind of pride that comes from deciding that your life does not begin when someone finally joins you in it.
 
You are allowed to go anyway. You are allowed to have experiences that are just yours. You are allowed to become someone new by giving yourself the chance to discover them. And if you get nothing from the trip except a few good photos, a fridge magnet, a random story and proof that you can rely on yourself a little more than you thought, that is still a win.

And at the end of the day, when you look back, the trips you regret aren’t the ones you took – they’re the ones you never booked.

 
Packing Solo
So let’s imagine you did the thing: you booked the trip. It’s now looming ever closer and at some point, it stops being a distant idea and starts becoming real. Excitement, with a side of anxiety.
You check the dates again in your phone calendar, even though you already know them. You open your booking confirmation just to make sure it exists. You tell someone, casually, as if it’s not a big deal, even though a small part of you is quietly proud and excited for their reaction. You check-in online, triple checking your passport number as you enter it like your life depends on it. And then at some point, you realise you need to pack.
 
Packing is one of those things that can go one of two ways. It can be rushed, slightly chaotic, something you do the night before with half your attention, throwing things haphazardly into a suitcase while telling yourself you’ll just figure it out when you get there. Or it can be something else entirely. Something more intentional, that feels like the beginning of the trip rather than an annoying task standing in the way of it. And the difference between those two versions is often the difference between feeling like you’ve just about got away with it and feeling properly ready.
 
Just to clarify - going solo doesn’t have to mean getting on a plane and flying somewhere far away. It might - but it doesn’t have to. Going solo can be a flight to a new country or it can be a train to a city an hour away. It can be a road trip, a weekend in a cabin, a night in a hotel you’ve always liked the look of, a hike somewhere you’ve never been before. It can be expensive, or it can be surprisingly simple. The point isn’t how far you go. It’s that you go at all. And wherever you’re going, however big or small the trip is, packing is the first moment where you start to shape the experience you’re about to have.
 
Now this isn’t a practical guidebook and I’m not going to tell you exactly what to pack for every situation, but there are a few things I’ve picked up along the way which I thought I’d share. Some of them are practical in the most obvious sense - things like a power bank so your phone doesn’t die at the worst possible moment. An AirTag in your luggage, so you can see where it is if it decides to take a different journey from you. Small things that prevent unnecessary stress.

Some of them are slightly less obvious. I almost always take a book with me. Not because I always read it cover to cover, but because it gives me a place to rest my attention. It’s something to reach for in an airport lounge, a restaurant, on a train. It makes being still feel intentional and focussed rather than awkward and it’s an easy, safe buffer to self-consciousness.

But also, who doesn’t love getting lost in a good book? 
And if you’re not sure which book to take, maybe this one will suffice… ☺
 
Sometimes I take a camera, even if I don’t strictly need it. There’s something about having a camera in your hand that gives you a quiet sense of purpose. You’re not just wandering around - you’re noticing things, capturing things. People see you differently, and you start to see yourself differently too. Like you belong there, doing something, rather than just existing in the space. And you might just pick up a new hobby along the way.
 
I also pack a small tripod for my phone, partly because it solves the question of “who’s going to take my photo?” and partly because it removes the need to wait for someone else to help you – because we all know asking a stranger to take your photo can be a dice roll. Instead you can set up the tripod, take your time, take as many photos as you want, and move on.
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It’s a small thing, but it gives you a surprising amount of independence. My tripod in particular could also conveniently double as a handy weapon if the need ever arose – or so I’ve been told by airport security.
 
(Tip: I usually set my phone camera to record a video in 4k, wander around in the shot and then I screenshot photos from the video)
 
If you’re going somewhere quiet - a cabin, a retreat, somewhere slower - I’ll often pack small things that make it feel more cosy or indulgent: a face mask, slippers, a good hot chocolate, maybe a miniature (or not) bottle of wine. Things you could easily live without, but that makes the experience feel warmer, more considered, more like something you chose rather than something you fell into.

And then there are the things that are less about practicality and more about how you want to feel. This is where packing becomes something more interesting…

If you were going on a decent hike, you wouldn’t throw things haphazardly into a bag without thinking. You would plan, often meticulously. You would check the weather. You would think about layers, water, about what you actually need to be safe and comfortable and prepared. You would respect the environment enough to pack properly, because you understand that you are responsible for yourself out there and it’s important not to cut corners. But what if you brought a little bit of that same care to every trip? Not because you have to, but because you get to…
 
What if packing wasn’t just about organising, but about creating a better experience for yourself? What if you treated it as part of the trip itself? Because it can be.
There’s a version of packing where you throw in whatever is clean, whatever fits, whatever feels easiest in the moment. And there’s another version where you pause for a second and think: what kind of trip do I actually want to have?
Do you want it to be slow and cosy? Then maybe you pack for that. Soft clothes, a fleece, something comfortable to sit in for hours, something you can wrap yourself in when it gets colder than you expected.
Do you want it to feel a bit more like an occasion? Then maybe you bring that outfit you never usually wear - the one that feels slightly too much for everyday life that never makes the cut, but exactly right for a version of you that exists somewhere else where no one knows you. 
 
I always try to pack at least one cute outfit that feels like I’m taking myself on a date. Not because I have somewhere specific to wear it, but because I like knowing it’s there. It changes how I move through the trip. It gives me a reason to go out for dinner one night, even if I could easily stay in and order room service. It allows me to romanticise life a little and make a part of the trip feel special and intentional.

And because I believe we should all date ourselves a little more often.
I implore you to try it.
 
There is something quite powerful about getting dressed up for yourself… doing your hair, bringing the dress or that shirt that feels a bit too bold or the hat you worry your friends would laugh at. The version of you that exists slightly beyond your normal routine and your comfort zone, like stepping into a character and seeing how it feels. Because when you’re on your own, there’s no one there to question it. No one to mirror your hesitation back to you or silently judge. You get to try on a version of yourself that’s brand new, that you’re not quite ready to be at home yet - practice it almost – and that’s pretty liberating.
 
So many of us have versions of ourselves that feel just out of reach… Not completely different people, but slightly expanded versions that we envision becoming someday. More confident. More expressive. More relaxed. More spontaneous. More present. More willing to take up space in our own lives and less bothered what others might think. We think we need permission to become that person, or the right circumstances, or simply time. 
But often, all you really need is a bit of space and courage - and packing for a solo trip gives you exactly that in a very small way.

You’re choosing what comes with you. You’re choosing what you leave behind. You’re deciding which version of yourself arrives on that trip.

Are you packing for the version of you that plays it safe, keeps things simple and doesn’t make a fuss?
Or are you packing for the version of you that leans into it a little more? That allows things to feel a bit more special, a bit more considered, a bit more like something (or someone) worth paying attention to?
There isn’t a right answer, but there is a difference and you’ll feel it when you’re there. Because packing well doesn’t just make your trip easier, it makes you feel better in it. More capable. More confident. More like you belong there, even if it’s somewhere completely new. You are preparing for yourself in the same way you might prepare for someone else. Thinking ahead. Making things easier. Setting yourself up to enjoy the experience rather than just get through it.
 
And that matters more than it seems. Because solo travel, in all its forms, is a relationship with yourself. And packing is one of the first ways you get to show up in that relationship. So why wouldn’t you put everything into it?
 
You can rush it. You can ignore it. You can treat it like a chore. Or you can take a little bit of care and effort and thought. You can just pack the bare minimum - what you think you’ll need. Or you can pack what the version of you you’ll become once you get there, wishes they had.
 
I know which one I like to choose.

QUOTE 2 - Solo travel not only pushes you out of your comfort zone, it also pushes you out of the zone of expectations of others - Suzy Strutner

 
Flying Solo
Up until now, it’s been just you.
Booking the trip. Packing your things. Moving through your own space, at your own pace in your own time. But as soon as those airport doors open, you’re stepping into something shared. A system, crowds, other people, all going somewhere, all doing their own version of the same thing. And if you’re not used to it, or even if you are, it can feel a bit daunting.
 
Airports have a way of doing that. There’s a lot going on... Screens, signs, security, queues, people moving quickly like they know exactly where they’re going and you might feel like you’re the only one who doesn’t. You might find yourself thinking:
 “Am I in the right place?”
“Is this the right queue?”
“What happens after this?”
 
You start paying attention to what everyone else is doing, trying to mimic it just enough to blend in. And underneath all of that is a quiet fear of looking like you don’t know what you’re doing. Or worse - actually not knowing what you’re doing.
 
But if you stand there for a minute and watch, you’ll notice something. There are, broadly speaking, two types of people in an airport… There are the ones who are rushing. Slightly flustered, slightly stressed, checking their boarding passes every few minutes, moving quickly from one place to the next, reacting to everything as it comes. And then there are the ones who aren’t. The ones who move a little slower. Who seem calm. Who don’t look like they’re guessing. The ones who put their bag down without urgency, who know exactly what to unload into the tray at security without being shouted at, who calmly glance at the screens instead of staring intently at them, who don’t seem pulled in ten different directions at once.
 
Those people aren’t necessarily smarter, or more organised. They’ve just done it before. And after a few solo trips, that becomes you, too.
 
Because the thing about airports is, underneath all the noise, they’re actually very simple. They’re just systems. Step by step. Check in – bag drop - security – gate - board. You don’t have to know everything all at once, you just have to know the next thing. And when you’re on your own, there’s an added layer of calm. There’s no one rushing you. No one panicking next to you. No over-excitable kids running wild if that’s usually your norm. You’re not trying to keep track of anyone else’s passport, anyone else’s bag, anyone else’s timing. It’s just you, moving through it.

And if your life is usually inhabited by noise, responsibility and chaos and you’ve left all that behind, sometimes your holiday can actually begin here. Because what people often experience as chaotic actually becomes… quite calm.

You can take your time. You can move at your own pace. You can stop when you need to, check things properly, sit down for a moment without feeling like you’re holding anyone up. Instead of feeling like you’re trying to survive the airport, you start to feel like you’re moving through it. And you start to observe…
 
When you’re travelling with someone else, you’re in your own shared little bubble - talking, laughing, focusing on each other and your trip ahead and of course that’s fun. 
When you’re on your own though, that attention goes outward.
You notice the conversations in front of you in the queue. The couple arguing quietly about whether they’ve packed everything or where they should eat in departures. The group of friends already full-swing into holiday mode, who will most definitely be too rowdy on the plane and have sore heads by the morning. The person speedwalking like their life depends on it and you quietly hope they don’t miss their flight. I’ve found myself smiling countless times, peering into these small windows of other lives without being noticed.

It’s a word I’ve discovered only recently:

SONDER
“the profound realization that every random passerby is living a life as vivid, complex, and detailed as your own”

It’s become a meaningful past-time of mine on solo trips… to look around at people passing me and wonder what their lives entail. Who’s lonely? Who’s in love? Who has a secret they’re hiding? Who has just lost someone? Who’s hoping for more from life? It’s a remarkably enlightening way to live from time to time - to pull yourself out of the bubble of your own existence and to realise we’re all just humans, we’re one of the same - figuring it all out as we go along. 
 
And it’s funny, because you realise you’ve probably been all those people at some point…
 
But now, you’re just watching it. Observing. In your own little world. And there’s something quite peaceful about that, removed from the noise but still part of it. You’re in the same space, having a completely different experience.

If it ever starts to feel like too much, there are small ways to bring it back under control, because I’m not for a second saying I don’t still occasionally get overwhelmed by the chaos of a busy airport. Some days I do. And one of the simplest things is putting your headphones on. Noise-cancelling, if you have them. Music, a podcast, audiobook, anything that gives you a sense of serenity amongst the noise. Sometimes I don’t even have anything playing, but the act alone of wearing them makes me feel slightly removed. It doesn’t change the airport, but it changes how it feels to move through it. The edges come off it a bit. You’re still aware, but you’re not overwhelmed.
 
Before you know it, you’ve made it through. You’re at the gate. You’re boarding. You’re finding your seat – secretly hoping your neighbour will pass the vibe check.
And then there’s the next part people tend to worry about…
 
The flight.
 
The idea of sitting in one place for hours. Sometimes a lot of hours. In a seat that isn’t particularly comfortable, sharing an awkward smile and a little claustrophobia with strangers you don’t know.
If you’ve never done it before, or even if you have and you only remember the worst parts - it can feel like something to endure. 
 
But like most things in this book… it depends on how you look at it.
 
If someone told you, outside of this context, that you had two, five or eight uninterrupted hours to do whatever you wanted, you’d probably think that sounded quite nice. No phone service. No expectations. No responsibilities. No one needing anything from you. Just time - a currency we’re all short on far too often.

That’s what a flight can be, if you let it. Your own little suspended bubble of time.
 
You can structure it in a way that makes it feel manageable, even enjoyable. A couple of hours reading. Maybe a crossword or something to keep your mind occupied. A film you’ve been meaning to watch. A second one, if you feel like it. A drink when the trolley comes by. Something small to look forward to. Little rituals.
 
I’ve garnered my own traditions over the years… I treat myself to a more luxury chocolate bar than usual (shoutout Lindt). Maybe some sweets I rarely let myself indulge in. A new book. On a longer flight I’ll take comfy socks and a hoody, maybe do a face mask which can feel slightly ridiculous but also like I’ve figured something out that others haven’t that makes the whole thing a bit better. I’ve even got a foot hammock from Amazon that hangs onto the tray table in front of me and lets me prop my feet up and an eye mask and ear plugs so I can sleep. Small comforts and luxuries that make the experience more elevated (even when I’m already high up in the sky).
And speaking of being high up in the sky, there’s another fear that can sit underneath all of the others - sometimes quietly, sometimes loudly enough to put people off the trip entirely.
The flying itself.
The simple fact of being suspended up in the air, unable to get off, feeling every bump and movement a little more than you’d like to. If that’s you, I want to reassure you: that fear is valid. You’re not silly, dramatic, or weak for feeling it. I mean, we are hurtling through the sky, defying gravity in a metal tube thousands of feet above the ground at an inconceivable speed, so the nerves are hardly irrational…
A lot of people feel exactly the same. Even seasoned travellers who look calm in the aisle seat can still clench their fists a little during take-off, tense up in turbulence, or feel that flicker of relief when the wheels touch the ground safely again. 
I fly almost monthly and I’ll be honest - I still don’t particularly love take-off or landing, and I doubt I ever will. But fear and danger are not the same thing, as we’ll cover more later in this book.
Statistically, flying is one of the safest forms of travel in the world, and the sensations that feel alarming are usually just part of something incredibly routine. Turbulence seems dramatic because you feel it. The plane feels every movement and so do you. But to the people flying it, it is often as ordinary as a pothole on a country road. The feeling in your body is real - the threat is usually not. And like with many things in this book: the more you experience it and live to tell the tale, the less menacing it starts to become.
So if flying makes you nervous, don’t wait to become someone who feels nothing, because you may be waiting a long time... Go as someone who feels it but goes anyway. Be that person. Breathe through take-off. Distract yourself when you need to. Grip the armrest if it helps. And my biggest tip: watch the faces of the cabin crew. If they’re calm, you know for certain that you can be. 
Remind yourself that discomfort is not disaster. And remember this: there is a version of you, a few hours from now, stepping off that plane to new views, new temperatures and new experiences, proud that you didn’t let fear make the decision for you.
Somewhere along the way, you settle into it. You look out of the window - if you have one - or you dont. The cabin hums quietly, punctuated occasionally by the scream of a cute but restless child. People around you are doing their own version of the same thing. Watching, sleeping, reading, waiting.
 
And you’re just there.
 
Thirty thousand feet up, disconnected from everything you left behind, not quite where you’re going yet, but definitely on your way.

For a lot of people, myself included, this is the moment the trip really begins. Not when you land. Not when you get to the hotel. But here, in this strange, suspended space where there’s nothing else you can be doing - just going. The excitement and anticipation of being on your way to new experiences.
 
And if you can learn to enjoy even a small part of that - the calm of moving through the airport, the peace of observing everything around you, the stillness of the flight - then what once felt daunting starts to feel familiar. What once felt stressful starts to feel simple. You become one of those people, the ones who move through it calmly. The ones who don’t rush. The ones who over time find it a bit of a flex to know exactly where the nearest water fountain is in every airport or exactly what to take out of your bag at security.
The ones who know, even if they don’t know everything, that they’ll figure it out.
 
And that, more than anything else, is what makes it feel like you’re really going somewhere.


 
 
Eating Solo
Let’s assume it's your first night in a new place. Close your eyes for a moment and think of somewhere you’ve always wanted to go - the country / city / town - and conjure up a hotel room in your mind that you’ve just walked into.
You've settled in, made the room feel just about yours, checked out the view and the snacks in the mini bar and ran out of things to organise.
Then it hits you: you have to eat dinner, alone.
First, you consider the safe options… Room service, a supermarket, Maccies or KFC. Something familiar you can bring back and eat cross-legged on the bed with the TV on, which honestly sounds quite nice and requires absolutely nothing from you.
But you didn't come all this way to eat a sub-par meal deal or the same old Big Mac in a hotel room. You're somewhere new, somewhere you've never been before and outside these four walls is a city, or a town, or a village full of places you've never eaten in, food you've never tasted, an atmosphere you haven't experienced yet.
You didn't book this trip to stay inside or to retreat into your comfort zone. 
So you open Google or you scroll through Instagram looking for somewhere that looks good, somewhere with an atmosphere, a nice aesthetic, somewhere that feels safe. You find a place and the photos look promising, the reviews mention something about the pasta, or the view, or the fact that it's exactly the kind of local gem that tourists usually miss. You screenshot it - put it into maps - confirm that it’s close enough - then before you can change your mind, you're going.
You get ready and walk out into the evening. Sure, anxiety might prickle at the unfamiliarity of it, but also it feels exciting... The air is different, the streets are new, the views are more impressive than home, no one knows you here - not a single soul. You’re somewhere new, on your own terms, heading somewhere for dinner like a confident, cool person with places to be.
This is the part that feels almost good… Until you get there.
When you walk in, it's bigger than you imagined - busy, full tables, loud conversations, laughter that overlaps and fills every corner of the room. Everyone is with someone and suddenly, you are very aware that you are not.
A waitress sees you and asks "Table for how many?"
It's such a normal question, one she's probably asked a hundred times before but for some reason it lands heavier than it should. You hesitate, just for a second, like maybe there's still time for someone to appear beside you.
"Just one," you say, and immediately it feels weighted - like it says more about you than it should.
She nods, completely unfazed, and starts walking. But your brain has already started ruminating. What is she thinking? Does she feel sorry for me? Even though realistically she's probably thinking about when her shift ends or her plans after work or the argument she had with her boyfriend that morining… but you don't feel realistic right now, you feel visible.
You follow her through the restaurant, past table after table of people sharing things - food, conversation, inside jokes - and it feels like you've accidentally walked into a room you weren't invited to.
You sit down and the waiter comes over without a word and removes the extra place setting opposite you. It's practical, efficient, and completely normal. But it lands. A quiet confirmation of something you were trying not to fully look at:
Oh… It really is just me.
What's strange is that it doesn't feel dramatic as such. It's not some overwhelming wave of sadness… It's smaller than that. Just uncomfortable, like wearing something slightly wrong and not being able to adjust it. Because what you're feeling isn't necessarily loneliness - it's exposure. It's the awareness that other people can see you being alone, and somehow that makes it feel bigger than it actually is.
Maybe you only felt ten percent lonely before you walked in, but now it feels like forty. It’s magnified. Not because anything has changed, but because it's visible.
And if you think about it, it's actually quite a strange thing to even acknowledge... 
You're just eating.
The most normal, fundamentally human thing you can do. Something we all do multiple times a day for our entire lives. And yet, put one person at a table instead of two, and suddenly it feels loaded. Like there's a story attached to it. Like it means something.
Maybe it's because eating has always been social - family dinners, catch-ups, dates, celebrations. Maybe it's because from a young age, being on your own is quietly framed as something to fix - the lonely kid in the movies with no one to sit with in the school cafeteria, a scene we’ve all watched countless times. Or maybe it's simpler than that. Maybe it's just because everyone else seems to have someone, and in that moment, you don't. And that contrast feels louder than it should. It brings more awareness to something you were maybe trying your best not to focus on.

I remember the first time I truly felt this. I was in Seattle in my early solo travelling days, and I had picked what I thought was a quiet little Asian restaurant tucked off the main street near my Airbnb. But it was not quiet. It was full of large, loud, gloriously chaotic family tables, and I was so grateful to be shown to a booth at the edge of the room where I felt more tucked away out of sight. More inconspicuous. I sat down, opened my menu and had the distinct feeling that I was performing being alone rather than just… being it. I felt like a spotlight was on me. Every time I looked up, I was convinced someone was watching. When I ordered, I felt the weight of every single word.
“Just one”
“Just me”
I felt such an overwhelming urge to make up an excuse and leave - or even better, just sneak out when no one was looking - but I stayed. Not because I felt brave. Honestly because I was starving, jetlagged and the same defiance I felt before going off to Switzerland rose up and I decided I wasn't going to let a feeling cheat me out of the Satay Chicken dish I now had my heart set on.
And something happened over the course of that meal that surprised me and that I’ve thought about many times since…
Nothing.
Absolutely nothing happened.
Nobody stared. Nobody pitied me. Nobody commented. Honestly - nobody cared. The families around me were entirely absorbed in their own evenings, their own noise, their own stories.
I ate my food. I watched the room. I noticed the old couple in the corner who had clearly been coming here for years, the way the waiter greeted them with warm familiarity. I noticed the young couple beside me, barely speaking, both on their phones, which made me feel - if anything - slightly better about my situation. Like maybe I wasn’t missing out on much after all.
I had a glass of wine. I ordered dessert because there was no one there to judge me for it. I read a good chunk of my book. I gradually settled into it, my nervous system settled into the environment and I actually quite enjoyed myself..
QUOTE: What a lovely surprise to finally discover how unlonely being alone can be - Ellen Burstyn
By the time I left, I felt quietly proud. And the Satay Chicken hit the spot.
The more you do it, the more you start to notice something that is almost funny and humbling in its simplicity: no one is thinking about you nearly as much as you think they are. That waitress forgot about you within seconds. Those tables you walked past were deep in their own conversations before you even sat down. That feeling of being watched is almost entirely coming from you.
We are all, as humans, fundamentally egocentric in nature. We live as the centrepiece to our own lives and rightly so - but we make the mistake sometimes of assuming others see us in that way too. It’s liberating to discover that they rarely do.
Slowly, you notice the upsides you hadn’t focused on before…
You order exactly what you want without negotiating. You take your time, or you don't, and there's no one to adjust for. You start bringing a book - not just to hide behind, but because you actually want to read it. IMAGE 8 & IMAGE 9 You notice things you would have missed if you'd been talking. The atmosphere, the music, the way a place feels when you're actually paying attention to it rather than to the person across from you. Maybe you chat to the waiter or waitress more and get some amazing local recommendations.
And then at some point, your thoughts change from wondering if you look strange sitting there alone, to pondering what people think you're doing. And instead of that feeling uncomfortable, it becomes something slightly playful. Maybe they think you're travelling somewhere interesting. Maybe they assume you’re on a business trip. Maybe they think you look confident. Maybe they think you're someone they’d aspire to be like one day.
Whether they do or not almost stops mattering, because you've started to see yourself that way first. Seeing it initially as something lacking to something chosen. Something that belongs entirely to you.
It doesn't happen all at once. The first time might feel awkward or uncomfortable. The second time, slightly less so. But if you stay, if you don't leave, if you don't default to the easy option of taking fast food back to your room every time - something grows: a kind of ease, a new confidence, familiarity, eventually even enjoyment.
You don't stop being aware that you're alone. You just stop seeing it as the most important thing about you in that moment. You stop giving it any relevance whatsoever. Maybe, eventually, you even start thriving in it. And the table that once felt like the loneliest seat in the room becomes, over time, one of your favourite places to be.
Just you. Just a meal. Whatever you're reading, watching, thinking, noticing. Entirely yours. In a place you chose. On a night that belonged entirely to you.
Bon appétit.
 
 
 
Driving Solo
Some trips are going to require driving. Some trips are the drive.
That can be one of the most daunting parts of going solo... Plenty of people don’t even like driving at home, let alone in a different country, in a strange car, on unfamiliar roads, with no one next to them to say, “You’re fine, just go that way.”
Maybe your day-to-day life is confined to the same 10-mile radius and you’re not used to driving in unfamiliar places. Maybe you hate motorways. Maybe you only recently got your license. Maybe you’ve become accustomed to the role of ‘passenger princess’ and you’re simply out of practice being the one behind the wheel. At some point, if you want new exciting experiences and want to venture off the beaten track, you may need to overcome those discomforts.

So let’s say you’ve landed in a new place. You’ve made it through the airport. You’ve picked up your bag, found the shuttle, signed the scary rental agreement you didn’t fully understand and now you’re standing beside a car that’s definitely not yours. Maybe it’s a little hire car. Or maybe, for reasons that now feel slightly ambitious: it’s a campervan.

You get in and everything feels unfamiliar all at once. The car smells new. The steering wheel feels smooth under your hands. Your seat feels higher up than usual. The dashboard lights up in a way that means nothing to you yet. You glance at the screen, the buttons, the mirrors, at the gear stick or maybe at the place where you’re used to the gear stick being because you’re only just realising it’s an automatic. That is usually the first proper reminder...
 
Oh - everything is different.
 
You might be sitting on the wrong side of the car, about to drive on the opposite side of the road. The indicators aren’t where they should be. The car feels too clean, too unfamiliar, too shiny and too expensive to scratch. Or if it’s a campervan, too big to be entirely controlled by you. And somewhere ahead of you is a route you’ve never driven, in a place you don’t know, on roads you didn’t grow up understanding with signs you don’t get.

If you think about the whole drive at once, it’s unbearable. If you think about the next 60 seconds - it’s doable. That’s usually my first advice.
Not the whole trip. Not the hundreds of miles. Not the mountain roads or the city traffic or the campervan you still can’t quite believe you’ve been trusted to drive. Just this moment. Start the engine, put your playlist on, adjust the mirrors, breathe, pull out and start slowly. Do a few laps in the nearest carpark or quiet, wide road if you need to, to get your bearings.
 
Driving solo in a new place is scary for very valid reasons. It isn’t just the practical side of it, it’s the feeling of being out of your depth in public and with very real risks. It’s the fear of making a mistake where other people can see, maybe even get annoyed at you. It’s the awareness that if something goes wrong, there isn’t anyone beside you to instantly absorb half the panic or to offer reassurance. 
And to be fair, if you drive enough, things probably will go wrong from time to time. That’s part of it - and something I want to reassure you about.
 
I’m not someone who started small. My first ever long-distance drive on the other side of the road was 2448 miles of Route 66 when I was 22, which is quite an aggressive way to build confidence if we’re being honest, but effective - because I’ve never feared it since. But in the years since then I’ve skidded on ice in a campervan in Iceland and crashed into a tree. IMAGE 10 I once got another campervan stuck in the mud in the French Pyrenees. IMAGE 11 I parked in the wrong place in Seattle and had my car towed with a hefty $300 fine (which was the majority of my spending money gone on day 3 of my trip). I took a wrong turn in Slovenia and ended up on a crumbling mountain pass, barely wide enough for my car with a sheer drop beside me, genuinely convinced I had made a terrible mistake and wouldn’t live to tell the tale. I’ve parked in the wrong place in Italy and ended up with a €160 fine. I’ve had wheels stuck in sand in the desert, flat tyres and windscreen chips, I’ve had the squeaky-bum moments of willing the gas tank to make it just 3 more miles to the nearest fuel station. I’ve driven a huge Mercedes Sprinter through the Lake District on a road that felt better suited to a bicycle, only to find a caravan coming towards me while I sat there with my hands up basically saying, “I’m literally just a girl - I don’t know what you expect me to do here”.

Even in my own car, before I’ve even begun my solo trip, I’ve taken the wrong exit at an airport and found myself locked in a carpark I couldn’t get out of - almost missing my flight before a stranger thankfully helped me.

So no, this chapter is not going to pretend driving solo is always effortless or elegant or easy, that would feel irresponsible of me and essentially false advertising. Sometimes it is frightening. Sometimes it is frustrating. Sometimes it is funny afterwards and not at all funny at the time. But that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t do it. It just means that, like most worthwhile things, it asks something of you.

And as someone who always loves to find a silver lining: i’ve discovered it really is character building. The more you have minor experiences like this and survive them, the more you start to depend on yourself more confidently and you start to implement a ‘Plan B’ mindset and start navigating your way out of the issue before you’ve even realised you’re doing it. Competence builds confidence - a mantra I’ll repeat several times in this book. 
 
So back to driving… What I’ve learned is that the fear may be real, but it isn’t permanent. The first few minutes are often the worst. The first scary roundabout. The first turn. The first time someone is close behind you and you feel irrationally certain they can tell you’re new here. But sooner than you expect, you begin to settle into it. Your hands relax a little. You stop staring at every sign like it contains a secret code you need to decipher. You get one thing right, then another. You take a corner smoothly. You join a sliproad without overthinking it. You park. You pull away again. And the only reason that happens is because you’re doing it. And it becomes second nature surprisingly quickly.
 
You can’t get comfortable before you start. You get comfortable by starting and by doing. That’s why this chapter really isn’t about being fearless, it’s about being willing to be a beginner for a bit. To feel awkward, alert, slightly ridiculous if that’s what it takes, somewhat hesitant and to do it anyway. Because the version of you that collects the car is never the same as the version of you that returns it.
 
At the start, you’re jittery. You’re overthinking everything. You’re gripping the wheel with white knuckles and reading far too much into the judgmental tone of your sat-nav.
By the end, you’re usually more content than you thought you’d ever be. Accomplished. You roll back into the car hire place cool, calm and collected, like someone who knows what they’re doing, because by then, you do.

Sometimes it happens sooner than you expect. You leave the airport roads, or the city roads, or the stressful maze of unfamiliar turns and traffic lights, and suddenly the sat-nav says something glorious: one hundred and twelve miles. Straight ahead. No turns, just cruising. That’s the moment.
The roads widen. Your grip on the wheel loosens. Your posture relaxes. You’ve got your favourite music on. Maybe you’ve picked up some snacks or a drink you’ve never had before because somehow everything feels more exciting in a petrol station abroad. You’re not trying to survive it anymore. You’re just cruising.
 
And then it hits you: “I’m actually doing this”.
 
Not imagining it. Not watching someone else do it. Not saving it for a later date. You are in a car in a different country or a different place, heading somewhere you chose, with your own playlist on and your own hands on the wheel. That feeling is hard to beat.
 
Because driving-focused trips do feel different. If you’re just renting a car to get from the airport to the hotel, going from A to B, that can be nerve-racking enough. But once the drive itself becomes part of the trip, like a roadtrip or vanlife, something else comes into it. Freedom - in the most literal sense. Not the abstract kind, the kind you can feel in your body when the road opens up and there is nothing in front of you but distance and landscapes.
 
You start to notice things you would miss if someone else were doing the driving. The way the scenery changes. The first glimpse of mountains in the distance. Giant trees either side of the road, bigger than you’ve ever seen. A strip of ocean appearing in the distance, so blue you can’t believe it’s real. The fact that your favourite song, the one you haven’t heard in months, suddenly sounds so much better blasting through the speakers when you’re driving somewhere new with the sun shining and the windows down and nowhere to be except forward and you can sing as loudly and as terribly as you like.
 
There’s a novelty to it too, I find. Driving a rental car in another country or a campervan can feel unusually fun in a way your normal car rarely does. It’s still just a vehicle, but it’s somehow more exciting, cooler, new. It feels like part of the adventure. A tool, yes, but also a kind of ticket into the trip itself.
 
And if it’s a campervan, that feeling gets even stronger. Because then it isn’t just transport. It’s everything. Your fuel is in, the water’s topped up, the fridge is stocked, your bag is in the back, along with your bed. Your life, for however long you’re doing this, is contained in the confines of the vehicle around you. It becomes less like driving and more like carrying your own little world forward. A home on wheels. There’s something so satisfying about that, something simple and self-contained and oddly powerful.
You have everything you need. You know where you’re going - or even if you don’t, that starts to feel less like failure and more like possibility. Excitement.

That’s the part people don’t always realise before they do it. Driving solo is scary because it is unfamiliar, but once the unfamiliarity wears off - sooner than you’d expect, too  - what’s left is often one of the purest versions of freedom you can experience…
 
No one else choosing the route.
No one else controlling the pace.
No one else wanting to stop when you don’t or push on when you’d rather pull over and stare at the view for a while or take a layby-nap.
No one to switch the song over just as your favourite part is coming up.
It’s just you and the road.
 
And yes, things can go wrong. You can get lost. You can take the wrong turn. You can get stuck in mud, or sand, or some awful narrow lane you absolutely should not have gone down. You can have moments where you feel spectacularly unequipped.
But those moments are not the whole story.
What stays with you just as much, if not more, is the first time you realise you can handle it. The first time you sort something out without needing rescuing. The first time you laugh instead of panic. The first time you stop seeing yourself as someone attempting this and start seeing yourself as someone who does it. And does it well.
That perspective matters.
Because every solo drive gives you more evidence... Evidence that you can make decisions. Evidence that you can stay calm. Evidence that you can figure things out, ask for help when needed, recover when things go sideways, and keep going.
It makes you feel more capable - not just as a driver, but as a person. And that has a bigger effect on your self esteem and confidence than you’ll realise.
And that’s why I think driving solo often becomes one of the most rewarding parts of a trip. It asks a lot of you at the start, but it gives a lot back. It gives you competence. It gives you confidence. It gives you stories. It gives you a very real, very earned sense that you are more resourceful than you might have thought which opens up your world in ways you didn’t have access to before.
 
Then, if you’re lucky, it gives you one of those drives… The kind where everything clicks. The roads are wide, the weather is glorious, the views are mind-blowing, the music is loud, and for a moment the freedom of it feels almost ridiculous. You wonder why it took you so long - why you haven’t been doing this your whole life - why you’d ever want to go home, back to reality. You find yourself grinning from ear to ear, never wanting it to end. You are out there on your own, fully responsible for yourself, and instead of that feeling heavy, it feels exhilarating. That is the payoff.
 
And if you happen to be in a campervan when that feeling arrives, there’s an extra layer to it. Because eventually the road runs out for the day. The light starts to change. You pull into wherever you’re staying for the night: a campsite or a random layby with an epic view. You turn off the engine. The silence lands.
 
And then you remember.
You’re not just driving this thing…
You’re sleeping in it too.

DRIVING SOLO DOUBLE SPREAD OF IMAGES
 
Sleeping Solo
Up to now, we’ve dealt with a lot of fears that come with going solo. Most of them, once you’re in them, tend to soften. Eating alone feels less dramatic once you’ve done it. Driving alone feels less impossible once the wheels are actually moving. Even flying alone, for all its chaos, becomes strangely simple once you learn the rhythm of it.

Sleeping alone is different.
 
In my experience, this is the one that can hit harder in reality than it ever did in theory. You can scroll through beautiful Airbnb’s for hours without once imagining what it will feel like to lie awake in one at night. You can book a hotel because of the rooftop pool, or a cabin because of the outside bath, or a campervan because it looks like freedom on wheels, and in every photo it’s daylight. Everything looks warm, bright, inviting, joyful, aesthetic. The windows are glowing with the possibility of the day. The beds are dressed beautifully. The woods outside look magical and whimsical rather than menacing.
No one is advertising the moment eight hours later when it’s dark, the noise has dropped away, and you’re about to fall asleep in a place that doesn’t feel familiar.
That is usually when the fear arrives.
 
Let’s say you’ve spent the day driving your campervan through the mountains in some epic part of Europe. Maybe the Dolomites or the French Pyrenees. It’s been one of those days that reminds you why you wanted to do this in the first place... Big roads, bigger views, the kind of scenery that makes you keep glancing out of the window, like you can’t quite believe it’s real and on top of that you ticked off an epic solo hike that had been saved in your Instagram wish list for years. You’re feeling great. Confident. Maybe even slightly invincible. 
By the time evening comes, you’ve found a car park for the night. Not a proper campsite, just a free spot on Park4Night that will do. There are a few other vans scattered around, enough that you’re not completely alone, but not so many that you feel surrounded either. You’re not entirely sure which would make you feel better, but ultimately the nearby company is comforting.

It starts raining heavily and everything outside feels darker and emptier than it did a few hours before. The kind of rain that hammers on the roof and is in equal measures relaxing and intimidating. You switch off the engine and the silence lands differently than it did during the day. Earlier, this van felt like freedom on wheels. Now it feels small and imposing. You look at the locks. You look out through the windscreen at the dim shapes of other cars and trees and wet tarmac. And because it’s night, and because you’re tired, and because you are very aware that you’re alone, your mind starts filling in the blanks.
 
That’s the thing about sleeping solo… It isn’t always a fear you think about beforehand. It can creep in later, quietly, after a perfectly good day and evening. You can be completely relaxed at seven o’clock, sitting in your Airbnb or your hotel room or your campervan with a book, a film, a glass of wine or tea, feeling almost smug about how well you’re doing with this solo malarkey. Then an hour later it’s dark and the vibe shifts. Nothing has actually changed: the room is the same, the locks are still locked, the walls are still there. But it feels different now. Heavier. More exposed.
 
I think part of that is because night removes distraction. Everything feels louder when there’s less to see. Your senses naturally sharpen. Small sounds become louder and your thoughts do too.
During the day, a cabin in the woods feels peaceful, serene, whimsical. At night, the same woods can feel ancient and watchful and sinister.
During the day, a tent feels adventurous. At night, it can feel like being gift-wrapped in flimsy canvassing for whatever is rustling predatorily outside. 
During the day, a hotel room feels anonymous and convenient and spontaneous.
At night, it can feel secluded, eerie, Especially if the receptionist has just cheerfully announced: “Just you on your own? You’re in room 31” to a lobby full of strangers - it can suddenly feel far less neutral and safe than it did five minutes earlier…

That happened to me once in a Motel 6 in Arizona. Cheap, dingy, odd energy - the kind of place where your bedroom door opens out into the carpark and you’re already scanning the room a little harder than usual. Not somewhere I’d recommend in a hurry - but it was my only option during a 6hr roadtrip on a budget from California to Arizona.

The woman at reception checked me in, looked up, and said, “is it just you?” then in full earshot of everyone else standing around, handed me the key and called out, “you’re in room 31.”

I walked away very aware that multiple people (predominately men) now knew I was alone and exactly where I’d be sleeping with a bedroom door that opened out onto a carpark as opposed to a safe, secure indoor hallway. I could actually see out through cracks in the side of the door. My first Motel experience and I felt scarily exposed.

Nothing actually happened, and it likely wouldn’t have, but it didn’t feel right. I hung around until the reception area was deserted and I went back and asked for a different room, which the receptionist was so kind and accommodating about when I explained why. Since then, I’ve always noticed whether a hotel hands you the key card with your room number written on it (the preferred etiquette) or states the room number out loud. It’s a small detail, but when you’re alone those details can matter and it’s worth paying attention to because it’s the difference between a good night’s sleep and a feeling of safety or a terrible night’s sleep and unnecessary anxiety and exhaustion.

Airbnb’s can feel different again. Some of my first solo ones made me far more uneasy than I’d expected, knowing that someone somewhere had a master key or the access code to wherever I was sleeping. And as a fan of true-crime podcasts and documentaries, I’d heard and seen enough to lead me to check behind photo frames for hidden cameras or put a chair against the door. And if it was the host checking me in rather than a key-code I’d sometimes tell them my boyfriend was joining later so they wouldn’t think I was alone.

One time I stayed somewhere down a dirt track in the middle of the woods in North Wales with no phone signal and I arrived as it was getting dark. A man greeted me and walked me around the back of his house to where the Annex was that I’d be staying in. My heart was pounding the whole time. He may well have been perfectly lovely and well-meaning but all I could think was: he knows I’m here alone and WHY IS HE TAKING ME AROUND THE BACK OF HIS HOUSE?

I slept with my car keys in my hand that night and with sharp, pointy kitchen utensils near the bed that made me feel a little less vulnerable, and I’m not ashamed to say I have done it a few times since. I’ve thankfully never needed to use them so please don’t let this scare you - I’ve probably done that only a handful of times out of hundreds of solo stays and all it’s ever amounted to is a funny story for this book - this is just to say do whatever you need to do to make yourself feel safe, regardless of how silly it may feel in the moment. And also a reminder that the more you do something and do it successfully, the more confident and less fearful you become.
 
And then there are tents and campervans, which have their own very specific kind of vulnerability. You’re enclosed, but not in a way that feels solid. Other people can see there’s someone inside and you can’t necessarily see out. In a tent especially, there is something primal about that feeling. You are lying there in the dark, hearing the outside world without fully being able to read it. In some ways that’s exactly why people seek it out - to feel close to nature, close to something more basic and unpolished, to get back in touch with that old human sense of wonder. We all need more of that from time to time. But of course, wonder has always had a shadow side. 

The fear of the dark is not modern, it’s ancient. The part of you that tenses up when you hear movement outside is not ridiculous, it’s human. It’s self-preservation.
 
I think that matters, because it stops this whole chapter from pretending you shouldn’t feel what you feel, to acknowledging that it’s valid. 

Sometimes the answer isn’t: “Don’t worry.” 
Sometimes it’s: “Of course you’re feeling this, and that’s okay.”

You’re tired, in a strange place, about to become unconscious. That is a vulnerable state. It makes sense that your senses sharpen. It makes sense that your imagination gets busier. It makes sense that falling asleep feels harder than waking up.

That last bit is interesting, actually. Waking up alone somewhere new rarely feels half as frightening as falling asleep there. By morning, the place already feels more familiar. The unknown part has passed. Light returns. You can see again. You’re back in control of your body, your choices, your mind, your surroundings, your safety. 
Falling asleep is harder because it asks you to surrender control. Waking up gives it back. That’s why I think this fear is best handled in two ways at once: practically and mentally.
 
Practically, I do all the little things that help me settle. I lock the door, I close the curtains, I keep my glasses nearby, or my keys, or whatever small object makes me feel that bit more prepared or protected. I like background noise - I’ll often put on a familiar TV series on my iPad, or an audiobook I know well enough that it’s comforting - something that softens the silence. Something that reminds my nervous system of home. It doesn’t have to be sophisticated. It just has to work for you.

Mentally, I try to remember that nothing has actually changed except the light. That sentence helps me more than almost anything else. “Nothing has changed except the light”. The room has not become more dangerous because it is dark. The campervan has not become less locked. The secure hotel room has not become less of a secure hotel room. What has changed is how it feels, and that feeling is real, but it’s not always reliable.

And once you remember that, you can start to guide your mind somewhere else. Back to what’s good about this. Because there usually is something good about it, even in the middle of the discomfort. If you’re in a beautiful hotel room, you can remember that you get this whole bed to yourself - how comfy the pillows are - you can stretch out and enjoy the indulgence of it. If the bed is nicer than yours at home, even better. If you’re in a cabin or a van or a tent, you can remind yourself how unusual this is in the best possible way. How many nights of your life do you get to fall asleep at the foot of a mountain? Or with the sounds of a river? Or under the stars? Or in a place where the first thing you’ll see when you open your eyes is a landscape you’ve never belonged to before?

Those thoughts pull you out of crisis management and back into presence.
 
Even the little sounds outside can be reframed, gently, without forcing it. A rustling in the bushes might make your heart race, fair enough. But it’s just as likely to be something harmless, or even lovely, as something dangerous. A deer, rain, wind, branches moving, sheep tearing at the long grass. 

One time I spent what felt like hours (but was probably 30 minutes) awake with fear in a roof tent on top of a jeep thinking something was out there scratching at my tent, trying to get in. I was adamant it was something sinister. When I finally mustered the courage to unzip the door and peer out, I discovered it had been a low hanging tree branch all along, blowing in the breeze, brushing against my tent. But what I was surprised with next was the most incredible spattering of stars and vivid milky way that I had ever seen. I spent 20 minutes out in the surprisingly warm night air taking in the magical sky and capturing some epic night-mode pictures. That night became a core memory and I smile at it now when I think back.

Your mind will always want to fill the silence with a story, especially if you’re a creative person like I am. The trick is remembering that you get some say in which story it chooses. And, as with most things in this book, it does get easier.

Not all at once, and not in every setting. I’m not going to tell you that every place you ever sleep alone will feel wonderful, because that isn’t true. Some places will feel off, and if they do, trust that. Change rooms. Leave. Drive somewhere else. Prop a chair against the door. Book the hotel instead of the remote cabin, bail on the wild camp. This isn’t about ignoring your instincts - it’s about learning the difference between instinct and imagination and respecting both without letting either run the whole show. 

Solo wild camping is definitely the most vulnerable of all these scenarios, and it does take a lot of courage. It was something I was adamant to push myself to do for the first time back in 2020 when I’d just discovered my adventurous side and was taking any opportunity to step out of my comfort zone and push myself to new limits.

I was so pleasantly surprised on that first ever solo wild camp at how calm I felt. I had found a spot so hidden away, in a dip of the mountain, far from the path. I knew no one had seen me head up there and it was incredibly unlikely anyone would stumble across me. And as I spent the night watching the sunset, eating my super noodles, playing country music on my phone and drinking wine from a camping mug; the peace, beauty and serenity of the mountains made me feel safer than I ever imagined I would. (you can watch this camp and several others on my YouTube channel)

I have, however, had slightly differing experiences since then - moments where I’ve lay awake in my tent with my imagination running wild, and over the years I’ve built my own logical framework that I talk myself through. 

This is what I tell myself, in this specific order:

1. It’s highly unlikely anyone is up here in the mountains late at night to even know I am here
2. Even if someone does happen to spot my tent, what are the chances of them having bad intentions? Very low…
3. Statistically, I’m safer up here than walking through any city
4. Even if someone spots my tent, no one is going to assume there’s a girl alone inside it
5. What type of person disturbs a tent without knowing who’s inside it?
6. Nothing is happening right now anyway, so there’s no point worrying about it
7. I’ve never heard a single story of anything bad happening here
8. Honestly, I’m probably fine

And then I take some deep breaths, put on my audiobook, force my mind to think about positive things and go to sleep. And I’ve been right every single time…
I was fine.

There is something strangely satisfying about creating your own sense of safety in a new place. About making a room or a van or a tent feel yours for the night. About closing the curtains, putting your things where you want them, setting up the little comforts that tell your body it’s okay to soften now. It’s a quieter kind of confidence than some of the other chapters in this book. Less cinematic. Less obvious. But maybe deeper.

It’s the confidence of knowing that even here, even in the dark, even on your own, you can settle yourself.

So let’s go back to that car park in the rainy mountains in Europe...
It’s the same van. The same loud rain on the roof. The same handful of other vehicles scattered nearby. The same dark outside the windows. None of that has changed. But this time, you’ve made your favourite pasta on the little stove. You’ve poured a glass of wine. You’ve put your comfort show on your iPad, or whatever familiar thing makes you feel most like yourself. Your things are where you want them. The doors are locked. The curtains are drawn. Your plans for the morning are exciting. The fear might still tap you on the shoulder once or twice, but it no longer owns the whole evening. You do.
The van still feels small. But now it also feels cosy. The dark still exists. But so do you, in it, handling it.
And eventually, in the same place that might have frightened you an hour earlier, you find yourself doing the simplest thing of all.
Falling asleep.

DOUBLE PAGE PHOTO SPREAD SLEEPING SOLO
 
Hiking Solo
Skiing. Sailing. Climbing. There are some things it’s generally accepted you shouldn’t do alone. Hiking often sits somewhere on that list too. Not always said outright, but implied. The kind of thing people hesitate about. The kind of thing that is often met with a quiet “really? are you sure?”. Even your own brain can second-guess your sanity when you’re considering scaling a mountain alone. And for good reason, because if something goes wrong out there, it can go properly wrong. But then again, sometimes you just want to go and there are only so many times you can look at something you want to do, wait for someone to come with you, and keep putting it off.
 
So let’s say there’s a hike you really want to do. You’ve seen it online again and again. Saved the route. Looked at it more than once. Maybe even watched YouTube videos about it. You know roughly where it is, roughly how long it takes, roughly what it looks like at the top. You just don’t have anyone to go with. And you’re not sure if you should go alone.
 
So what are you actually afraid of? Are you afraid of the hike itself, or are you afraid of everything that might go wrong around it?
Are you afraid that you’ll forget to download the route beforehand… arrive… realise you have no signal to download it and set off anyway?
Are you afraid your phone will die halfway up?
Are you afraid you’ll lose the path, get lost and not realise until it’s too late?
Because if you follow that thought all the way through, it might look something like this:
 
You pull into the car park, it’s colder than you expected. Not fully light yet despite it being 9am as it’s the middle of winter. There’s no signal and you realise you now can’t download your route on your app, but you brush it off. It’s a hike… Surely there’s a path up, and a path down. People do this all the time. How hard can it be?

You set off.

At first, it’s exactly what you hoped it would be. The air is fresh. The views are even better than the photos. Your lungs are pumping. You feel good - proud, even. You’re finally doing it. On your own. 
You pass a few people on the way up. They smile, you smile back. It feels… kind of cool, actually.
The path is clear. Until it isn’t.
Gradually, without really noticing when it changed, it disappears into rock. Loose, uneven, directionless. Like you’re on the surface of Mars. You keep going anyway. 
It still feels like the right direction. Or does it?
You check your phone. The battery is lower than you expected, now 20% and dying rapidly in the cold weather. You switch it to airplane mode and stop taking photos.
The weather turns. Cloud rolls in. Visibility drops. Ten metres. Five. Then less. The landscape flattens into grey. You’re soaked through.
You keep going. Because what else are you going to do?
Eventually, you find the summit - the misty trig appearing barely visible in the distance. Relief hits harder than you expected. You made it! You tap the trig and take a photo, quickly, with frozen fingers and your last 6% of battery.

You shelter behind the rocks to eat something. It’s cold. Your toes are cold. Everything is cold. Then you start to head back, and that’s when the panic starts. Because on the way down, nothing looks familiar. No path. Just rocks. Endless, identical, indifferent rocks.

You pick a direction - walk - adjust - walk again. Spotting things you definitely don’t recognise from the way up which unsettles you even more. Then your phone dies. No map… No signal... No clue. You keep walking and keep telling yourself it’s fine, until a quiet realisation creeps in too loud to ignore: you’re fully lost.

You don’t know what to do. There’s not much daylight left. And for the first time that day, it doesn’t feel exciting anymore. It feels serious and slightly terrifying.

-
 
That was me, on my first ever solo hike in January 2020. IMAGE 12 and 13
Spoiler: I’m not still up that mountain - I lived to tell the tale and I learned some important lessons along the way. What actually happened next is the part that stayed with me the most…
 
After walking for what felt like hours - crying a little at this point, panicking, fully aware I’d made a huge mistake that I had no idea how to get myself out of - I came across two men on mountain bikes who had passed me earlier that day. They stopped, took one look at me and knew I wasn’t okay. They got their map out and within minutes, they’d worked it out… I wasn’t slightly off route, I was going completely the wrong way, walking the total opposite direction that I thought I was and should have been..
 
They seemed to know the area and they directed me towards a path I hadn’t seen and told me to follow it all the way down. They said they’d cycle ahead and meet me at the bottom with their van to drop me back to my car. Which was a strange moment because it’s exactly what I needed, yet also exactly the kind of situation you’ve been told your whole life to be wary of… and all my instincts would usually tell me not to follow two strange men into the wilderness when I’m completely alone with no means of contact, feeling entirely vulnerable.

I think they understood that because one of them showed me a photo of his daughter on his phone and told me her name, just casually. It was such a small thing, but it meant a lot at the time and made it easier to trust what was happening. So I followed the path.

It felt like it went on for an age. I was tired, hungry, thirsty, the light was dimming rapidly and every few minutes I doubted myself... Is this right? Did I miss a turning? Am I lost again? And then I saw it: an arrow on the ground, drawn in the mud and emphasised with stones and sticks. They’d left it there for me to keep me on track - I almost cried again but with relief this time.
 
Eventually, I reached the bottom and there was a blue van waiting just as it was getting dark. I crammed into the back with the mountain bikes and they drove me back to my car which turned out to be miles away and I remember thanking them profusely and thinking “I genuinely don’t know what would have happened if they hadn’t stopped”.
 
So yes, that did happen to me, and it wasn’t even the last time something has gone wrong on a hike... I’ve dropped my phone down rock crevices twice (miraculously managed to retrieve them both after a lot of effort). I’ve found myself in tears a few times on rocky mountain tops, thinking I'm lost, not knowing which direction to go in, getting confused by the terrain or a rogue route I’d ended up following on an app I didn’t understand well enough, but eventually finding my way out - and you can watch all of these experiences in my earlier YouTube videos if you’d like some mild entertainment or to learn from my mistakes.
 
But it was the first time I learned something important: things can go wrong - especially up in the mountains - and in the early days when you’re just starting out, they might. But that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t go… It just means if you’ll learn over time how to do it better.
 
There are a few things I do now, every single time:
- I check the weather and I don’t try to be brave about it. If it’s not right, I don’t go
- I download my route beforehand so I can access it offline
- I research and make sure the route is within my ability
- I take a fully charged power bank (and a cable)
- I bring more water and snacks than I think I’ll need
- I wear the right kit, bright colours usually, and pack extra layers
- I always take a head torch
- I carry a basic first aid kit
- I let someone know where I’m going
- I know how to call mountain rescue if I need to
- I don’t hesitate to turn back - that’s not failure, that’s safety
 
And if you’re at the very beginning of your hiking journey, it doesn’t have to start with a mountain like that. Start small… a local hill, a woodland walk, a route you already know or have done before. You don’t need to throw yourself in at the deep end, you can build up to it. You learn how to navigate, which apps to use, you learn how your body feels, you learn which rocks will be slippery and which are a safe step, you learn how to read the weather, you learn how to trust yourself.
 
And then, gradually, you go a little further, a little higher, a little longer, until one day you look back and realise you’ve climbed mountains you once thought were completely out of reach. Maybe multiple mountains in one day. Maybe even in other countries. And that becomes something no one can take away from you.
Because once you get past the fear - or at least learn how to manage it – that gives you a different kind of freedom. The kind you only really find when it’s just you and you realise how capable you are. It starts the moment you step onto the trail and start walking. That quiet sense of “I’m doing this”. No one else to match pace with, no one else to talk over the silence. Just you, your footsteps, and the sound of the ground beneath your boots.
 
The further you go, the quieter it gets. You notice things you wouldn’t normally notice... The air, the birds, the wind, your breathing.
 
The higher you go, the smaller everything else feels, in a good way. Nature has a way of doing that… Things that felt heavy before don’t follow you up there. Your altitude changes your attitude. You feel it in your body too: the burn in your legs, the pull in your lungs, the meditative rhythm of just putting one foot in front of the other.
It doesn’t necessarily get easier, but it becomes something you learn to enjoy (hopefully) as well as rewarding. 
 
And then you reach the top. You touch the trig point - because if you don’t, it doesn’t count, right? - and there’s this moment… Relief, pride, stillness, peace. And the quiet knowledge: I got myself here.
 
And then you come back down. You take your boots off (the best feeling) your feet aching along with all the other muscles in your body but somehow it’s a good ache. You eat something and it tastes better than it should and fully deserved. You sleep deeply and life carries on.
 
QUOTE: And it’s only by going nowhere - by sitting still or letting my mind relax - that I find the thoughts that come to be unbidden are far fresher and more imaginative than the ones I consciously seek out ⁃ Pico Iyer
 
It’s a part that doesn’t get talked about much, but solo hiking is a surprisingly polarising topic. Every time I post about it on social media, there’s debate and it’s almost always the same pattern:
 
The people who are against it have never done it.
The people who have done it rarely stop at just once and shout about it from the rooftops. And I think that says everything.
 
Because the part that’s hard to explain - unless you’ve felt it - is what it does to you over time. Not just in the moment, but afterwards and beyond that.
 
Because it’s not just about one hike. It’s about what happens when you do something you didn’t think you could do. And then do it again. And again. And actually enjoy it along the way. The moments halfway up when your body is tired and your mind is telling you to stop, to turn back or to give up, and you don’t. You push through. You succeed. That does something to you - it builds resilience, courage, confidence. You start to trust yourself in a different way. Physically, yes, but mentally more than anything.
 
I remember having internal wars in my mind in my early hiking days – my brain screaming “I CAN’T DO THIS” - my self-doubt at an all-time high and my muscles wanting to quit with every step. I’d want to turn back so badly that I’d sometimes end up in silent tears. But I’d dig deep and keep going and feel SO proud of myself at the end. And over time that voice in my head got quieter and quieter - my muscles AND my mind grew stronger and now there’s not much I question that I can’t do – leading me to recently hiking up to my highest elevation yet of 4750m on a 4 day trek in Peru. If you’re also in a place of finding hiking (or any new hobby) tough, I hope that gives you the motivation to keep pushing.
 
I remember after my first few big solo mountain hikes, getting back down to civilisation and walking past people in café’s or shops just going about their day and thinking: “How does no one know what I just did?” I wanted to walk around shouting “I JUST CLIMBED A WHOLE MOUNTAIN ALL BY MYSELF”.
 
It felt like such a huge feat, yet no one knew. And that’s the best part… You don’t need them to. Because YOU know. And that stays with you.
Not just for a day. But in how you see yourself after. How you look at yourself in the mirror. How you introduce yourself to people you meet, and the stories you get to tell them.
Because once you’ve done something like that - properly done it - it’s hard to go back to seeing yourself the same way. You realise you’re capable of more than you thought. And if you can climb a mountain on your own… What else can you do?
 
 
DOUBLE PAGE PHOTO SPREAD - HIKING SOLO 
 
For the Gram?
Up till now, this book has been largely about you.
You eating alone for you. You driving alone for you. You sleeping alone for you. You hiking alone for you. A lot of what solo travel gives you is private moments. That is part of its power and beauty and purpose. Nobody sees the little decisions, nobody claps when you manage your first meal alone, your first scary drive, your first night in a strange place, your first summit. So much of the reward is internal, quiet, unwitnessed - and that matters.
 
But there is another side to all this that feels worth talking about, because it sits awkwardly in the background of modern adventure and people love having opinions about it.
 
What happens when you do something for yourself… and then post it online?
 
IMAGE 14
 
For some people, this is where things get problematic.
Let’s call one of them Bob. Bob has opinions.
 
The first is that solo hiking is dangerous. Bob sees someone alone on a mountain - especially a female - and immediately concludes that they are one twisted ankle away from disaster and may even be promoting irresponsible activities and minimising risk - as one news article politely accused me of back in 2022 despite me safely and efficiently completing a solo mountain climb without any incident whatsoever.
 
The second is mountain rescue... Bob is deeply, passionately concerned about the burden your life choices may place on the emergency services, despite never having been a member of mountain rescue himself, and regardless of whether or not you’ve ever actually had the need to call upon them. An entirely hypothetical concern, one that I see a lot on social media.
 
And the third, the one he really can’t let go of, is this:
If you were really doing it for yourself, why are you posting it?
 
In Bob’s mind, there’s a purity to doing something alone. A quiet nobility. A sort of unspoken rule that says if it’s truly for you, it should remain in a sealed vault, never to be witnessed, documented, or lightly captioned - heaven forbid with an emoji or two.
 
And if you do post it, Bob starts to get twitchy behind his keyboard. Because now there’s a photo. Maybe a tripod. Maybe a video. Maybe a sunrise with suspiciously good framing. Maybe a solo hike that looks, to Bob, a bit too cinematic to be fully sincere or authentic. And underneath it all is the thought Bob keeps circling: “if you were really present, would you have taken the picture at all?”
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It is, to be fair, not a completely ridiculous question, and one I keep in the back of my mind, subtly remaining conscious of. Because there is a version of this that can go too far… There are definitely people (myself at times) who have managed to be physically present somewhere beautiful while being spiritually trapped in the front-facing camera. There are people who miss the thing by trying too hard to capture the thing. There are moments that get flattened by over-documenting them. That is real, and I advocate keeping a good awareness of this if you’re a “capture the moment” lover like I am.
 
But that is not the same as saying that sharing an experience invalidates it.
Those are two completely different arguments. Because the simple truth is that both things can be true at once. You can do something because you genuinely want to do it, genuinely enjoy it, genuinely feel proud of it, and then later decide to share it. Those things are not mutually exclusive. They do not cancel each other out. Taking a picture at the top of a mountain does not retroactively delete the mountain or the hike up there.
 
Most of the time, the experience has already happened by the time it’s shared. The hike happened, the sunrise happened, the freezing cold wild swim happened, the long drive happened, the feeling happened. Then, afterwards, or even during a tiny part of it, you post a picture or a video or a few clips. That doesn’t make the whole thing fake any more than keeping a photo album used to make someone’s holiday inauthentic.
 
That’s the bit people forget… A 90s version of this exact behaviour would have been seen as endearing. If you had a neighbour who kept travelling to interesting places, taking loads of photos, sticking them in albums and then showing everyone who came over for tea, they would not have been treated like a moral failure. They would have been the interesting friend, the one with stories, the one who made people want to go places.
 
Social media is not some bizarre new corruption of the human spirit. It is, in many ways, just a more efficient version of what people have always done. We document things that matter to us. We tell stories about where we’ve been. We show people what we saw. We share what moved us.
 
And thank goodness we do. Otherwise, what are we doing?
 
Do achievements only count if nobody mentions them? Do we stop filming the Olympics? Do we tell people not to photograph weddings in case the joy becomes invalid? Does every beautiful or brave or memorable thing now need to happen in total secrecy to remain pure? It would be a very miserable world if that were true. It would also be historically illiterate, just to prove the point even more... So much of what inspires people only inspires them because someone at some point chose to document it…
 
Exploration, travel, creativity, adventure, sport, art, all of it spreads because someone saw something worth sharing and thought other people should see it too. That doesn’t cheapen the original experience. If anything, it expands it. And in my case, it has often done something else too… It has motivated it.
 
I’ll be honest with you - there are things I have done that I probably wouldn’t have done if I wasn’t going to post them on social media afterwards. Things that I’ve 100% done “for the gram”. That is true, and I’m happy to admit that.
 
There have been mornings where I have been warm inside a campervan, looking out at a freezing lake, with absolutely no natural desire to get in that cold water. Zero. Every part of me has thought “no thank you, this is unnecessary, I’ve done enough” 
 
But then the tripod is up, the mist is hanging over the surface, the light is perfect, and I can picture how beautiful the whole thing will look. And that is often the extra push I need to actually be brave and get in. and I have never once regretted the swim.  IMAGE 19
 
The same is true of sunrise hikes... If the alarm goes off at four in the morning and it is pitch black and freezing and I’m tired and all common sense has temporarily left the building, it can be very helpful to have some extra layer of motivation. Maybe I’ve already told Instagram I’m doing a sunrise hike. Maybe I set myself a goal to share more of my adventures and to live by example. Maybe I know I’ll be glad I captured it later. Whatever it is, sometimes that is the thing that gets me out of bed.
And I have never regretted the sunrise either (except the few unlucky times it decided not to make an appearance).
 
That matters more to me than the purity of the motivation.
Too often, people assume motivation only counts when it arrives in a morally spotless form, drifting readily into your body like divine inspiration. In reality, most of us occasionally need a nudge. Sometimes several. And that’s okay.
Accountability helps. Public intention helps. A reason to get up, get in, keep going, jump, climb, stay late, get cold, be brave, do the hard thing. If “doing it for the gram” gets you into the lake, up the mountain, out under the stars, onto the zip line, off the ledge, or into some experience you would otherwise have watched from the sidelines, I’m not convinced that’s a bad thing. In fact, I think it’s often the opposite.
 
I think one of the reasons people are suspicious of this is because social media has become a shorthand for fakery, and sometimes unfairly so. Yes it’s important to remember that social media is ultimately a highlight reel… but there is sometimes an assumption that if something is visible, it must be performative. But human beings have always behaved differently when they feel seen. We put our best foot forward. We make more effort. We present ourselves differently in public than we do collapsed alone on a sofa on a Tuesday evening.
 
And that is not a flaw. I think it’s kind of beautiful. 
 
Left entirely to our own lowest impulses, many of us would rot quite cheerfully in mediocrity. We would stay in pyjamas all day. We would watch another episode and then another. We would eat whatever was easiest and tell ourselves we deserved it. We would postpone the effortful, beautiful, healthy, stretching things because they require more of us.
 
There is something to be said for living in a way that you’re proud of. And there is also something to be said for sharing that life with people whose seeing it matters to you. That doesn’t mean you’re fake. It means you’re human. It also doesn’t mean you weren’t present.
 
This is Bob’s strongest point, and it’s worth answering properly - because it is somewhat valid. He sees a sunrise photo and thinks: if you were really enjoying the sunrise, why were you taking a picture of it? Were you actually there, in the moment? Or were you just gathering evidence that you had been?
 
But that question assumes the act of taking a photo somehow transports you out of your own life. It usually doesn’t… A sunrise might last an hour. The walk up might take several. The photo might take thirty seconds. That is not the same as missing the moment.
 
More than that, for creative people especially, taking the photo can be part of the enjoyment. It is not always a removal from the experience, sometimes it’s another layer of it. You get to enjoy the thing itself and then enjoy the composition, the colours, the framing, the way it looks through the screen, the way the moment translates into something you can keep. You see it with your eyes and then, in a different way, you see it all over again.
 
One of my favourite things is scrolling through my photos and videos after an epic adventure and reliving certain parts of it and playing around with edits. Sometimes you are not less present - you get to be present twice. And afterwards, you have something that remains.
 
There is a funny kind of amnesia that can happen after solo adventures. You get back and think:
 
“Did I actually do that?”
“Was I really there?”
“Was that genuinely me, in that place, doing that thing?”
 
The footage, the photos, the little clips on your phone become proof. Not for other people necessarily, for you. Evidence that your life happened the way you remember it and that you did the thing.
 
If you print the photo and put it on your wall, you get to revisit that moment for years. If you keep the video, you can show it to your children one day, or your friends, or your family, or just yourself on a bad Tuesday when you need reminding that you are a badass who has done brave and beautiful things.
 
That is not shallow. That is memory. And if you do share it publicly, incredible things can come from that too.
 
I started documenting my adventures long before anything much was happening online. I have blurry, low-resolution photos from my travels back in early iPhone days. I was taking a clunky old camera on my hikes, filming little videos, posting to almost nobody. I think at one point there were about eleven subscribers watching my YouTube videos, which is not enough people to become power-mad, I can assure you. I genuinely did it for the love of it - for myself. The version of me who was making those videos on early solo hikes would never have imagined that years later I would have hundreds of thousands of followers, a career built around sharing my adventures, and a book in your hands.
 
None of that came from trying to be something I wasn’t. It came from documenting what I genuinely loved and from a desire to share my passion with others.
 
That’s another thing that gets lost in all this… Documentation itself can be a lovely thread throughout a trip. Not the whole reason for it, not the main event, just a thread. Something that gives shape to the day…
 
“I’ll take the camera for this walk”
“I’ll film this bit”
“I’ll set my tripod up for a shot here”
“I’ll save that for later”
 
It can be a great focus for your mind, especially when you’re alone. A creative task folded into the experience which I feel sometimes, especially in earlier days, has given me that slight distraction from my perceived loneliness that I’ve needed. A way of paying attention. And you do not need a following for that to matter.
 
This chapter is not only for people who want to post publicly, a lot of this also applies even if the photos never leave your camera roll. Documenting your life is not automatically the same thing as performing it. You might never post it; you might just keep it. You might make little videos for yourself, or you might put together albums or vlogs. You might send them to your family or show your children. You might want those moments preserved because they mean something to you and you don’t trust memory not to soften them.
 
That is reason enough.
 
So yes, there is a line. There is a point where any good thing can become too much. If you’re no longer enjoying where you are because you’re obsessing over how it will look, that is worth noticing and fixing. If the shot matters more than the experience, something has gone off course. If your relationship to your life becomes primarily extractive, always turning moments into content before they’ve had the chance to become memories, then yes, maybe you need to put your phone down for a bit and touch some grass. But I don’t think that's a problem for many.
 
I think most people are much more likely to talk themselves out of doing beautiful things than they are to over-document them.
I think most people need more reasons to get up early, go outside, get in the water, chase the sunrise, walk the extra mile, sleep on the mountain, take the risk, try the thing, make the memory. And if the possibility of capturing it helps with that, I’m all for it.
 
Because the truth is, the best of social media does not replace life. It points you toward it… It encourages action, it delivers inspiration, it reminds people what is possible and gives them little windows into ways of living they might not otherwise have imagined for themselves.
 
It says:
“Look, this exists”
“Look, you could do this too.”
“Look how much there is beyond the life you already know.”
 
That can be powerful.
It can also be beautiful to witness someone be proud of themselves.
There’s a minor percentage of cynical people who see pride and immediately try to diminish it. The moment someone does something difficult, then dares to smile about it publicly, a certain kind of person appears to explain why it doesn’t count. Why it was clearly for attention. Why it’s not the same if there was a photo of it. Why sharing it somehow corrupts it.
 
I have never found that line of thinking especially sensical. If you live in a way that makes you proud, and then you share some of that pride, I think that’s allowed. I think it’s quite wonderful, even. Better a world where people are inspired by each other’s adventures than one where every meaningful experience is hidden away in case ‘Bob the keyboard warrior’ gets upset.
 
And for all Bob’s concerns, there is a simple fact that remains stubbornly true:
He wasn’t there. You were.
 
You were the one who got up at 4am. You were the one who climbed the hill in the dark. You were the one standing in front of the sunrise. You were the one in the freezing lake, on the road, on the trail, in the cold, in the wind, out under the stars. You did the thing, you felt the thing, and if you took thirty seconds to capture it afterwards, that does not hand ownership of the moment over to the internet.
 
It is still yours. That, really, is the whole point.
You do not lose the private value of an experience just because you also choose to make something of it. You can travel for yourself and document it. You can climb the mountain for yourself and post the summit. You can take the photo and still have been fully present there. You can be alone and still be seen.
 
The experience comes first, the sharing comes after. And if, somewhere along the way, the sharing helps you live a little more boldly, notice a little more carefully, remember a little more vividly, or inspire someone else to start, I think that is a win.
 
Not everything needs to be secret to be sincere.
Post the damn photo.
 
QUOTE: Every trip we take unfolds a myriad stories all at once and after we get back home, we tell only a few of them, even to ourselves - Pico Iyer
 
 
Talking to Strangers

 If you’ve made it this far in the book, you’re clearly someone who has either come to terms with (or is actively trying to come to terms with) the idea of being on your own. Enjoying it, even. Not needing someone else beside you to make an experience feel valid or complete. You’ve done the work. You’ve sat with the discomfort, pushed through it, and found something good on the other side. You’ve learned, or are learning, that your own company is enough. And it is.

 But here’s the thing about travelling alone that nobody really warns you about: you’re probably also going to meet people.
 
Some of the people you pass in this world - on a mountain path, at a campsite, on a plane, in a cafe, in a city where nobody knows your name - are going to say something to you, or you’re going to say something to them. And some of those people are going to be interesting, some of them are going to be kind, some of them, against all reasonable expectation, might even be really quite nice.
 
This chapter isn’t going to tell you that you should be out there making friends at every turn, striking up conversations with every stranger, turning your solo trip into some kind of social expedition or speed-dating exercise. That would be exhausting, and frankly, it would defeat the point of most of what we’ve talked about up until now. But it is going to make the case - gently, without pressure - for leaving the door open. Just a crack. Because the people you meet when you go places alone sometimes have a way of becoming something, and you rarely see it coming.

 I’ll be honest with you about where I stand with all of this, because I think it’s a more complicated place than you might expect from someone writing a book about solo travel…
 
I have always been confident talking to people. I can hold a conversation, I enjoy meeting new faces, I even host and lead group hikes and I’ve never been someone who found small talk particularly difficult, if anything I can chat so much I worry I’m boring people. Socially, I’m fine.



And yet, the more I’ve travelled alone, the more I’ve retreated into my own little bubble of solitude. The more I’ve come to love the quiet of my own company, the less I’ve gone out of my way to invite anyone else into it. I’ve sat in restaurants with my book and felt completely content. I’ve driven for hours with only my playlist and my thoughts for company and been on cloud 9. I’ve checked into hotels, made my peppermint tea, got into bed, and felt not a single flicker of longing for another person’s presence. Actually, the total opposite – I’ve revelled in the peace.
 
At home I make my girl dinners and I run my candlelit bubble baths and I indulge in my 9pm bedtimes with my book and I enjoy my little peaceful home that nobody else’s mess is cluttering up.
 
My solo world has become something I protect, quite happily, without even really noticing I’m doing it. And there’s good in that, a lot of good, actually. Everything in this book up until now has been an argument for exactly that kind of self-sufficiency. The ability to be with yourself, to enjoy yourself, to need no one else in order to have full and meaningful experiences and that it’s something worth building and a peace worth protecting.
 
But I’ll also admit this: sometimes I have to remind myself to stay open.
 Because independence, if you’re not careful, can quietly become a cage. A comfortable, peaceful cage… but a cage nonetheless.
 
You get so good at not needing people that you stop noticing the ones worth knowing. You get so comfortable in your own rhythm that you forget, occasionally, to look up and see what’s out there. I’ve got so content in the delicious selfishness and freedom that solo life offers that I find it can be somewhat challenging to adapt to being around other people again. They might want to stay up later than me, they might want to eat somewhere I don’t particularly fancy, they might not want to wake up to a 5am alarm for sunrise or my worst nightmare: they might snore and keep me awake all night and disrupt my tightly protected 8-hour sleep schedule.
 
I’ve genuinely got so good at being alone, that company now can sometimes feel like the restriction that I need to learn to adjust to, in the way that most people reading this book are trying to do the opposite. I can’t say I’m too mad about it, but I thought it was worth acknowledging in the interests of total honesty.
 
And the moments I’ve had to gently nudge myself to say yes to a conversation I might have politely avoided; to linger a little longer and socialise instead of retreating to my bed, to join the group activity instead of doing my own thing - those moments have given me some of the best experiences I’ve had out there.

 Not always, but enough to make me pay attention. Because here’s what I’ve noticed about the people you meet when you’re travelling alone, as opposed to travelling with others…

 When you’re with someone, you’re already in a bubble. You have your own conversation, your own little world, your own dynamic. The people around you exist at the edges of it. They might occasionally drift in with small talk here or there, but mostly they stay in your peripheral. You’re not really available or open to them, and they can sense that.

 When you’re alone, something different happens - you become more permeable. The edges of you are softer. You’ll somehow appear more approachable. A stranger’s comment lands differently, a shared observation about the weather, the view, the fact that the path has completely disappeared into rock becomes an opening rather than an interruption. You notice people more and they notice you.


I’ve had conversations on solo trips that I still think about years later. Not because they were profound, necessarily, but because they were so completely unexpected.
 
A trio of friends in a hostel in the mountains who warmly invited me to join in their Taco night, which spared me from a meagre noodle pot.
 
A woman at a campsite who was once a busy journalist and turned out to have left her entire career behind to travel, and who inspired me with her minimalist lifestyle.
 
A man on a mountain path who pointed me in a direction I wouldn’t have found alone and then said something funny that made me smile to myself for the next twenty minutes.
 
Strangers on planes who, in that suspended world thirty thousand feet up, shared insightful thoughts or memories with me and shared recommendations for when I landed.
 
People in the middle of their own adventures, their own transitions, their own quietly brave decisions. Kindred spirits… You find them out there. The ones who are also doing something. Who are also figuring something out. And there is a particular kind of exchange that only seems to happen in these circumstances, when two people meet somewhere other than their ordinary lives, when neither of them is on their home turf, when both of them have already done something slightly brave just by showing up alone - there’s a different quality to it. Less performance, less small talk for its own sake. Something more direct, more curious, more real.


 Some of you reading this will be in relationships, some of you will have partners at home, people you love, lives that are full and happy in that department, and that is wonderful, and none of what follows is aimed at you specifically - though I hope you’ll read it anyway, because I think the sentiment still stands.

 But some of you, and I suspect more than a few, are somewhere else right now. Maybe in a transitional period. Maybe recently out of something. Maybe healing or now healed enough and ready for something new. Maybe in that strange, open space between one chapter of your life and whatever comes next with no clue what it might be. Maybe quietly, or not so quietly, wondering about all of that while you’re also trying to convince yourself to book the solo trip and eat dinner alone and sleep in the campervan without panicking.



And if that’s you, I want to say something that I think gets missed in most conversations about solo travel: going somewhere alone does not mean closing yourself off to the possibility of meeting someone.



Think about the geometry of your ordinary life for a moment. The routes you take, the places you go, the people you encounter.
 
Home to work.
Work to the gym.
Gym to the supermarket.
Supermarket back home.
 
Maybe a Friday night out in the same places, with the same people, in the same postcode you’ve lived in for years. That’s not a criticism - it’s just the shape most lives take, because routine is efficient and familiarity is comfortable.

 But the pool of people in that loop is, by definition, limited.
 
Now compare that to the world you move through when you travel alone. How much you expand the surface area of unlimited possibilities…
 
New cities, new landscapes, new environments. Campsites and mountain paths and airport lounges and little restaurants in places you’ve never been before. Activities you’ve chosen because they interest you, which means the people doing them alongside you are likely to share something of that interest. Strangers who are also out here doing something, also choosing experiences over comfort, also brave enough to go alone. Feeling that tingling of new-found confidence.
 
I’m not saying you should go on a solo trip looking for someone. Please don’t do that - that is a completely different book.
 
Go for yourself, always.
 
Go because the trip calls to you. Go because you want the freedom, the experience, the quiet, the adventure. But go knowing that expanding your world expands your possibilities. And that includes the people in it.

 You never know who you’re going to meet - that’s part of what makes it exciting. The person at the next table might give you the best restaurant recommendation of your life. The person on the mountain summit might become a friend, or a funny story, or nothing at all beyond a pleasant few minutes. Or they might become someone who matters in a way you couldn’t ever have predicted when you first locked eyes.

 It’s a good feeling to carry. Not expectation. Just openness. Curiosity. Just the quiet, light, romantic sense of “anything could happen today”. And how exciting is that, when you really think about it?

 I came across a quote once, from Timothy Leary - not someone you’d necessarily expect to find in a 2026 book about solo travel but stay with me. He wrote: 
 
QUOTE “Everyone carries a piece of the puzzle. Nobody comes into your life by mere coincidence. Trust your instincts. Do the unexpected. Find the others.” - Timothy Leary

 Find the others.

 I love that. Because it doesn’t tell you to go looking for anyone in particular. It doesn’t tell you to be anyone other than who you are. It just asks you to stay open. To trust that the people who drift across your path might be there for a reason. Even if that reason is small. Even if they’re only in the story for a page or two. Even if all they do is point you in the right direction, literally or otherwise.


Everyone carries a piece of the puzzle. That’s the thing. Every person you pass, every conversation you half-have, or don’t have, every stranger who catches your eye at the top of a mountain or in the queue at a petrol station or in a country where neither of you speaks the language - they’re carrying something. You won’t always know what it is - sometimes it won’t be relevant to you at all - but sometimes it will be exactly what you needed, and you won’t know that until after.

 So here is where I’ll leave you on this one… Don’t make meeting people the point of your trip. Don’t go out there performing openness or forcing connection or treating every stranger like a networking opportunity in hiking boots. But if you’re someone who tends to keep your head down, who retreats behind headphones and books and the comfortable armour of being visibly busy - and I say this as someone who does exactly that, regularly, and with great enjoyment - just occasionally, consider looking up.

 Consider that the person beside you might be interesting. Consider that the conversation you’re tempted to avoid or scared to start might go somewhere unexpected. Consider that everyone you meet, before you meet them, starts out as a stranger - and consider what some of those strangers have gone on to become.



They might be a small part of your story or they might be a big one. You might become a part of theirs without even realising. They might be the person who hands you something - advice, laughter, a recommendation, a feeling - that stays with you long after the trip is over. Or they might be nothing more than a pleasant few minutes, which is also fine. Which is also, in its own small way, something.
 
Leave the door open.
 You never know who’s about to walk through it.
 
 Solo Female Safety
 
If you’re a man reading this, I want to encourage you to stay with it anyway. Danger exists regardless of gender, and understanding the experience of women travelling alone might make you more mindful, more supportive, and more aware of what the women around you are quietly navigating. You might recognise something in these pages that changes how you show up in the world. So please, keep reading.
 
For the women: I see your comments.
 
I see them every time I post a solo hike, a campervan parked somewhere remote, a wild swim at dawn, a tent pitched alone on a mountain. They’ve come in their hundreds over the years and they are almost always some version of the same thing:
 
“I could never do that”
“I wouldn’t feel safe”
“I’d be too scared”
“I wish I could but I’m a woman alone and that changes everything”

 And I want to start by saying I hear you. Completely.
 
That fear is not irrational, it is not weakness, and I am not going to spend this chapter trying to argue you out of it. Women do carry a heightened awareness throughout the world, we always have. The mental calculations that happen when we’re walking somewhere alone at night, when a stranger gets too close, when something feels slightly off - that radar is real, it is quietly exhausting, and it is also, in many ways, protective. It has kept us safe in ways we will never fully know because we will never know what it prevented.
 
So this chapter is not going to tell you that your fear is wrong.
 It is going to ask you not to let it be the only thing.

 Here is something I want you to sit with for a moment…
 Think about a completely ordinary evening in your own life. A Friday night, maybe. Or a dark winter afternoon, the kind where it’s only four o’clock but it already feels like midnight. You’re walking home from work, or from the shop, or from a friend’s house. Your own town, your own streets, the place you have lived for years and know better than anywhere.
 
And you still scan. You still calculate. You still hold your keys a certain way, or pretend to be on the phone, or cross the road, or quicken your pace past certain people or down certain roads.
 
Now tell me: how is that different from a mountain path you’ve done your research on, or in a country with low crime, or in daylight with a fully charged phone and a downloaded route?

 I’m not asking that to minimise anything. I’m asking because I think we have a natural tendency to assign danger to the unfamiliar and comfort to the familiar, even when the actual risk doesn’t always follow that logic. Your hometown is familiar, so it feels safe, even when it isn’t always. A remote hillside is unknown, so it feels dangerous, even when it rarely is.
 
The fear responds to familiarity more than it responds to actual threat and that distinction is worth understanding, because it is the thing that quietly keeps so many women from going.

 I’ve been travelling solo for over ten years and in all of that time (touch wood) nothing bad has happened to me. And yet the fear has risen, reliably, in anticipation more times than I can count. The dread before the thing, rather than during it. The spiral of “what if’s” that builds in the days and hours before I go somewhere new, somewhere remote, somewhere alone.

 And then I get there, and it’s fine. Not always 100% comfortable. Not always without small moments that make my heart beat slightly faster. But fine and more often than not: remarkably enjoyable and safe.

 If fear is something you struggle with and want to overcome, there is a book I want to point you towards, because it gave me a framework that I have come back to again and again in the years since I first read it. It’s called The Fear Bubble, by Ant Middleton and the concept at its heart is one of the most useful things I have ever carried into a solo adventure.

 The idea is this: most of the fear we experience is not happening in the present moment. It is happening in anticipation of a future moment that may never arrive. We are not scared of what is, right now. We are scared of what could be. And so we spend our energy, our enjoyment, our presence, our peace, living inside a fear that hasn’t even become real yet, and may never become real at all.
 
Ant Middleton says to imagine that fear in your mind as a bubble. It exists… It’s out there, you can see it, and if a genuine threat materialises - if the thing you feared might happen actually happens - you can step into that bubble, feel the fear that is now valid and your body will respond. Your fight or flight will activate, your instincts will sharpen, you will do what you need to do.

 But until that moment actually arrives, you don’t need to be inside it. The bubble is there if you need it but you don’t need to live in it in advance and expend all of that negative energy and allow it to take away from whatever you could be experiencing in that moment.



I think about this when I’m lying awake in a tent at night and I hear some rustling outside and my mind immediately starts writing the worst possible version of what it could be. I remind myself: right now, in this moment, I am safe. Nothing is actually happening. My mind is in the bubble already, but my body is here, in a tent, perfectly fine, listening to what is almost certainly a sheep nibbling on the grass.

 The fear of what might happen is not the same as the thing happening.
 And that distinction, practised over time, is one of the most powerful tools you can have.

 That said, I am not for a single moment suggesting you go out there unprepared and hope for the best. Preparation and fear are not the same thing. In fact, being properly prepared is one of the most effective ways of quieting the fear, because it means that if something does go wrong, you have already thought about it. You’re prepared. You have an answer. You are not starting from nothing.

 So here are some things I do in some different scenarios:
 
- I reverse a campervan into its space at night so I always have a quick exit
- I keep the passenger seat clear so anyone peering in assumes there’s 2 people
- I don’t post my location on social media until I’ve left
- I lock doors and windows before I sleep
- I share my location with people I trust
- I take a backup phone on bigger trips
- I keep my fuel topped up and my water supply full on road trips
- I know the number for the local emergency services when I travel
- I pitch my tent in secluded spots away from the path
- I lie when I need to and tell people I’m not alone
- I sleep with car keys in my pocket in a tent or next to me in a van/hotel
- I stay alert to my surroundings
- I plan my exit
- I take self-protection tools (penknife/spray/alarm fob)
 
None of that is fear - all of that is agency. And agency is the thing that transforms the experience. Because when you know you have thought it through, when you know you have a plan, when you feel prepared and competent, the background noise of anxiety gets quieter. Not silent always, but quieter – manageable - less threatening. Something you can set down while you get on with enjoying actually being there.

 I remember being in Iceland, parked alone in my campervan in a deserted Skogafos carpark with dinner cooking on the stove and my iPad playing a show and the view so beautiful it almost felt unfair. Feeling happy and peaceful and safe. And then another van pulled into the otherwise empty car park and decided to park right next to mine. A man got out and started talking to me, friendly enough at first, but then making conversation, peering into my van, asking questions and ultimately suggesting we have dinner together and something in me snapped into high alert.
 
My space, which had felt completely mine a moment before, suddenly felt different. Invaded. Imposed upon. I didn’t make a fuss, I didn’t panic, I simply made a decision.

 I moved my van.
 
I casually told the man I’d decided on a different view for the morning and I drove off and found a new spot a little further away - got back to my dinner, got back to my show and my peaceful, happy evening. That was it. No drama, no confrontation, no story worth telling really, except for this: I had agency. I made a choice that protected my own comfort, and I acted on it, and then I carried on with my time and had a lovely, memorable night. (again, a video you can watch on my YouTube).

 That is what empowerment actually looks like in practice. Not fearlessness or bravado, just a quiet decision made and acted on, for yourself, in your own interest.
 
And then there was a night in a Welsh campsite when I was woken by footsteps in the grass around my tent. My heart was pounding so loud I thought it must be audible. Adrenaline pumping through my veins. The grip of something primal and immediate. I lay there, still, listening. And then I did the thing that felt most frightening, which was to unzip the tent and look out.

 Nothing. Just dark and quiet and silhouetted peaks and whatever the Welsh countryside does at night when it’s minding its own business.
 
The sound remained a mystery and always will (probably a sheep again) but the experience stayed with me, because it showed me something… The fear was real. The physical response was real. And then it passed. And I was fine. And I went back to sleep. And in the morning the view was extraordinary, and I was very glad that I had been there to see it and I’ve gone again and again since.

 Because that is what’s on the other side of all of this. That’s the part that gets lost sometimes when the conversation lingers too long on the danger… Solo travel for women is not only about managing fear. It is also about the extraordinary, unexpected, quietly radical things that happen when you go anyway.
 
In the French Pyrenees, my campervan got stuck in the mud at a remote campsite, out of season, with no other English speakers around (or any campers in general). I caught the attention of an older French man walking by and within minutes, locals had appeared from nowhere. They collected sticks and logs to wedge under the wheels then someone arrived with a pick-up truck and a tow line and with sheer collective determination they freed my van. None of us shared a common language but all of us were laughing by the end of it. Human kindness has a way of showing up exactly when you have stopped expecting it.
 
On a solo trip in Costa Rica, a group of Americans I had never met took me completely under their wing. They passed me tequila shots in orange rinds, invited me to join their BBQ and we spent the night dancing with torches in the dark tropical jungle. They included me in their evening as if I had always been part of it and I went to bed that night thinking “that would never have happened if I hadn’t been alone”.
 
Had I been travelling with someone else, we would have said hello but stayed in our own bubble. We may not have even booked onto the group excursion that I was on. Being alone meant I was available… open... permeable to the world in a way that led to something I still think about fondly every time I see an orange rind.

 Vulnerability, it turns out, can be a door as much as a danger.

 So here is where I want to leave you…

 Your fear is valid. Your awareness is an asset. The extra layer of thought you carry through the world as a woman is not a burden - it is a form of intelligence, and it will serve you well out there. But don’t let it make the decision for you. Don’t let the fear bubble become the place you live before anything has even happened. Keep it in your peripheral vision. Know it’s there, know that if you ever need it your instincts will take over and you will handle it. But it likely never will, and until that moment arrives, you don’t need to be inside it.

 Be prepared. Be aware. Know your exits. Share your location with friends or family. Trust your instincts when something feels genuinely wrong, and act on them without apology, as many times as you need to. But go.



Go to the mountain and the campsite and the city and the trail and the quiet road that opens up in front of you with nowhere to be except forward. Go to the places you have saved and scrolled past and told yourself you couldn’t do because you’d be alone and you’re a woman and it isn’t safe.

 Go anyway, and fill your life with adventures.

 Because the women who have gone before you - who have driven the van and pitched the tent and eaten alone and hiked alone and slept alone and woken up to views they nearly didn’t let themselves see - they were not fearless… They were just slightly more afraid of never going than they were of anything they might find when they got there.



And that, in the end, is all the courage you need.




 
 
 
Alone, Not Lonely

 If you’ve made it up to here in this book but you’re still feeling uneasy about being alone and not yet fully convinced; this chapter might help you. Because something I’ve pondered a lot in recent years is why we struggle to be alone. Why can it feel so unnerving, uncomfortable, almost threatening? Why do some of us do everything in our power to avoid sitting quietly with our own thoughts? Why can small, everyday tasks like going to the supermarket, or walking through a park or grabbing lunch in a new cafe feel daunting? And if not daunting, simply boring?
 
If you follow me on social media, you’ll have seen a version of me over the years that looks (from the outside) like someone who does all of this very easily. Someone who moves through solo travel with a kind of quiet confidence and ease, who seems perfectly at home in her own company, who books the trips and drives the vans and hikes the mountains and eats alone without apparently giving any of it a second thought.



Maybe it seems like second nature to me, or to others online, and I understand why that might be difficult to watch sometimes. Because if it looks easy for others, and it doesn’t feel easy for you, the conclusion you might draw is that there is something different about you. Something missing. Some quality or personality type or innate confidence that others have that you don’t. Comparison is the thief of joy as we all well know, yet we all can feel its tendrils creep in at times, especially through the highlight reels of social media.
 
I’ve had messages from people who follow my adventures saying they struggle to even do the weekly food shop alone, or that a solo bus journey feels intimidating. That the idea of an entire trip by themselves feels not just daunting but completely out of reach. And I want to start this chapter by saying that makes complete sense - more sense than you might realise - and it has nothing to do with weakness, but everything to do with where you came from, and I’d like to take this chance to unpick that with you, in the hopes that you can understand it (and yourself) a little better.

 I grew up in a cottage on a small, quiet farm. My mum was a single parent working two jobs. My brother was older and largely uninterested in having a younger sibling around. The nearest neighbours (other than the cows and sheep) were half a kilometre away. There were no bustling streets outside the window, no constant interruptions, no noise. Just space. Quiet. Imagination. Exploring the farm and the bordering woods, doing puzzles, watching video tapes, reading books, and enjoying my own company for long stretches of time.

 Solitude wasn’t something I had to learn. It was just a Tuesday.
 
When we moved to a town when I was thirteen, local kids would knock on the door and invite me out to play, and my honest, instinctive reaction initially was horror. The intrusion of it… the sudden company. The strangers at my door while I was still in my PJ’s. I wasn’t used to it and it felt overwhelming in a way that took me a while to adjust to.
 
My environment had simply shaped me. Peace and solitude had been so normal for so long that company felt like the strange thing. I never went to university, I didn’t live in student halls or shared houses full of people coming and going at all hours. When I became an adult, I lived alone. I woke up alone. I cooked dinner alone. I went to sleep alone. That was just my life, and it felt completely natural, because in many ways it had always been my life.

 So when I started travelling solo, it wasn’t a dramatic departure from anything I already knew. It was, in a lot of ways, just a more interesting version of the life I already knew how to live. I obviously had obstacles to overcome and new things to learn, but the day to day ‘aloneness’ wasn’t the biggest hurdle for me. 
 
So after getting so many DM’s from people who DID find it such a hurdle, I started to think about someone whose life had looked completely different to mine. Someone who grew up with two parents, maybe also step-parents. Siblings, maybe several. Noisy dogs. Cousins around. Relatives who came and went. A busy estate where the neighbours knew your name. Then university… student halls, a corridor full of new people, always someone around, always somewhere to be. Then a shared house in their twenties, friends in every room. Then a long-term relationship, years of it, a home built around another person, a Sunday food shop that was always done together, a bed that was never slept in alone, a dinner table always set for two.



That person might reach their late twenties, or thirties/forties/fifties and realise they have never - not really, not properly - ever been a l o n e.

 Not for a weekend.
Not for a night.
Maybe not even for a full day.



And if that’s you, then of course a solo trip feels enormous. Of course it feels daunting. Of course even the smaller version of it - the supermarket, the walk, the bus journey alone - can feel strange and uncomfortable and oddly exposing. It isn’t weakness by any means, and it isn’t a personality flaw. It is simply that you are being tasked to do something new, that your whole life has never prepared you for.



That is a completely different starting point from mine. And comparing your beginning to someone else’s middle is never a fair thing to do to yourself.

 So before we talk more about why it’s worth doing anyway, I want you to sit with that for a moment. To think about your own upbringing. your own history, the shape of your life up until now, and how much of it has included real, sustained, chosen solitude? Not just being in a room by yourself for an hour or an evening, but genuinely being alone with your own thoughts, your own decisions, your own company, for long enough to settle into it.

 For some of you, that will have happened a lot. For others, barely at all. Neither is wrong - but both are useful to know. Because understanding where your discomfort comes from is the first step towards being patient with yourself about it and eventually even starting to lean into it.
 
You are not broken. You are not behind. You are simply at the beginning of something that other people happen to have had more practice at, that’s all.



And here is the part that really matters: it is a skill. Which means it can be learned.

 The question I want to answer now is the one that sometimes goes unasked, because people assume the answer is obvious…
 
Why bother?
 Why put yourself through the discomfort?
Why sit in the unfamiliar feeling, the exposure, the quiet that presses in on you when there’s nobody else there to fill it?
Why go to the supermarket alone if it feels awful?
Why take the solo trip if it frightens you?
Why actively pursue the very thing that makes you uncomfortable?
 
 
Because of what’s on the other side of it.
And I don’t mean that in a vague, motivational-poster kind of way, I mean it very specifically.


When you learn to be alone - really alone, comfortably alone, alone without constantly reaching for your phone or filling the silence with noise or counting down the hours until you’re back with other people - something evolves in you. Something grows. Something quiet and fundamental. You start to trust yourself. Not in the abstract sense but in the very practical, concrete sense of discovering that you can make a decision and it works out okay. That you’re self-sufficient. That you can navigate something unfamiliar and come out the other side. That you can sit with a difficult feeling and it passes. That you don’t actually need constant reassurance from the people around you to know that you’re doing okay. That your own judgment is reliable. That your own company, when you stop fighting it, is actually pretty damn good.

 That discovery changes things.

 It changes how you move through the world. It changes what you’re willing to attempt. It changes the relationship you have with yourself, which is - and I say this as someone who has spent a lot of years figuring it out the long way - the most important relationship you will ever have. Because everything else comes from it - your confidence, your independence, your ability to make choices that are genuinely yours, rather than shaped entirely by what other people expect or need from you. Your freedom. Your capacity to be happy without requiring another person or a specific set of circumstances to make it possible. All of it, at some level, traces back to whether you can be alone with yourself and feel okay.

 Solo travel teaches you this in a way that is hard to replicate anywhere else, because it removes the usual safety nets. There is no one to defer to, no one to fill the silence for you, no one to make the decision when you can’t quite face making it yourself. No buffer - it is just you, and the situation, and the quiet insistence that you are going to have to handle this. And funnily enough: you do, every time.

 And every time you do, you build something. A kind of quiet, accumulated evidence that you are more capable than you thought. That you can rely on yourself. That the world is navigable on your own terms. Competence builds confidence - not the other way around. You don’t wait until you feel ready. You go, and the readiness comes from the going.
 
Another argument on why there’s value in learning to be comfortable alone, and one that I’ve experienced first-hand, is that life has a tendency of pulling the rug from under your feet from time to time. Of completely blindsiding or humbling you when you least expect it. Whether that’s a job suddenly ending, a relationship coming to a close, a deeper, more permanent loss that you never could have prepared yourself for, a friendship group growing apart or even that global pandemic we all lived through... I’ve experienced these phases of life as many of us have and I’ve been grateful during these times for the ways I’d learned to be okay by myself. When the pandemic hit and I was suddenly home alone with no company for 7 weeks straight. When I was thrust into redundancy and lost the day-to-day camaraderie of an office that I’d become accustomed to. When my 4 closest friends all became pregnant within the same year and I felt like an outcast. When a relationship ended out of the blue and along with it went my biggest source of companionship and a shared future I’d expected to live. In all of these times and many more, I’ve been grateful that I’ve had my ability to be alone as a skill to fall back on because it’s benefitted me massively. And I’m not in any way saying you should live expecting the worst to happen. But it’s just yet another reason why being comfortable and competent alone is a great skill to master, should the need ever arise.

 There is something else, too. Something I find harder to put into words but want to try. When you become genuinely comfortable alone, the quality of your relationship with yourself changes. You stop being someone you are vaguely, sometimes subconsciously, running away from. You stop filling every quiet moment with noise because the quiet feels too exposing. You start to actually know yourself - what you think, what you want, what brings you joy when nobody else is there to influence the answer, maybe even how funny you are (I personally find myself hilarious at times, even when I’m totally alone) and strangely, that makes you better with other people too. Not worse, not more isolated, actually better. Because you stop needing things from them that they were never really supposed to provide. You stop needing constant validation, you stop measuring your own okayness against their reactions. You become, in the best possible way, a little more self-contained. A little more solid. A little more like someone who chooses company rather than requires it. There is a freedom in that which is very difficult to describe until you’ve felt it.

 Being alone isn’t a punishment or a sentence. It isn’t a consolation prize for a life that hasn’t gone to plan. It isn’t a mundane purgatory or something to be reluctantly endured until something better comes along. It is, when you learn to inhabit it properly, a privilege. A space that is entirely yours. A place where you can hear yourself think, and rest, and grow, and recharge and discover things about who you are that the noise of everyday life and constant company tends to drown out.

 Loneliness is a lack of connection. Solitude is a choice to be present with yourself.
 They can feel similar from the outside, glancing in. But they are completely different experiences from the inside.

 And the distance between them - between dreading your own company and genuinely enjoying it - is not as vast as it might feel right now. It is crossed in small steps: a walk by yourself, a meal alone, a night somewhere new, a trip that belongs only to you. Each one adding a little more evidence and making the next one slightly less frightening.

 If you have read this far, you have already done something. You have sat with the idea of going solo long enough to reach the final pages of a book about it. You have read about the fears and the practicalities and the moments that go wrong and the moments that go wonderfully, unexpectedly right. You have read about eating alone and sleeping alone and driving alone and hiking alone and the strange, suspended peace of a long flight with nowhere to be and nothing to do except exist for a few hours.

 And maybe some of it has felt very far away. Maybe some of it has felt like a description of a person you’re not quite sure you’ll ever be. Maybe you’ll put this book down, go about your day and not change a single thing about your life or how you live it - and if so, that’s okay.
 
Or maybe you won’t - and that’s even better.

 But I want to remind you of something I said right at the very beginning of this book:

 Independence is not a personality type handed out at birth to a lucky few. It is built in choices. Small ones at first. Then bigger ones. You become the kind of person who goes solo by going solo. You become more confident by doing things before you feel completely ready.

 Clicking ‘book’ still matters. It is still a vote for the person you want to become.
 You are not waiting to become someone else. You are becoming yourself, one slightly uncomfortable, quietly brave, entirely worthwhile step at a time. And that person - the one on the other side of the discomfort, the one who has learned to enjoy their own company, the one who books the trip and handles what comes and gets home knowing themselves a little better than before - that person was always you.
 
You just needed to give yourself the chance to meet them.
 
 





 
And Now It’s You
 
And now it’s you. Not the idea of you, not the someday version, not the version waiting for the perfect moment or the perfect surge of confidence that arrives fully formed and makes everything easy and ready. But you, as you are right now. The you who picked up this book because some part of you wanted more. More freedom, more courage, more experiences, more proof that the things you keep watching other people do online are not reserved only for them, but that you can be that person too.
 
I hope you can see that now - I hope you see that there was never some secret quality you were missing. We all have a blueprint based on how life has shaped us, we’re all simply a product of our environments and we’re all stumbling around figuring out how to navigate that, it takes time. So you were never lacking, you were not waiting to become fearless, you were not waiting to become different, you were simply waiting, perhaps, for enough evidence to believe that you could begin. And now you have it.
 
Not because I told you it would be easy - it won’t always be. Not because every fear disappears the moment you decide to go - it doesn’t. But because over these pages, you have seen the shape of it, the realities, the awkwardness, the nerves, the practicalities, the mistakes, the joy, the freedom, the ups, the downs and the quiet pride that comes from doing something you once thought was out of reach. You have seen that solo travel is not for a special type of person. It is for the person who starts, who chooses more for themselves. Who is defiant and won’t take missing out as an answer. For the person who books the trip with a slightly shaky hand, who sits at the restaurant table alone anyway, who gets on the plane, takes the walk, drives the road trip, sleeps in the cabin, climbs the hill, follows the little pull inside them that says there might be more out there.
 
And there is.
There is so much waiting for you, you wouldn’t believe. 
 
Not just places, although there are plenty of those... views, cities, mountains, summits, airports, restaurants, hotel rooms, cabins, beaches, train stations, campsites, sunrises, sunsets, new connections.
 
But versions of yourself, too... Braver versions, softer versions, calmer, more confident versions. Versions who trust themselves more and feel more capable. Versions who stop asking for permission quite so often and slowly stop doubting. Versions who no longer mistake being alone for being left behind. A version of yourself that one day catches your own eye in the rear-view-mirror of the car you never thought you’d drive or in a reflection in an airport - smiles and thinks “look at me - I’m actually doing this”.
 
This is where this book leaves you.
Not finished… Ready.
 
Ready for more. Ready to take one small piece of courage and turn it into action. Ready to stop watching your own life from the outside in, peering through the windows with envy and longing. Ready to find out what happens when you stop waiting for someone else to make the experience possible and just go.
 
Because it is possible.
And not one day…
Not when life finally arranges itself neatly.
Not when everyone else is free.
Not when the money is abundant or the stars have aligned.
Not when you feel completely confident or ready…
 
Now.
In whatever small, imperfect, slightly terrifying way you can begin.
 
 
So go gently if you need to.
Go nervously if that’s how it feels.
Go with your heart racing and your bag overpacked and your route triple-checked and your favourite snacks tucked away for emotional support (super valid by the way…)
 
But go.
 
Let this be the moment the idea stops living only in your head or in your internet tabs and Instagram saves. Bring it to life. Discover yourself, unfiltered and unbridled. Let it become a date in your calendar, a booking confirmation in your emails, a train ticket in your wallet, a packed bag by the door, a first step into a life that feels wider and bigger because you finally allowed yourself to step clumsily into it. A story you’ll eventually tell to awed, inspired faces.
 
And one day, when you look back, with your fridge full of magnets and your camera roll full of memories and your heart full of magical experiences, I hope you feel proud of yourself.
 
The version of you who was scared…
The version who nearly didn’t…
The version who went anyway…
Because those versions are all you.
 
And YOU are where all of this begins.
 
 
 
 
FINAL QUOTE: (on its own page?)
It's a dangerous business, Frodo, going out your door. You step onto the road, and if you don't keep your feet, there's no knowing where you might be swept off to - J. R. R. Tolkien
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
GO SOLO - the check list for getting going
 
 
You’ve read the book and you’ve joined me on the hypothetical journey of the highs and lows of going solo - now it’s time to put it into practice. You don’t need to do everything on this list, you don’t need to do it in this order and you don’t need to do it exactly as it’s described. This isn’t about ticking boxes - it’s just about taking your time, easing into it and proving to yourself that you can.
 
And most importantly, it’s about having fun.
So let’s go - solo:
 
 
Level 1 - the first steps
𝥁 sit alone in public for 10 minutes with no phone and just observe
𝤿 go for a short walk alone with no destination or distraction
𝥁 drive somewhere alone with a good playlist or podcast, just for the sake of going
𝤿 go shopping alone and take your time
𝥁 wake up early just to watch the morning start
𝤿 go for a coffee alone and stay long enough to feel comfortable
𝥁 journal alone without a prompt - let it all spill out
 
 
Level 2 - getting more comfortable
𝤿 eat a meal alone in a cafe or restaurant
𝥁 go to the cinema alone and don’t sit in the far back corner
𝤿 set your phone up on a tripod somewhere scenic and have a mini photoshoot
𝥁 get dressed up and take yourself on a solo date (coffee/walk/food/theatre etc)
𝤿 go explore a nearby town or city you’ve never visited
𝥁 throw yourself a solo pamper night (face mask, bath, skincare, aromatherapy)
𝤿 go somewhere solo to watch the sunrise or sunset
 
 
Level 3 - building confidence
𝥁 travel somewhere new and spend a full day exploring alone
𝤿 go on a solo hike or long walk
𝥁 speak to a stranger while you’re out (even a small interaction)
𝤿 sit somewhere busy alone and feel at ease
𝥁 go to a bookstore, pick a new book and find a nearby cafe or bench to read it
𝤿 join a new local class or club that you’ve never done before
𝥁 cook yourself a 3-course meal just for you with your favourite drink and movie
 
 
Level 4 - stepping into independence 
𝤿 stay somewhere overnight alone (hotel/cabin/airbnb)
𝥁 book and take a flight somewhere alone
𝤿 travel alone to a new city and explore
𝥁 do something that scares you slightly (dealers’ choice)
𝤿 book yourself a solo spa day
𝥁 go for a solo cold dip in a lake or waterfall
𝥁 go to a live event solo (music concert, comedy gig, theatre show etc)
 
Level 5 - fully owning it
𝤿 plan and complete a solo trip - any length, location or distance
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

