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SYNOPSIS
The dark chasm of uncertainty is not as scary as

you think . 

Disseminating a very transformational period in my life where I knew

change was needed, but out of fear, insecurity, or just unknowing, I

remained stuck. I share the trauma I experienced during my

childhood, uncovering wounds from early conditioning, namely my

parents’ divorce and my role in keeping my mother’s infidelity a

secret. I was forced to grow up at 13 not knowing unconditional love

and this shaped me in a profound way, impacting my later

relationships, my self-worth, and the ability to grow. Having hit a

pivotal point in my life when my boyfriend of five years broke up with

me the day before he got engaged, I had to shed my limiting beliefs,

pick up the pieces of myself, and I moved from Phoenix to Brussels,

Belgium after a 5-month backpacking adventure across the European

continent convinced me there was no recourse.

I decided to defy what many believe to be the American dream of

security and success and drove straight into the freakishly scary abyss

of the unknown, without any guarantees my gamble would pay off.

From sailing with a stranger in Croatia to taking a pilgrimage to the

top of Croagh Patrick in Ireland, in this inspirational travel memoir I

ask the reader to redefine themselves in the way the questions their

habituation and learned beliefs; question what resources and support

would be needed if only life would manifest as they desire; and

through introspection, identify and minimize the negative self-talk or

limiting values that are hindering them from embracing their

inherent greatness.
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EMILY
SZAJDA
Emily  Szajda, writer, chef,

yoga/meditation instructor and sports

nutritionist left “Corporate America”

managing high-volume restaurants in

Phoenix, Arizona for an entrepreneurial

life focused on finding work/life balance

in Europe.

After she launched a successful wellness

program with Serendip Spa, a sanctuary

in the heart of Brussels, worked with the

internationally recognized Belgian Beer

and Food Magazine, and hosted

sumptuous events with Bookalokal, she

moved to Barcelona. Emily co-founded

BCN Connections, an educational travel

company providing medical

professionals continuing education

training abroad.

Currently, Emily works with GBSB Global

Business School and writes for Basmati

and Chowhound. Emily lives in

Washington DC where she offers group,

corporate and private yoga, meditation

and mindfulness trainings. �She

collaborates with recharj® meditation

studio, located in the city and Marino

Wellness, located in Los Angeles. She

also provides nutrition counseling to an

array of international clients.

Emily has appeared on HGTV’s House

Hunters International and other

multinational media platforms.



LIVE, LEARN, LET GO
It is my hope that the reader finds resonance in my journey coming from a small town of 900

residents in America’s farm belt, that regardless of race, station, religion, socio-economic

standing, national identity, etc. anything is possible in this life. Through the sharing of my

wisdom, moving abroad and the mindfulness tools I honed from introspection about my

upbringing and the impact it had, life can be navigated with more ease.



The writing process-

How long did it take you to write your

memoir and what was your process? 

 What advice can you give to others? 

In the new age of book publishing and

the realm of self-publishing, how did you

navigate the market and what decisions

did you make along the way? 

What were your biggest fears charting a

new life in Europe?

What setbacks or logisitical hurdels did

you face starting over in a new country?

How did you manage change and

uncertainty, and what lessons or tools can

be applied to the state of the world

today? 

Suggestions for interview questions

77,000 words

Inspirational Travel Memoir
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"It is so easy to forget the richness in the relationships,

experiences, and events that have shaped and define our lives.

This may be a result of the unconscious messages we come

across daily that cause us to ruminate about what we lack in

life or the obstacles we face rather than embrace the

abundance we enjoy. As a result, our gratitude and satisfaction

in life subsist in constant conflict with our desire for more." 

Big Time Journey of a Small Town

Girl can be compared to titles such as

Find Your Happy, an Inspirational Guide

to Loving Life to Its Fullest by Shannon

Keller 2012 Balboa Press, Love With a

Chance of Drowning by Torre DeRoche

2013 Hachette Books, and The Good Girls

Guide to Getting Lost by Rachel

Friedman 2011 Bantam.

Comparable Titles

" I N C O N G R U E N T  L I V I N G  I S  E X H A U S T I N G .  T A K I N G
A N  H O N E S T  F E A T  O F  S E L F - E X P L O R A T I O N ,  L O O K I N G

A T  T H E  I N N E R  W O R K I N G S  A N D  D R I V I N G  F O R C E
B E H I N D  Y O U R  L I F E  I S  A  N E C E S S I T Y ,  

N O T  A  L U X U R Y . "

Particulars

Recognizing past conditioning

and embedding ways of thinking

shaped by soceity-what did you

learn from your life experiences

and what can the reader take

away from your book? 

What’s your story right now? 

Are you going to write a follow

up book? 

What was your intention behind

writing Big Time Journey of a

Small Town Girl?

What are you working on next? 

-   EMILY SZAJDA   -

Photographed by Anna Paprocka.
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7k
Facebook followers

18.6k
LinkedIn followers

2k
Instagram followers

Email contactds

WHY BOOK EMILY?

With her motivational high-spirited
style, Emily has a unique ability to
engage, energize and embolden an
audience. Purposeful, inspirational
and always accessible, Emily’s
down-to-earth, honest-to-goodness
character is a refreshing approach
that allows her to authentically
connect with audiences around the
globe.

Emily seeks to stir audiences to
action fostering positive and lasting
change. She does this through
book talks, inspirational speaking,
workshops, retreats and small
group classes.

Change is scary. Emily knows this
first hand. But she is here to tell
you that confronting your fear
head on and making calculated
risks will only serve to propel you
to the next phase or chapter in
your life. Our past doesn’t serve to
define us and our today may not
be where we want to be tomorrow.
Carving out our intentions and
having a growth mindset, willing to
take a leap of faith and make a
personal investment in yourself,
will open up new opportunities
that may have once seemed out of
reach.�A new way-of-being awaits.

Services
I am currently seeking collaborative opportunities
with corporations, conferences, podcasts, book
clubs, and other media outlets.
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PROFESSIONAL ACTIVITES

Group, Private & Coroporate Yoga &
Meditation Instruction
Nutrition Coaching
Online Training
Motivational Speaking
Group Travel Experiences & Retreats

WHO I HAVE WORKED WITH

P & G Washington DC
United Healthcare
Unitersity of Maryland Global Campus
GBSB Global Business School, Barcelona,
Madrid, Malta
Geneva Business School, Barcelona
Campus
Internation Women's Club of Barcelona
LinkedIn
United Healthcare
F3 Wellness
Marino Wellness 
WellSet
Various Law Firms & Apartment
Complexes in the DMV
EOI Guinardó & EOI Vall d'Hebron
District Winery
Wunder Garden Washington DC
International Womens Club of Barcelona
Bookalokal
Belgian Beer & Food Magazine
House Hunters International
Leopard Films USA
Mandarin Oriental
Sheraton Brussels
Internations- Wellness Embassador
Basmati.com
Chowhound CBS USA
Impact Makers Radio
People on the Grid

6k
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“Every dreamer knows it is entirely possible to be
homesick for a place you’ve never been to, perhaps more
homesick than for familiar ground.”
-Judith Thurman

“I have no idea where we are,” was all that I could think

as I turned down yet another passageway leading in a

direction that I knew didn’t seem quite right. Through a

series of twists and turns down ancient streets and tiny

back alleys, I reluctantly donned the white flag. I was lost.

Trying to retrace my footsteps along cobblestone streets, I

realized I may have let my guard down, not paying

adequate attention to the landmarks that, like bread-

crumbs, could lead us back to our tour group’s meeting

point. Who knew that Sienna’s historical city center was a

labyrinth of secret passages and remote corners, red brick

buildings offering little way of distinguishing one from

another? Each building embodied centuries of history

within its walls. Breathtaking of course, but timeless

beauty and eternal charm didn’t offer any aid when what

we really needed was a map.

I didn’t know why I kept trying to decipher Italian, as

I stared up at the street names etched into white stone tiles.

The street of the merchants, the street for the tailors, they

all made little sense to me as we strayed deeper into the

heart of the old city center, a maze of picturesque Roman

ways, which only the locals could navigate without

wandering off course. We had drifted away from the rest

of our large tour group in hopes of finding fresh fruit from

a small local stall nestled down some cozy corridor leading

to yet another primitive artifact or ornate façade.



Laura and I had sought a light lunch. Sweltering

temperatures caused beads of sweat to drip from my brow.

In this heat, it was hard to imagine joining the others for

the pre-ordered three-course meal that would, of course,

include a plate of delectable handmade pasta with a

mouthwatering sauce of tomatoes so fresh that you could

taste the warmth of the Tuscan sun nurturing the vine. The

Italian kitchen has no rival. Yes, the French could contend

that their cuisine is more sophisticated with the likes of

Escoffier and Paul Bocuse, but for me, if I were tempted to

indulge in fresh pasta every day, I would never tire. Not to

mention I haven’t the slightest will to pass up Italian

desserts, homemade tiramisu, panna cotta and gelato

made of toasted pistachios, all so satisfying it’s difficult to

show any self-restraint. But we didn’t indulge in sweets.

With an hour set aside for lunch, our agenda was on

schedule, leaving us no time for the wise and much

admired afternoon siesta required after such a feast. We

were on a guided wine tour through the sumptuous

Tuscan countryside, for goodness sake. Why fill up on

carbs when there were more tantalizing elixirs to indulge

in?

Back to our conquest to find a bundle of succulent

grapes, the fruit of the gods, as though Tellus, the Roman

god of the earth, would miraculously emerge and satisfy

our meager request. A relatively easy task considering we

were in Italy. You would think there were open-air

markets on every street corner, but this romanticized

image was not reality. We searched high and low, asking

merchants and locals only to be pointed in some far off

direction away from the bustling crowds of tourists.

Finally, we arrived at the prize, a local shop stocked full

of regional produce. The old man behind the counter

shuffled his feet, taking his time as we patiently waited.

He tied up the bundles of grapes in two brown paper bags,

and as we paid, Laura looked at her wristwatch. Such a

simple task had taken much longer than anticipated.

Slowly we came to realize, looking around at the tenderly

kept houses with tiny window boxes full of bright blooms,

we hadn’t the slightest idea how to get back to the groups’

meeting point.

I

I
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In all my travels, I could proudly say I have never

gotten lost, not truly lost at least, up until now.

But as the sun beat down on our naked shoulders, even

lost, we took a moment to grab a handful of grapes, so

perfect in both shape and color, a vibrant hue of violet so

exquisite that when biting into the tender flesh, the grape

released a sweetness that can only be likened to the divine.

The delicate taste of summer forever lingered on my lips.

It is occasions like these that make life worth living.

This was the epiphany that I had reached after the

thousands of miles I had traveled and the numerous

countries I had visited. It doesn’t matter where you are

from or where exactly you are going, but the details, the

stories in between the lines make the bigger picture more

complete. I wasn’t ready to head back and face reality. I

liked it out here, even if I wasn’t quite sure where here was

exactly.

I had set out on this grand adventure months ago on a

quest for self-discovery, similar to so many others. I wasn’t

the first, nor would I be the last woman seeking refuge

from a devastating heartbreak. I wasn’t trying to run into

the arms of another man, to be swooped off my feet in yet

another relationship. I knew that would only be a Band-

Aid covering up the larger wound, and that it would never

properly fix the damage that had been done. I had needed

this time out on my own to regain that sense of self that I

inherently lost when our relationship came to an abrupt

end.

Getting lost in Tuscany was in short, a comedic parody

of my life at the moment. For months, I had been carelessly

gallivanting around Europe with no compass to guide me.

It was a complete change from the life I had once known

managing fine dining restaurants and working for a

prominent resort back in the United States. From a very

young age, I had been taught to be the responsible type,

never the vagabond. My father had instilled these ethics in

me, having been led by his example. He taught me to work

hard and that in doing so, I would be successful. In

Phoenix, Arizona, my last residence before taking the time

to travel, I was considered the woman in-the-know,

educated, successful and driven.
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That is until I woke up unexpectedly one day from the

daze I was living in to find I was nothing like that girl I

used to know. I had been dating a man for nearly five

years, and somewhere in the midst of falling head-over-

heels in love, I started to lose the drive for greatness that I

had once possessed. When I found myself on the losing

end of a horrible relationship that was stained with lies

and deceit, it was too late. The harm had already been

done. I was no longer following the path I had intended to

be on. I had realistic dreams. I wanted to earn my

postgraduate degree, to live abroad, and to someday own

my own business. But somewhere I wandered astray, and

every day seemed like the same old routine, an

anticlimactic scene from the movie Groundhog Day.

Being lost had a whole new meaning. I had hit a

crossroads in my life, and there was no turning back. I had

to move on and press forward, start living more fully.

What that meant I hadn’t the slightest clue. I just knew I

had to be selfish for a while. For the greater part of our

relationship, I had given of myself for the betterment of

the relationship without asking anything in return. I was

tired and felt I had been mistreated. The time had come

that I needed to reinvest in myself, to put myself first.

Instead of losing myself figuratively in a relationship,

I needed to lose myself in the world. I needed to remove

myself from the comforts of home, of security and

complacency in order to discover what made me tick,

what motivated me.

When Laura and I found ourselves in this silly

quandary that day in Sienna, I found myself laughing. A

quest for fruit, go figure. I asked to roam free, to get lost

in the world and sure enough, the universe handed it to

me on a silver Etruscan platter. Don’t go throwing wishes

around, choose wisely, and be more objective, the universe

was saying.

We were short on time and far from finding our way,

but hey, there were alternatives. Catching the tour would

be the easiest and most productive. All I knew was that I

didn’t want to miss out on an indulgent afternoon of

sipping wine in one of the most renowned regions of the

world. A girl has to have priorities, right?! Taking the train
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wasn’t for me. I was on a mission; the wine enthusiast

inside me would not miss out on her share of the lot. Laura

was on the same page, fairly cool-headed, so we started to

make progress. Reaching for the red headsets, we had

stashed away in our purses, it was clear that we still might

make the tour. Sporting the not-so-fashionable headset in

Italy was the least of our concerns. What mattered most

was that we were starting to think more strategically

about how to overcome the misadventure we found

ourselves in.

The signal was faint; we looked like that guy on the

television commercial advertising cell phones, “Can you

hear me now?” but there wasn’t anyone on the other end

of the line. Maybe, just maybe the guided tour had already

started, and we would soon be in broadcast range. This

would be the much-needed clue to complete the puzzle.

The whole afternoon felt like this staged performance that

was meant to teach me yet another life lesson.

In almost a blazing sprint, well, maybe not that fast

because we were weaving our way through the masses,

dodging elbows, we were making headway. We heard the

faintest muffled sounds from the headsets as we looked at

one another. The tour had started. We stopped, trying to

find the direction where the signal got stronger. We looked

like we were caught in a cage, two steps one way, we

decided that was not quite right, so we took three in the

other until we identified the direction we needed to head.

Before long, we could hear the entire program clear as day,

and we turned the corner only to run straight into the

thirty plus other members in our group with the same

identifiable red headsets.

What a sight! We were short on breath, and my heart

was beating out of my chest, like a drum keeping the

rhythm of the march. The tension and worry vanquished

as a warm breeze swept it off into the distant hills. We had

arrived.

My travels had taken me on a road map across Western

Europe, from Poland to Ireland, Belgium to Croatia and

many places in between. I met a wealth of individuals who

were once strangers, but I could now call close friends. I

was like a child with eyes wide open seeing the world for

the first time with awe and wonderment. I continue to

explore and live my life abroad in this way.
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I was searching for something at the time, but I didn’t

know what I would find, until out of the darkness it found

me. From dismal lows, where I didn’t feel like getting out

of bed in the morning, to incredible highs like the time I

was standing on the cliff’s edge on Croagh Patrick

overlooking the tiny islands that dotted the West Coast of

Ireland. I finally experienced what it truly meant to live,

to put oneself out in the middle of life’s beautiful chaos,

and to be okay in the midst of change. Yes, I was lost, and

I am glad I was. Losing myself in my failed relationship

wasn’t the end of the world, nor was having hit a stale

moment in my career. It was actually exactly what I

needed. There was so much more that I had not even

figured into my equation. Life is a series of experiences,

good and bad, meant to make you wager between the two,

to become aware and live up to your innate potential.

I had stopped dreaming, and that had caused me great

anxiety. Only to find that it wasn’t permanent. Since I was

a little girl, I had an amazing imagination and

determination to go against the norm, to be different in

the face of conformity, to write my own legacy. I thank

my ex-boyfriend for the gift he had bestowed upon me. He

set me free to dream again, to find my place of peace, to

change into the woman I was yet to become.

www .emilyszajda .com MED IA  K I T


