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I bought this book because I like to write long-hand and I am almost certain that when I wrote a play which 

was well-received, it was originally written all by hand, on trains and metros, buses and in waiting rooms. 

The smell of the paper, the touch of the pen, the movement and sound of chatter, or the rolling of the wheels 

on the tracks as the train whizzed by multi-coloured blurred pictures of life outside seemed to cast a magic 

spell on my writing hand and a play came about that I happened to write.  

That play was about war, World War II in fact, which seems to stem from misunderstandings, and fear drives 

people to act out of character, when normally people are, I believe, essentially good. At least that is my 

experience. Fear drives nationalism, and everything that divides us, the opposite of what the European Union 

symbolises in its togetherness. But the play gave people hope. Or at least I hope it did. Hope that change is 

possible, that love conquers discrimination and fear. It may be a more difficult path to speak up when things 

are wrong, and to challenge expectations and accepted norms, but sometimes we have to in order to find 

cohesion.  

For me, especially since I live in the UK, I now my play symbolises that we have cohesion because of the EU, 

we need to hold onto it. It reminds me of how sad I am that 51% of those who voted in my country, voted 

for us to leave.  Now I have this book, which I bought for myself and which depicts the Moomins. They are 

Swedish characters which were originally designed by a Finnish illustrator, Tove Jansson, and published in 

Swedish. This book symbolises Europe and its rich diversity. People I know love the Moomins and they have 

transcended several generations in the UK. I remember them from my childhood and someone 18 years 

younger than me whom I met recently, saw a newer version as a cartoon on TV in his childhood.  

It also symbolises Europe for me because when looking through it I realised how many languages it contains, 

Romanian, German, Welsh, English, French, Polish. My notes of hope as I sit and spend a day in another 

temporary job, trying to feel human, rather than a post-modernist cog in the machine of capitalist ideology.  

The Welsh for me is particularly poignant because I yearn to learn from other cultures. The language and 

culture are probably the most different from me that I can find within the UK now, and it shows me just how 

European I am in my personality and in my hopes and dreams. The poem I found in French when leafing 

through the book was about feeling alone, or at least how alone I sometimes feel, how isolated in a country 

that wants to be insular, when I do not share that desire.  

Diversity is what makes life worthwhile. Learning makes life matter and enriches it beyond anything I could 

have ever dreamed. But after that poem in French, which tells of my loneliness and feeling othered and 

European in a more and more jingoistic place, there is some Polish. I started to learn because I got the chance 

to travel, meet and learn again in a place I had never been. This for me is a symbol of hope. I am so very 

grateful to be here and to have been asked to come with Real Time to Poland and to be part of the legacy of 

Europe. The lovely Moomins on the cover of my book help me to feel that despite no longer living in a country 

which is part of the European Union, these beautiful characters are keeping me company as I try to keep 

learning and process the loss of something so important to me. 

 


