
Overcoming “THE FEAR!” 
 
I have always read about and admired people such as David Attenborough, Charles Darwin, Alfred Russell Wallace 
and Sir Ranulph Fiennes who have travelled the world and experienced a great many exciting and enlightening 
adventures. Unfortunately for me my admiration and enthusiasm to see the world and experience all that it has to 
offer has been overwhelmed by my anxiety. To the people I meet I seem talkative and confident however this is just 
a persona that I put on to hide my true self. I suppose it all harps back to my childhood, I was raised by my Mum, 
Nan and older Sister as although my Dad was still around he worked and stayed in the city 6 days a week so I saw 
very little of him. As a result of being the baby of the family I was and to this day still am molly coddled by the 
wonderful women in my life (my wife now also being one of them). Along with being spoilt and waited on hand and 
foot I was also witness to a lot of stress and worrying. My Mothers side of the family have always stressed and 
since time immemorial they have all had nervous breakdowns making me somewhat genetically predisposed to this 
problem. The fact that my Mum, Nan and Sister have all worried constantly since I can remember means that on 
the nurture side of the coin things again have not gone well. This therefore makes the common question of nature 
versus nurture impossible to determine as I have gotten both barrels. I don’t of course blame my family as genetics 
are not our fault, we cant choose our parents. Along with this predisposition my Mum also had to run a household 
on a small budget as Dad did and still does spend money like water, we also had to put up with his “tempers” and 
occasional beatings, no wonders she, I and all of us for that matter were stressed.  
I suppose thinking now I was never going to be well adjusted and rational as my first memory was my Dad hitting 
me. My Sister recalled that night to me only recently as it was still vivid for her, fresh in the mind of a person who 
did to that day and has continued to to this, done nothing but her utmost to protect her little Brother. She said that I 
was being noisy, Dad told me to stop, I didn’t, he got up, I ran, he caught up with me (as at age 3 I wasn’t very fast) 
and hit me so hard that I left the ground and when I returned to it I did so unconscious. This I believe is just another 
reason why I’m scared of everything and trust no one.  
My neuroses from that time onwards resulted in me taking control of things in any way that I could and as a result 
of depression alongside stress from my surroundings I tried to kill myself age 16 as everything seemed too much. 
This was despite the fact that to the outside world everything seemed normal, better than normal in fact, I was head 
boy of the school, top class for every subject, captain of the basketball team and in the popular crowd always 
having a girlfriend.  
After this episode and being diagnosed with depression I began to think more and more about the person that I was 
and wanted to become and then to constantly worry about how my achievements matched up to those around me, 
how I was never good enough and how I needed to work harder. This proved to be both positive and negative in 
that I would never let myself off the hook from working hard and doing well so I was able to achieve a good degree 
and became a fast 10 kilometre runner, unfortunately it also led to me having Obsessive Compulsive Disorder 
diagnosed at the age of 21.  
OCD for me culminates in obsessively checking things for example that the front door is locked or that the oven is 
turned off. This sounds quite normal to start with but when each of these checks is carried out in excess of a dozen 
times each before I believe myself it turns into a problem which is especially bad when I’m stressed or tired. It is 
much like Schrödinger’s Cat, a thought experiment in which a cat is put into a box and whilst inside a random event 
may or may not occur leading to the cats death. The only way after sealing the box to therefore check whether or 
not the cat is alive is to open the box and look, however once the box is closed again you don’t know the cats state 
and the process can (and for me does) begin again. This in a person with OCD is what happens every time you 
turn off a hob or tap or close a window or door! Don’t get me wrong people with OCD don’t believe that things will 
miraculously change state when they’re not looking, we just don’t trust ourselves and anxiety gets the better of us.  
So now that I have explained a little about my mental state and put my fears and apprehension about the trip into 
context I’ll talk about the trip and how it has affected me. 
 
It wont surprise you to know that I had already began to worry about the trip before I had even sent the application 
to Nigel and Kathy. When sent I hoped that I may gain a place and to my great excitement and horror I was lucky 
enough to do so. The first hurdle to overcome on this personal journey was the preparation weekend and at a 
length of 3 days and 2 nights including travel I was concerned as I had never spent this length of time away from 
my wife since we first met six years previously. After a lot of stressing and preparing I arranged to car share with a 
girl from Suffolk, this again worried me as I didn’t know if we would get on and more curiously why she would offer 
an unknown guy with a chainsaw a lift across the country, did she have an ulterior motive? The day came and my 



lift arrived and to no one’s surprise my concerns were completely unfounded. My new found friend (who I still meet 
up with regularly) was an incredibly interesting and wonderful person and we got on extremely well talking for 7 
hours on the way to the Kingcombe Centre about everything from wildflower conservation to religion and everything 
in between. After this amazing journey we arrived at Kingcombe and again nerves set in as their was another large 
group of people to meet; what would everyone be like, would they like me?  
The answers came quickly enough as we opened the door and the two largest smiles I have ever seen greeted us, 
it was of course Nigel and Kathy. After being welcomed by them I began to meet the others and my apprehension 
disappeared in a wash of cloudy cider. Everyone was extremely interesting and due to our similar interests we 
regaled each other with stories of our wildlife adventures and conservation activities late into the night. The next 2 
days went in a blur of barn dancing monks, palinka (the Hungarian spirit), great food and chainsaw wielding 
volunteers. On the Sunday afternoon although I hadn’t had my safety net to rely on (in the form of my wife and 
family) I had had an amazing time and was slightly sad to go home and leave my new found friends. We packed 
the car and set off back to East Anglia and after an even longer journey of 8 hours and more fantastic conversation 
I walked through the door after midnight and still had the enthusiasm to tell my wife about everything that had 
happened.  
I also made sure that I remembered how fantastic a time I had had on the preparation weekend, for the trip which 
was now only a month away would take me even further outside of my comfort zone by sharing accommodation 
and meals with 5 friends but 10 strangers for 17 days and nights.  After the weekend in Dorset though I was feeling 
more confident as I had had a great time and made some fantastic friends who I spent the whole month up until the 
trip talking to about the exciting adventures to come.  
 

The Much Awaited / Dreaded Trip 
 
So that people don’t feel put off by having spent time reading this report under false pretences I will explain now 
that unlike some of the other write ups of the Hungary trip 2010 I won’t go into great detail about what happened 
everyday or provide extensive species lists in text. Instead I will talk about what were the most significant points of 
the trip for me and those that were the most affecting. Some of these are quite funny, others slightly melancholic 
but all of them were deeply affecting and none of which would have happened if I hadn’t taken the plunge and 
applied for the EuCAN trip, which I still believe was the most enjoyable experience of my life to date. So here goes 
with tales of gypsies, palinka and Hungarian dance.  
 
The first part of the journey was one that took me out of my comfort zone immediately, I needed to go to London 
and meet a large group of mostly strangers at the Youth Hostel at St Pancras. As I didn’t live too far from London I 
decided to travel to the city early to both miss rush hour with a large bag but also to make the most of my train fair 
by exploring the local area visiting sites such as the British Library and the British Museum. When I left home to 
drive to the station I felt apprehensive but thinking back to the preparation weekend I was more optimistic that 
things may turn out OK. I took the train to London and got to St Pancras without incident at which point I checked 
into the YHA hostel which had been recently refurbished and was extremely nice. Now so far this sounds very trivial 
however my neuroses constantly lead me to worry about things such as being mugged on the train or that some 
other problem may arise leading to a headline grabbing story, perhaps something along the lines of “Volunteer 
murdered on Underground”. After checking in I walked to the British Library and had one of those serendipitous 
experiences where something extremely mainstream seems as though it was made just for you. Now I’m not being 
cheesy and talking about song lyrics but about a quote outside the British Library which I took a picture of (below): 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Due to my new found courage and imminent adventure this made me believe that the world isn’t all bad as the 
media tries to portray but that there is hope if only we are brave enough to engage with others and educate our 
ignorant minds. After the library I went on to the British Museum and walked amongst the many amazing artefacts 
before starting to write the first pages of this report, I finally felt excited and reinvigorated instead of scared in the 
big city because of the potential pitfalls and disasters, I felt excited by the prospect of meeting people and learning 
from their wealth of knowledge. I left the British Museum and walked slowly back to the hostel enjoying not having 
to rush as I did as a younger man working in the city. I didn’t fear people but enjoyed observing them and although 
anxious I returned to the hostel ready to meet my new friends with whom I would spend the next few weeks.  
We went out that night and had dinner to introduce ourselves to the group and although there were some groups 
that had already formed from preparation weekend meetings we all got on well before heading back to the hostel 
for an early morning start. At 4:30 the next morning we awoke and headed to St Pancras to catch our train to 
Brussels, this again was a new adventure travelling to and through new lands whose languages I had no grasp of, 
what if I needed help? What if I got separated from the group? I put these thoughts to one side and concentrated on 
enjoying the stories and company of my new companions and before I knew it we had been travelling all day 
through half a dozen countries watching the ever changing landscape as we went from West to East.  
We finally got onto the night train that would take us to Budapest Keleti Station after which we had only one more 
connection before we would meet a minibus and make it to the Szalamdra Hostel. On the night train we went to one 
of the seated carriages a few carriages down from our sleeper compartment to eat the meagre supplies from the 
food cart and drink Czech Beer, my dinner that night consisted of a mars bar, peanuts and copious amounts of 
alcohol. A few of us stayed up late to acquaint ourselves and after we drank all of the beer and wine that the food 
cart had to offer we some how fell asleep although none of us remember deciding to sleep in the seated area or 
actually falling asleep. I awoke at 3 in the morning as one of the guys sitting across the aisle had managed to kick 
me in the crotch in his sleep (which would later turn out to be a lucky event) and at this point still being quite dunk 
we decided that finding our sleeping compartment may be a good idea, so we staggered along the train for a few 
carriages and then reached a door that we couldn’t open. After 30 seconds of wrestling with it we realised that there 
was no carriage attached to the train and that at some point in the night the train had become detached and our 
carriages had been left behind whilst the sleeping train, our passports, money and new companions had all pulled 
away to Budapest, we later found that we were on our way to Vienna.  
The train was stopped in the station and so we jumped off and ran up to the guards in whatever country we were in, 
none of us spoke any Central or Eastern European Languages so we did our best at gesturing and very quickly and 
I presume loudly explaining what had happened. I was quite surprised by there response as although they did not 
speak English they displayed an incredible level of British apathy and after shrugging and laughing amongst 
themselves we gave up and headed off on our own. We were now stuck on a platform at 3am in what we realised 
was the Czech Republic, without a train, passports, money or tickets (see now this is the reason why I’m neurotic,  
whilst being neurotic nothing bad had ever actually happened but as soon as I let my guard down it all went wrong). 
We weren’t sure what to do so after a while running around the station we jumped on the only train that looked like 
it was going to Hungary which shortly after pulled out of the station. As we jumped on we were met by dozens of 
people moving about the cabins quietly and quite a few who were trying to hide in the toilets so to stay on the train 
to the next station. Then we realised what was going on “gypsies”, now this sounds extremely xenophobic and 
believe me I’m not, but the reason we jumped to this conclusion which was later confirmed by another train worker 
was that earlier in the evening the Czech man serving us at the food cart kept talking about gypsies and how if you 
left your things out they would come on the train whilst you were asleep and steal them. Now we all thought that he 
was just overreacting and that a real problem didn’t exist but as we were now seeing, (just as he had said) once we 
entered the Czech Republic (at about 1am) they boarded the train to see what they could take. We stood around 
surrounded by gypsies for a while whilst trying to work out our next move, we walked up and down the train to try 
and find somewhere to sit and then hit another locked carriage, a sleeper carriage, we looked at the numbers of the 
beds and they seemed familiar but the door was locked. We tried to force it open but with only the 3 of us we didn’t 
have any luck, then we hit upon an unlikely alliance, a few of the gypsies saw that we were trying to get into the 
sleeper carriage and as they knew there would be more people with bags full of iPods, phones and camera’s they 
too thought that this would be the place to be, so after a brief discussion two large men one of whom had to be 6 
foot 6 tall and 18 stone tried to help us force the doors and although we got them open a couple of inches it was still 
no use. At this stage I did the only thing that a Brit trapped in a corner could do and I threw a tantrum knocking as 
loudly as I could on the sleeper carriage door for over 10 minutes. Due to all the kafuffle I awoke the only member 
of staff in the sleeper carriage who thinking we were trying to steal from the carriage told us we couldn’t come 
aboard especially not without a ticket. We explained the situation and how our group leader had the tickets in the 



sleeper compartment and after an emotional plea she let us in to the carriage whilst keeping our new found gypsy 
friends firmly out. We staggered to the sleeper compartment just before about 5am and slumped in our beds for an 
hour before everyone got up and we got ready to disembark from the train in Budapest. The thing that this personal 
adventure taught me the most was that even when things go completely wrong that an amusing story can still be 
salvaged and that nothing of value is normally ever lost. We regaled our train companions all of whom had had an 
amazing night’s sleep with our tales of woe, and after a lot of laughing we made it to Budapest bleary eyed and just 
wanting sleep. 
 

Lesson 1 From The Hungary Trip: Nothing Is Ever As Bad As It Seems 
 

"There is nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so"  
- William Shakespeare (English Poet and Playwright) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Some of the guys drinking on the sleeper train through the Czech Republic, two of them and myself were unhitched 

that night! 
 
 
The next event that made me look at my life in a different way came at an unexpected time as everything seemed 
to be to be right with the world. We were being shown round the Aggtelek National Park by one of the parks guides 
and after walking for quite a while looking at the ground burrows of sousliks and looking for the Hucul horses the 
group had began to get strung out so we stopped to wait. I talked to the guide about the wildlife in the park and the 
management practices that took place and then we started talking about the lack of agriculture. At this point in 
limited English the guide said something that with childhood like innocence was extremely moving and quite 
unexpected, “Hungary has problems” she said and continued by saying “but I have two children who I love and I 
enjoy my job so I keep out of politics”. During that walk I had thought of numerous things including the grand 
spectacle that had unveiled itself before us and how it would be an amazing place to come on holiday, but I had not 
till that point gotten over these selfish thoughts to consider how the situation in Hungary affected the people who 
live there. These people live in an extremely difficult part of the world where there are few rural jobs and even 
farming can’t turn a profit due to giants such as Tesco coming in with cheap food. As a result people live off of 
benefits and spend their spare time drinking palinka at local bars, populations in the countryside are decreasing at 
an alarming rate as people leave for the cities and the ageing populations mean that most villages will be 
abandoned within 50 years. I thought of these problems as I stood on the steppe seemingly on top of the world and 
realised just how lucky I and the others on the trip were to have everything that we wanted. Stable jobs, good 
education, brilliant healthcare and so much disposable income that we find ourselves buying objects and gadgets 
that never get used. From this simple sentence that the guide would have forgotten before we had even made it 
down the hillside I was left thinking that I have to overcome my neuroses and internal/mental constraints in order to 
enjoy my life and live it to the fullest as I’m sure that anyone from a less well off background would give anything for 
the chances I have.  



 
Lesson 2 From The Hungary Trip: Be Thankful For What You’ve Got 

 
“I have learned to seek my happiness by limiting my desires, rather than in attempting to satisfy them” 

- John Stuart Mill (British Philosopher and MP) 
 

 
The group and the guide who made me think about how lucky we all are in Aggtelek National Park 

 
 
After a long and extremely enjoyable day visiting Rakoczi Cave, a 13th century church and a local museum, the 
whole group walked up the very snowy slopes of vineyards overlooking Josvafo to Imre’s much famed wine cellar. 
We had heard a great deal from Nigel and Kathy about Imre’s alcohol and how he had won local prizes for both his 
wine and palinka making, so the whole group were looking forward to a relaxing evening. Although Nigel and Kathy 
had mentioned the alcohol they had kept quiet about the placement of Imre’s “cellar” so to maintain the wow factor 
as when we rounded the final corner we saw what can only be described as a 2 story wooden hunting lodge 
complete with wild boar skulls and deer antlers adorning the balcony. Imre pulled out a fire pit and started it so to 
warm us up and then we started the tasting with reckless abandon. Within the first five minutes we had tried 4 
different types of palinka (pear, plum, grape and quince) and were then inside to see where the wine was kept. The 
cellar was at the back of the lodge and held yet another surprise, the reason why the lodge was on this slope above 
the village was that it was built over an existing cave that the cellar complete with dozens of small barrels of 
homemade wine was in. After trying about 4 different types of wine a few times each within the space of an hour we 
all staggered outside to talk and enjoy the truly Hungarian snack that was on offer. This came in the form of pig fat 
and onion on white bread which I guess must be a drunken Hungarians version of our kebabs except even less 
nutritious (not a piece of brown lettuce in sight). We continued to talk for a while, make snow angels and have snow 
ball fights until Nigel sensed that enough alcohol to satiate a group of British football fans had been consumed, then 
we began the long and arduous stagger back to the mini bus. 
I began walking back with the group and quickly had to help one of the guys who had fallen face first down a steep 
slope to the side of the path and had lost his glasses. As he fell I grabbed his feet and got help from the others to lift 



him up as we had both slid a few metres down the slope before we came to a stop. Whist the others looked for his 
glasses I began to help one of the girls who had gone from seemingly sober to blind drunk as soon as the night air 
hit her. I had gone to the other extreme from very drunk to quite sober when I saw that friends needed help and 
instantly turned into a mother figure as I looked after people for the rest of the evening. Along with Istvan and Imre 
we helped one of the girls down the slope stopping to pick her up every 10 yards or so on the slippery snow and 
ice. At this point I had mixed emotions as although I was trying to help her she kept telling me not to be patronising 
as I asked others to help me with her. I feel that I had made the right decision and she later confirmed that she 
appreciated my help and doesn’t remember telling me off so I suppose that I did, but I wonder at what point in my 
life I stopped being one of the drunkards and started being a steward?  
After about the 4 dozenth fall she landed face down in the snow and didn’t get up, I know now that if we hadn’t 
been there to help that she would of at best gotten frost bite and at worst suffocated/drowned. When we got down 
to the minibus she proceeded to fall on people and say thank you very much for their help. I put her in the minibus 
and watched her whilst talking to the guy who had lost his glasses and could now see very little. When we got back 
to the hostel I escorted her in, helped remove her jacket and boots, and put her and her friend to bed with glasses 
of water and buckets. I then went to help the guy who had lost his glasses and after sitting with him for an hour or 
so I was relieved from duty so went for a much deserved cup of tea before heading to bed after another busy day.  
Although that night ended less well than it had began our friendships had been strengthened meaning that when 
another testing situation came up we would be safe in the knowledge that our new friends would look after us. I 
also realised that worrying about making the wrong decision once it had passed was futile and that it was easier to 
be the best person that you could be in the first instance, so that you could move on and regret things less. I’m sure 
that in the years afterwards my dad wished that he hadn’t beaten my mother and I and although memories fade for 
people the pain felt cannot be erased.   
 

Lesson 3 From The Hungary Trip: Be The Best Person You Can Be Then You’ll Have No Regrets 
 
"I am the world's greatest, I'd do anything and be the greatest. If I was a garbage man, I'd be the worlds 

greatest garbage man" 
- Muhammad Ali (Three Time World Heavyweight Champion) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Imre’s Cellar/Hunting Lodge and the start of a snow angel making marathon for the drunken revellers 
 
 



After recovering from the hangovers we had gotten from Imre’s wine cellar we had an evening dance lesson with 
Barbara who had met us from Miskolc train station with the minibus on the first day. Barbara turned up in traditional 
Hungarian dress with Hungarian folk music and after a quick demonstration of some of the basics we started to join 
her completing some of the more intricate moves which only got more difficult as the evening went on and the wine 
and beer flowed. The girls had dressed for the occasion with most of them bringing nice clothes and putting on 
makeup which was in stark contrast to the guys who hadn’t made any effort at all, still sporting t-shirts and jeans.  
Dancing for me, like for most men has always been one of those terrifying things that you hope never to be asked 
to do, from those childhood days of standing around the edges of a village hall watching the girls on the dance floor 
all of us had left our dance shoes and this rather pathetic chapter in our lives in the past, having tried to forget that 
dancing existed. But tonight was the night to try and banish yet another demon, although it didn’t matter who was 
the best at dancing I had always strived to do well at things and to not make a fool of myself, so getting up on the 
dance floor for me was particularly difficult. I along with a group of other guys on the periphery joined in with the 
dancing and felt enormously embarrassed when anything didn’t go exactly to plan, but after a little bit of laughter 
and with enough people joining in we all came to thoroughly enjoy ourselves. This I believe was epitomised by 
Nigel who unlike most men threw himself at the task with more energy than the finalists of Strictly Come Dancing 
and although he made as many mistakes as anyone else hid did so with a smile on his face, which also put a smile 
on all of ours. It’s easy to know that you should give everything a try and that your ability at such tasks doesn’t 
matter, however it is much harder to put this into practice. Like my fear of heights though, which I have been 
tackling for many years through rock climbing I feel that on that night in Hungary I came a little closer to 
caring/worrying less about what people think, which for a person like me will ultimately result in a lot more fun being 
had.       
 

Lesson 4 From The Hungary Trip: Try Everything Once, You Might Like It 
“We're fools whether we dance or not, so we might as well dance.” 

- Japanese Proverb 
 

“Dance first. Think later. It’s the natural order.” 
- Samuel Beckett (Irish Writer, Dramatist, Poet and Nobel Prize Winner) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Barbara in traditional Hungarian dress teaching us how to folk dance 
 
 



We had experienced dance induced highs, lost train inducing lows and a great many wildlife encounters as a group 
and we had formed into a tight knit group that would probably more closely resemble a family than a group of 
friends, which I found amazing considering we had met just a couple of weeks before. Now nearing our last couple 
of days and feeling slightly melancholy about not being able to see each other as much when we returned home we 
had a free day to do with as we wished so we started planning. A group of us had previously talked about a long 
walk in the forest and as we were so close to the Slovakian border we thought that this would be the best 
destination on a sunny day with the snow thawing about our feet. We left after a cooked lunch at the hostel and 
headed up the road through the forest, stopping occasionally to enjoy the calls of woodpeckers and groups of 
hawfinch’s. We had left a note at the hostel saying where we were going and had struck out into the middle of 
nowhere with just a few Euro’s and our passports in our pockets. By this time in the trip I was starting to enjoy and 
relish my new found confidence, as if this situation of walking into a new country where no one spoke the language 
had arisen earlier in the trip I think that I would have been much more concerned, but as the weeks went on I 
realised that in stark contrast to what we are told in the British media, people are generally good. The friends that I 
made on the trip and all of the people we met whilst out walking be they Hungarian, Slovakian or Gypsy were 
extremely kind hearted and more than anything keen to welcome you to there country and ensure that you were 
safe and happy. After an hour and a half we had made it to the Slovakian border and we spent some time taking 
pictures and planning our route. After a little bit of map reading and a vote we realised that we had left it too late in 
the day to walk all the way to the Slovakian town that we had originally planned to visit and instead we would just 
go for a nice walk through the forests. So I decided to show the group a picturesque lake that I had walked to that 
morning and on the way we chatted about the wildlife and conservation of the country and our grand plans for the 
future back home.  
On the way back to the hostel my thoughts about meeting new people were reinforced as we met a group of three 
Hungarian guys on a weekend camping trip, they chatted to us and were extremely pleased to hear about our 
reasons for visiting the country, making us promise to return sometime soon. Then in true Hungarian style they 
revealed just under a litre of palinka and said that we must finish the bottle before we left so we chatted for a while 
and between the eight of us finished off the bottle of 60% alcohol before bidding them farewell, staggering back to 
the hostel and deciding that the world is an amazing place filled with wonderful people so we must explore it further; 
we’re currently planning a reunion trip!     
 

Lesson 5 Learnt From The Hungary Trip: Don’t Be Afraid To Meet New People 
 

“My best friend is the one who brings out the best in me.”  
- Henry Ford (American Industrialist) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All of us on the Slovakian Border with Hungary after an afternoons hiking 



 
 
Now these are just a few of the very many experiences that I had whilst in Hungary and I hope that you will see 
from what I have written that the large amount of them were extremely positive even seen from the perspective of 
someone who worries a great deal more than is necessary. I hope that although this report has been an extremely 
personal journey for someone who from his own admission does not seem particularly normal, that it may help 
everyone out there from the most neurotic to the most outgoing to gain that courage to do something outside their 
comfort zone, as in my experience from this trip and the other experiences that I have had since being back it is 
always worthwhile. Life is the sum of your experiences so why not try and have as many novel and different ones 
as possible, starting with applying for the Leonardo programme, good luck with your application.    
 
 
Signed 
Anonymous 
 
 


