
Far from my ground, from my comfort zone.  

Applying for the Erasmus+ program was a really hard decision for me. I wasn’t confident in my 

English and I was an insecure, introverted person as well. Even though my parents (especially 

my father) encouraged me to do it, I couldn’t. Until I had some major changes in my life, and 

I realized that this is my last chance to study abroad without any long-term commitment. I had 

to do it. But first, I needed to finish my first college. My last semester in ELTE was during my 

first semester at METU, and I had my final exam in July. That time applying for the program 

wasn’t suitable. I had some issues with the application as well, so I had to wait another 

semester to finalize it.  

 

I decided to go to Ireland. I can’t really explain it but I had a passion to go there, to see that 

country and experience it myself. I wasn’t sure at first, that I could apply for that university 

but after some research, it turned out it is (of course) possible. So LIT was my first on the list. 

The second was in the Netherlands and the third was – I couldn’t remember. I didn’t care. I 

only wanted to go to Ireland. And I could in the end. After the application process, I was 

chosen. And I was so happy and proud of myself. My family too, and my Boyfriend too (even 

though he was a little afraid as well). It was a hard emotional decision too because we are 

talking about more than three months. After this period, I would say it was really hard to be 

so far away from each other, but we did it. He helped me a lot, incredibly lot. I would say, that 

if you are reading my journal, and you have someone you love by your side, you have to 

cooperate and communicate in order to manage your relationship. It is all about trust and 

understanding. 

 

He came with me when I moved out. And we spent a week together before the semester 

started. We visited as many places as we could before we bid farewell for two months (the 

first time I could go home to visit him and my family) 

 

To find accommodation was really stressful because the mentality of the Irish people is so 

different.  They don’t worry too much. I didn’t know whether I had a place to sleep or not until 

we arrived at Clonmel. It sounds frightening, but both the landlord I was speaking with and 

the coordinator of the receiving institute helped me all along. Just the landlord (or more like 

landlady) wasn’t too exact at first. In the end, I had my own tiny-mini house in her garden 



which was once a summer kitchen, I think. It was a little bit more expensive than the rooms 

inside of her house, but I had my own kitchen, bathroom and of course my very private place. 

And the landlady was kind of a carrying grandmother all along. 

 


