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Living in a Winter Wonderland
Úna Ní Shúilleabháin

“HOPE you like snow” giggled my 
employer during my interview back 
in October. “I LOVE the snow” I 
gushed, trying so hard not to screw 
up my only interview and to end 
the misery that was searching for a 
job for Co-Op. I knew the snow in 
France would not be like the snow 
in Ireland. See, the weather in France 
does this funny thing - it’s actually 
predictable. Winter = Cold. Summer 
= Warm. End of. I knew the snow in 
France would not be like the “snow” 
in Ireland. Queue scenic images - a 
blanket of white covering the rooftops 
of small houses. All the while small 
birds flutter off the ground, and 
perch themselves high on leafless 
branches. Initially the snow was just 
that. Fluffy white snow engulfed the 
area, and even the most *cough* non-
aesthetically pleasing of buildings 
and houses, looked so picturesque.
And then it kept snowing. And 

snowing. The birds were gone. 
Probably frozen under a vat of snow. 
Or eaten alive by mountain lions...I 
don’t know. Then it started to rain. 
And rain. And the rain fell onto the 
snow. In Ireland this would just lead 
to the demise of the snow, as young 
children attempt to throw balls of 
smush at one another. In France, 
where the snow is mighty, the rain and 
the snow join forces. They become a 
natural lethal transformer - Optimus 
Frosty or something.  One night, 
while walking through torrential 

rain, I returned home only to find 
that the raindrops on my coat had 
frozen. Snow had engulfed my hair, 
my hands, my boots - everything. 
I looked like a ginger yeti. As I was 
literally defrosting, I wondered how 
the people of Belfort could live in this 
weather. I wondered how they could 

WALK in this weather, risk slipping 
and breaking their necks on the 
ice - at night. And then I realized it. 
The French aren’t idiots. During my 
40 minute trek from town, I did not 
meet one French person walking. I 
did, however, pass a lot of cars. Cars 
full of people. People whom, it would 

Erasmus in Stockholm: Just a 
Name and a Nation
Tom Horan

NEARLY all toilets here have two 
settings: a small flush for light visits, 
and a bigger one for more demanding 
jobs. These are the things I notice. 
I’m not feeling any seismic changes 
following my first week attending 
Södertörns högskola, just the little 
details. Like how red cheddar isn’t 
Sweden’s most common cheese. 
The first few days in the city were 

filled by bus and train journeys, form-
signing, and grocery shopping, so 
there was no time to sit back and take 
it all in. The one problem with going 
to a country with excellent public 
transport is that you feel you have 
no excuse but to use this wonderful 
resource all the time, and so spend a 
quarter of your day standing on train 
platforms. 
One of the larger details I had no 

choice but to notice immediately was 
how cold it is here, with the weather 
each day ranging between cold and 
very cold. At least the weather’s 
consistent. 
Despite my accommodation, 

Bjornkulla, only being a fifteen 
minute walk from the university, 
it’s in the middle of a snow-covered 
pine forest. The accommodation 
and university are on the southern 
outskirts of Stockholm, only a 
twenty-minute train drive from the 
city centre.
I went to my first class on Friday, 

having missed the actual first class 
on Monday because we were too 
busy getting settled in. It was a two-
hour lecture on seventeenth century 
Scandinavia and surprisingly, was 
rather interesting. Swedish students 
attend fewer classes per week, but 
do more work outside of class. Next 
week, I have only three classes but 
will be given several hours’ worth 
of reading and writing work to have 
done by the next class. Although I 
only have it once a week, my Media 
and Storytelling class is four hours 
long. That’s longer than the last Lord 
of the Rings film, and even that had 
pacing issues. From what I hear, 
Erasmus isn’t about academia anyway.
Going with three UL students I’ve 

already known for two years, I’m 
at a social head-start. While other 
exchange students are motivated by 
the fear of crippling loneliness to talk 
to one another, we Irish can just stick 
together.  In the long run this may be 
a disadvantage, since we would leave 
Sweden with no more friends than we 
came in with, but at least I haven’t had 
to go to the overpriced supermarket 
alone yet. 
At this point in the exchange, our 

identities have been boiled down to 
our names and nation. I’m simply 
Tom from Ireland, and I know nothing 
about Charles from Atlanta, Georgia 
other than that his name is Charles, 
and he’s from Atlanta, Georgia. 
Fortunately, I have until June to learn 

Laura from Canada’s favourite bands, 
or whether Sena from Germany has 
ever watched Knight Rider. 
Sweden is one of the few countries 

more expensive than Ireland, but 
the Krona makes it difficult to 
understand whether I’m being ripped 

off or not. On Thursday, I had no idea 
whether fourteen Krone for a Kit-Kat 
was reasonable. I feel uncomfortable 
walking around with five-hundred 
Krona notes, even though in reality 
they’re worth only about sixty Euro.
Since it’s still early days, my opinion 

of Stockholm has likely further 
changed as you’re reading this. I will 
have been to more than one class, met 
more people, and been on seventeen 
more trains. 

be safe to say judging by my location, 
were full of French people. People 
whom, it could also be taken for 
granted judging by the way I looked, 
were wetting themselves laughing.
So what has the snow in France 

taught me?! Yes, it can be just like 
Disney; but the White Witch should 

have stocked up on the ole’ Penny’s 
thermal vests, before she goes off 
gallivanting…

“I knew the snow in France would not be like the “snow” in Ireland. Queue scenic images - a blanket of white covering the rooftops of small houses.”

Student accommodation Bjornkulla, near Södertörns University in Stockholm.
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UL VS St. Pat’s
University of Limerick 2-19 St Patrick’s 0-7
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