
 

To You, Then, 

 

There’s a cottage window, high up the east coast, from which you can see nothing but 

sea and sky. If you had to fix on one view for the rest of your life, it would be that one: late 

spring, on a rare cloudless day where the sky is ice-blue Plasticine and twin gulls swoop and 

soar in perfect, random formation. That peace, that clarity – in life, in dreams – will be your 

saviour. 

 You’re on the brink of becoming a traveller, twenty-two years in the future you’ll 

become a mother, and you’ve always been a writer; this is your holy trinity. Guard it well. 

You will, I promise, grow into yourself. It won’t be a speedy blooming, but one day you’ll 

celebrate that you’re an oval peg in a round hole. You’ll never stop worrying, or being 

scared, but you’ll always do whatever-it-is anyway – even though it won’t ever feel quite 

enough. Accept it.  

 Life is going to bring you things and take you places, which right now haven’t hit 

your radar. The little girl who wanted to be Darrell Rivers, Joey Bettany and Sue Barton (she 

still does – a bit) really just wanted to make a difference (she still does – a lot). There’s going 

to be a book on a shelf with your name on it; a school in Bangladesh with your touch on it; a 

child who calls you mummy. Is that enough? I can hear you muttering that it’s a start. 

 Your soulmate is elusive. In thirty years’ time, you’ll still be playing hide and seek 

because you don’t want to settle for the person with whom you can’t be truly yourself. Love 

comes in many guises anyway – you already know that, you just have to believe it’s okay to 

go with the ebb and flow.  

 It’s the done thing, isn’t it, in letters to your younger self, to proffer the wisdom (ha!) 

of years? Here goes, then:  

 Have no preconceptions or expectations; 

 Regret what you don’t do – or best of all, don’t regret at all; 

 Never ask ‘why me?’ (Why not you?); and 

 Be very kind and just a little bit naughty. 

The most powerful, most affirming thing you will ever learn is that ultimately you are alone; 

the buck stops with you. But anything above that is a bonus, and hey, all things are passing 

anyway. 



 If I could tell you the winning Lottery numbers, would I? Yes..No…Yes…No…Yes. 

Would you play them? I don’t know. It’s all light and shade, isn’t it? And that’s your solace 

and your downfall. I can only assure you, that more nights than not, you will always have 

blessings to count. 

 Look after your teeth. Do college differently. Go to that kibbutz, girl, and don’t look 

back. 

 I wish for you, back then, what I wish for me, right now. I wish us enough. 

 

From me, Now 

xxx 

 

 

 


