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Can you recall where all the wisdom you have right now came from? It will probably be hard because we learn something new every day, but still, there are things and people we will never forget. I remember being a little girl, around five or six years, when my dad taught me how to read and write in Romanian. Those little books with cute pictures are still clearly visualized in my mind; I can even recall a few stories that stayed with me. I remember sitting in the garage, with the big doors wide open, where enough light was coming through for me to slowly read about the baby goose that everyone thought was ugly but grew up to be the most beautiful swan. The same process happens with writing too; you start very small and often get frustrated or think writing is not your best subject, but you later find yourself reading a paper you wrote four or five times over because it’s just that good.  

Fortunately, my story with writing didn't stop there. After one summer, my father saw that my writing and reading skills got better, and he decided to teach me to write in another language.  Since our country was once taken over the Soviet Union, many citizens adapted the Russian language. Until the year of 1988, most people spoke Russian so my parents also learned it, but not the younger generation. Knowing that Romanian is a branch of Latin and that Russian is a branch of Greek, most people would think it is crazy to learn two opposite languages. But through my dad and through writing, nothing seemed impossible. First, he wrote down the entire Cyrillic Alphabet and handed that to me. Again, I was in that old, spacious garage by the window, repeatedly writing letters all over again. The letters looked crazy to me, and even at that fragile age, I asked myself: what was wrong with the Greeks? Who upset them so much to come up with this art instead of letters? Later, I started writing Romanian words with Russian letters which soon transformed me into a reader. It is fascinating that at such a young age, a child can catch two languages at the same time; but then again, it is proven that the younger a child is, the more they can learn.

Finding myself today, sitting in this chair writing this, I never thought I would share my story in a third language as well. God blessed me with my amazing father who prepared me since five years old for a future career. Knowing that my future occupation will be involved around law enforcement, speaking, reading and writing three fluent languages will only be a benefit towards any job. Living in New York, I often find myself helping other Russians or Romanians that are having trouble to buy a metro card or to ask for directions. I do it with pleasure, because whenever you receive a gift of wisdom, it is good to give back from what you learned. 

Words are very powerful, and they become stronger when a pen touches the paper, almost like history that can never be erased. If in forty or fifty years, I won't be able to tell my children or grandchildren this story, I hope they can read it off this same paper/page that was written with love and pleasant memories. Many things will pass and perish, but writing will always stay with us in all the future generations.  

The first baby-steps to writing will never be forgotten. It was and always is a struggle, but the results are fascinating.  Who would think that writing is the path to learning a new language? It can shape a person’s character, mind and thoughts and prepare them for a better, brighter future. Everyone has a poet inside themselves; you just have to dig a little deeper and touch that ballpoint pen to a piece of paper without any fear. Any thought or idea can be transformed into writing. It does not matter whether you’re smart, clever, slow, or fast. Anything can happen through writing. I am who I am today thanks to taking little baby steps to develop my thoughts and inspirations in writing. 
