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Writing was always the closest “friend” to me.  Through all these years, both difficult and happy times, I always wrote to forget and to remember.
When I was around eleven or twelve (I can't remember), I had to transfer to another school.  My new teacher was a young woman.  She was very open and friendly.  She was to me not only a teacher but, a friend and a mentor.  She was the one who introduced me to the world of writing.  We spent lots of time together.  We talked very openly about ourselves, life, and the future.  At this point I started to write my journal and slowly compose my first poems.  Any time I was happy or sad, I wrote and I wrote about everything. 
After I moved to the United States I concentrated on surviving and I completely forgot about writing.  I tried to write again six years later when my life was more stable. 

I could not write any more in Polish.  I lost the rhythm and everything sounded funny to me.  I could not write yet in English because my vocabulary was too not developed.  I could not express myself completely.  Sometimes I wrote part in Polish and part in English, and then I had to translate the wrong words to the right language.  Many times I could not even see the difference between Polish and English.  

I still can’t write like I used to but I know that one day I will and maybe I will write a book. 
