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As a young child, I often found myself isolated from others. Before my school years, it hadn't become a noticeable problem for me; perhaps only to my mother who constantly found herself twisted in an unknown battle as she struggled to communicate with her own child. The thing many of us take for granted, the ability to communicate to others, was an unattainable dream for such a strange child. Words were spoken, but never subjects. I retold things as I saw them, releasing the descriptions of sensory but failing to convey the main idea though my jumbled language. My lack of communication skills barred me from expressing myself to others, and soon the need to express myself became something I found too complicated to engage in. Instead I sought the comfort of the very things I saw around me. Through the colors, sights, and sounds.
For a young child, this behavior--although not considerably ‘normal’-- wasn’t enough to hinder my day-to-day life and so when I was sent off to school for the first time at age four, I started off not being able to understand much of my native language. Frustration often accompanied this, but in time as my mind developed more I began to grasp English enough to be able to communicate through the spoken word.
In the first grade came my next challenge. At this age I still found myself struggling to comprehend basic sentence structure, well below the level of many of my peers of whom already read and wrote with ease. It was then, after months of coming home with failing grades that I began to despise the written word. Filled with utter disappointment in myself, and tired of the disappointed looks from my efforts, I stopped trying. Struggling under the weight of a third grade teachers words as she slurred out one of the things I would learn to believe of myself for years after: ‘unteachable’.
From this point on things quickly spiraled out of control. And as my mother’s pleas of help from the school fell on deaf ears, she sought to seek the answer out herself. In the office made of white walls and dull green carpet, over the ticking beat of a clock, is where those words were spoken. ‘Dyslexia’, a language comprehension disorder, was the label for my struggles. The cause but not the cure. Diagnosed, but the steps forward were blurry and marred by those who claimed that I was too profoundly disabled to benefit from any treatment. My mother disagreed.
Instantly I was thrust into the open arms of the library, and from the beginning-- finally at eight years old-- I took the beginning steps to understanding everything for the first time. Together, my mother and I persevered though frustration, anger, and defeat until finally success began to light the way little by little as those days toiling over a book were rewarded by knowledge. The ability to read had come, and with it I discovered that both book and I shared a common language all along. A language invented by imagination found within the text of a fiction novel, opening my eyes to a tool which I had never before known. I discovered the way to capture the essence of my ideas and feelings, this new tool could be used to turn my speeding thoughts into something tangible. I began to write stories of my own at this age, starting off as small fictions and childish introspective ponderings, capturing on paper the wisps of the daydreams I reviled in.
Words found their way to me again at the epoch of young-adulthood. As the world of childhood began to slowly shed away from me like a second skin, tucking itself into memory, my world began to grow dim, marking a time of lackluster approach to all that I once held dear. Suddenly, I found myself clinging to my childhood imagination as it began slipping away from me, sliding out from view leaving me to be engulfed by darkness. 
I discovered my light once again though writing. My salvation was found in the words of Stephen King, J.K. Rowling, and Edgar Allan Poe, who crafted perfect worlds not out of the fictitious building blocks of falsehood but the beaten raw steal of reality; Spinning life’s tapestries of betrayal, loneliness, desperation, and adversity. Yet threading in the values we so desperately cling to: love, family, security, and courage. With each story, I reclaimed my sense of belonging as I was invited to see through the eyes of strangers, enticed to travel through one-thousand different journeys’, and summoned to breathe through one-thousand different lifetimes. I was touched through the characters they wrote, felt woe for their fallen, and shown love for the beauty of life that I had been so blind to. My imagination was returned to me once again, having never disappeared but evolving into something stronger, blooming with petals of idea tainted with the darkness of the world serving only to further highlight its beauty.
Writing, something I once considered my enemy, has melded into such a vital part of my existence. I found my passion in the very thing I struggled with the most, using words as a medium to express my view of the world around me. The need to write for others grew from my experience as a reader, fueled by a desire to add an untold adventure on another reader’s journey. To inspire others, as my idols inspired me, is as necessary as the air I breathe, it drives me to reach for the best and give nothing less than perfection back to the community that carried me through my strife. The art of writing binds me to this life in ways that blood simply cannot, for in my writing breathes the colors, sights, and sounds.

