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I first started learning English with my grandmother around the age of seven. My brothers and I had lessons every Sunday, and of course we hated it. The lessons were taught after lunch, so we spent every Sunday morning doing the homework we were supposed to have finished during the week, writing a million times the same structures with few concentrated changes. At that time I could barely write in Portuguese, and each letter I wrote was the size of an apple. My grandmother has an academic career in teaching English and English Literature, so a few years before we were born she had published a text book for Portuguese speaking children, called “A Trip to the Moon”. The characters were a girl, a boy, and a robot: she, he, and it. The stories were really catchy for children, I just loved being able to understand everything after the lesson, even though it was Sunday. Besides that, the drawings were awesome.

Since my brothers were a little older than I was, it was a little difficult to follow the lessons at first, but I catched up soon. The lessons went on for a few years, and later I realized how important they were for my English learning history. They provided a very solid basis of the language, and helped me develop a unique familiarity with English, so when learning everything else, it felt almost natural, like my own language.
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After that I was enrolled at a very traditional private English course here. At first, again, it was really hard because the classes were spoken in English only, even for children, and I wasn’t used to that kind of fluency, to hearing full sentences with a more complex structure. Besides, since my grandmother knew I was younger, she made things easier for me when it was necessary. These classes’ themes were different, the text book as well, and I felt out of my place for a while. But again I caught the rhythm sooner than I expected, and the parallel lessons at school were not a concern since the beginning, they were extremely easy. This private course provided me with a very good formal education in English, and I stayed there until I was old enough to take a trip to England for a summer course.
I was fifteen when I was granted a trip to Nottingham, in England, to study English at the summer program for overseas students at the University of Nottingham. Again it was a very rich experience. Finding myself all alone at a foreign country forced me to put everything a have studied over the years in practice. I didn’t understand a word anyone said for a few days, especially because of the British accent, but teachers, advisors, cooks, bus drivers and cashiers forced me to speak loud, clear, and fluently. Some things I had learned in the classroom proved useless in practice, I realized I didn’t have to speak full complete sentences, I could simplify some structures. I had learned the word “trousers”, for example, and it was the only one used in all text books (the regular school books hadn’t come to that yet), and it was a while until I realized what people meant by “pants”. After a few weeks I felt I could speak well, I was finally understanding everything and making myself pretty clear. It was a great feeling to come back to Brazil speaking English after a couple of months.

After that, I enrolled myself in a conversation class, so I would learn more about the spoken language and the use of English, at the same time avoiding the risk of forgetting any of what I have learned so far. At first I was embarrassed to speak all the time, but it was a very rich experience, imagine I go to FALE being embarrassed to speak in class! I wouldn’t last a day. But over there I had excellent teachers and colleagues, my group was called “Bristol”, I guess I’ll never forget that. And every time I think about becoming a teacher, I think of that school for a great start. However, at that time I had no idea that English would in fact be my profession.
When I had to make a choice to go to college, I thought of a million things. But a few months before the admission tests, I got really sick and stayed in bed for two months. I went to school only to take the tests, and studied whatever I could handle at home, I also had to prepare many papers in order to graduate from high school, since I wasn’t attending the lessons. The admission tests to the university were really close, and I had to make a choice. I chose Letters because I wouldn’t have to study very hard to pass the tests, and I seemed to like preparing papers of whatever subject, I started enjoying writing.  I reckoned I could graduate in three years, since I already “knew” English, and then I could get on with my life… Oh, things you manage to think when you’re young and desperate… How naïve was I? 
I had no idea I would come to love English and languages, and want to know more and better everyday. I take the BA in English at FALE, and I will graduate in July, after five years, if that’s believable. In between the five years I’ve been in FALE, I went to London for eight months through the University’s Interchange Program. I went to Queen Mary’s University of London, one of the best things I ever did. Since I was taking part in a research project here, about Literature and Film, I became interested in film, and that is all I studied in London. It was simply amazing, and it consolidated by passion for both arts and their relation, still a little mysterious. In London, I also made friends for life, and I’ll actually go back there in the end of this year, if I can, to visit them all. I miss everything really hard.
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London was also a great experience for life, besides being where I actually became proficient in English. I was so much involved with English that I was hard to speak Portuguese to my parents over the phone (of course after a few minutes it was OK). There, I also learned a lot about the European culture in general, since I had not only British friends, but Polish, Italian, Spanish, and Russian friends as well. I am what I am today because of what I went through there with these friends. I went to London with £250 and a place to stay for a couple of weeks. I worked four different jobs: selling theater tickets (thanks to the ability to speak English!), I was a bartender at a pub and a coffee shop, and I also was a nanny for a while, taking care of Ali, a two-year-old Portuguese little boy (the picture). After I had to leave the place I had for a couple of weeks, I went to live in what they call there a squat. Young people live in abandoned houses because the law protects them in England. Everyone there has the right to live under a roof, and if you can’t afford it, you can live where no one else is living, as long as you don’t damage the place, of course, and you put this sign on the door, the Section 6 Legal Warning. Obviously most of the owners of those places didn’t like it, but they couldn’t get us out of there without going to Court (in this case they don’t have to pay to sue us). That gave us at least two months in each place. Its loads of fun, actually, a great way to live for a while (of course I pay rent in Brazil).  
In December 2005, I took off to spend some time in New York with no scholarship or anything, I just wanted to go away for a while and get to know American English and Culture, while the country is still standing… I stayed there for six months, working as a waitress at an Italian restaurant, and since I had developed a taste for film studies, I tried to get into a film school. But that wasn’t possible for me, because courses there are amazingly expensive. So I went to the New York Film Academy to talk to someone about possibilities of getting scholarships. Unfortunately, there wasn’t any. However, coming down the stairs out of the building, I saw a sign, a director graduating in the school needed help with his final thesis, a 35mm short film. So there I went. I was supposed to be Assistant to the Producer, but she just disappeared, we couldn’t get in touch with her. That was good for me, because then I became the producer, and I actually got to make decisions. It was the best job I ever did, and the film came out surprisingly good, and funny. It was a comedy about a guy who breaks his anthropologist girlfriend’s ancient medallion and starts seeing everything through other people’s eyes, it was called “In Your Eyes”. Amazing.
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In NYC I also got to know America as it really is, a country made of immigrants. That also made me realize how their English is affected by those immigrants. New ways of speaking become natural and current, and foreign accents are all over the place. Now I understand very well the difference between British and American English, the uses and vocabulary. Too bad I lost my British accent… I couldn’t help it.
Now I am beginning a career in Translation, which I really enjoy, trying to get away from teaching classes. I respect the profession very much, but I figure if my students were to give me half the trouble I gave my teachers, perhaps I wouldn’t survive, since I tend to be very nervous. It is a fact that I began to study English as a very young child, and a lot of my current ability to communicate in the language comes from implicit knowledge, things long ago internalized. I wouldn’t like to dig that out, which would be necessary for teaching. Besides, my talent and ideal profession is to deal with people through texts – and maybe images, but not in a classroom.
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