Essay: Why am I interested in Japanese cuture?

Hi! 
My name is Maria.
But before I say anything else, I would like to start this little story about my love for Japan that started 11 years ago.In a very small, forest surrounded town in Serbia.
I remember it was winter. December. I was 12 years old, flipping  through the channels on my tv.At the time I was sad because I couldn’t go outside.The snow was too big and it kept falling.
A few moments later, before I knew it,before I could say or think anything else, this big blue ball with cute black eyes started starring back at me. It was love at first sight.I didn’t know this at the time but it was “My neighbour Totoro”. The funny little cartoon, I thought at first.
Well that funny little cartoon got me hooked.
The story of friendship, growing up and facing challenges even though you tremble with fear.The music, the nature, all the sounds that made me feel like I entered this whole new world that was hiding from me. Hiding until now.I must have watched it about 10 times in a row that day because that was all I could talk about. The seemingly innocent cartoon that made me feel different. After that I discovered music, Ayumi Hamasaki, anime, fashion!
It all started from that moment.
I didn’t stop until I new more. I couldn’t.The new feeling wouldn’t leave me.I needed to know why.Why would something that far away made me feel almost at home.
I know it sounds weird but it really was that way. Im a feeling person you could say.I know stuff are right for me when I feel them.You would say “well, all the people are like that!” 
Maybe they are. But my own universe made them so big and enchating.
Totoro was my first view of Japan. The first glimpse. I still remember hearing them talk in japanese behind that poor serbian translation.Totoro made me search. Search and learn more about the world  he was made in and that made me love it without knowing why. 
So I started to learn.
I didn’t have much of a chanse or access for learning  Japanese but the only thing I did knew were the lines of Totoro by heart. But for me, it was enough for a start.The things I knew were as big as the world for me. Learning from songs, the small cartoons and animes that we had at the time, calling myself Ichigo cuz I liked strawberries, the history that seems so deep and magical for me, looking at Geishas and smiling of how beautifull they looked. All of this my gloomy daily life so much better!  
The more I learned the more I loved it. Totoro started teaching me a long time ago but Japan continued. Nature that surrounds me, especially cherry blossoms, I started to take care of and cherish it. I started loving nature, noticing  the seasons change and remembering their importance.First time looking at the sun, feeling the cold snow or rain or watching the leaves fall. All of things I was taking for granted before! Japan started teaching me how I should notice the very small things and cherish them.How I should be thankfull and respectfull.
I started to feel happy. Almost every minute. Every time I went into a store and saw anything that had a Japanese writing on it or read something   about  Japan , saw a new drama or read a book about it or saw pictiures made this feeling of happiness I had in the very beginning come back. Kindness had a whole new meaning now.   
But the most important thing of why I love Japan? It made me the person I am today. I like who I am. I like feeling happy over small things, watching cute new fashion styles or tasting new sushi recepie.Trying to make miso soup for my family or giving gifts to the people I love.Saying thank you and being polite made me happy. Being helpful and bringing  at least a little Japanese joy to people around me.   
It all seems almost too perfect but its what made me. Totoro started it and Japan continued.Im still learning and dreaming. Dreaming of one day being able to actually be there and see it all. It seemed like such a far away dream before but I still dream of the moment I would set my feet on the ground of the place that made me who I am. The person I love.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Dreaming of seeing the place that me feel like I had  a second home. Seeing Totoro again.
I hope that dream comes true soon.


