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  Preface



There was a time when I had no dreams and no direction.

No money. No education. No faith in myself.

I was trapped in a self-destructive lifestyle: drinking too much, smoking heavily, skipping school.

Every day felt like a sequel to a movie no one wanted to watch and I was the lead actor.

I truly believed my destiny was either construction or factory work with occasional smoke breaks and dreams of a better reincarnation.

In my mind, my future was already written: either sweating at a construction site or buried behind some factory machine. Nothing more. Nothing better.

But today…

Everything is different.

I’m writing this book to you from Europe.

I hold a master’s degree in physical education from a European university.

I’ve been committed to sports for years now.

I don’t drink. I don’t smoke.

I’ve earned multiple qualifications, served in the military, improved my health, and even started my own online business.

In the coming years, I plan to leave behind all forms of employment I don’t believe in and fully dedicate myself to doing what I love.

Soon, I’ll become a citizen of a European country.

And just recently, I became the proud father of a beautiful son.

For me, this means everything.

For me, this is victory.

And if that guy from my past is reading this I’ve got one message for him: hang in there, man. It gets good.
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Well then… hello there.

I’m 35 years old and this is my first book.

Why did I decide to write it?

Simple. I believe my life has been intense, unpredictable, and maybe even inspiring enough to serve as an example.

Not just for young men but for anyone who’s ever felt lost or stuck.

The purpose of this book is clear:

To motivate.

To help people improve their lives.

I’ll take you deep inside the world I came from, a so-called “third-rate” country, and offer you real, practical advice.

Advice that helped me take the first steps forward.

Advice that might help you, too.

Now, maybe you’re thinking:

“Who are you to give me advice? What have you even accomplished?”

Fair question.

And the truth is, I’m nobody special.

I’m not famous. I’m not rich. I’m not a motivational guru in a suit.

I’m just a regular guy, like you.

But maybe that’s exactly why this story might speak to you.

Because it’s real. And because I’ve lived through the pain, confusion, and darkness you might be going through now.

And somehow, I found a way out.

So I’m going to tell you everything, openly and honestly, even when it’s not easy.

Let’s begin.

If you’re stuck in a spiral of problems,

If it feels like the world is against you,

If you’ve stopped believing in a better future,

This book is for you.




Who am I?

Who am I?

I was born in Chișinău, the capital of a small Eastern European country.

My parents kept moving, always searching for a better life.

My background is mixed, with roots in several cultures across the region.

Today, I don’t feel tied to any single nationality. I see myself as part of a bigger, global community.

And I feel connected to Europe.

My family?

They’re educated people. Everyone has a university degree.

But that didn’t mean life was easy.

Despite their education, I still had to walk the hard road,

the road of an ordinary kid starting from nothing.

Now, I’ll tell you how it all unfolded…
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From early childhood, I was a ball of energy, constantly moving and constantly pushing boundaries.

Today, in Europe or the U.S., people would probably say I had ADHD.

Back then? I was just considered a handful.

I couldn’t sit still.

I ran, jumped, poked, prodded, and caused all kinds of mischief.

Why? I don’t know.

But I was definitely a difficult child.

Let me tell you about a few pranks I still remember and trust me, there were plenty.

Once, when I was out walking with my grandfather, I would twist his finger constantly trying to hurt him.

He always bore it bravely. Of course, I was tiny and probably couldn’t do much damage… but I tried anyway.

At the time, I lived in Moldova, with my grandparents. I must’ve been there for about two years.

I still have warm, sun-soaked memories of that place:

Golden sunlight.

Peaches and apricots on the trees.

Grapes growing everywhere.

Once, my grandmother took me to the market. That’s where I saw chewing gum for the first time. Juicy Fruit, I think.

It was lying right there on an open counter.

So what did I do?

I tried to steal it.

Crazy, right?

I was born into an educated family… and I’m trying to snatch a piece of gum like some street punk.

But I didn’t get away with it. The vendor saw me and started shouting.

My grandmother? Furious. I got punished, of course. And I deserved it.

That was my debut in the criminal underworld — Juicy Fruit gum and absolutely no escape plan.

I also remember fighting with a local Moldovan boy. We argued over something, and I punched him right in the face.

I was five years old. Five!

Another day, my grandfather was in the garage, working on his old Moskvich.

For some reason, I started fiddling with the door lock… and I accidentally locked him inside.

He didn’t have the keys.

We had to call a specialist to come unlock it.

Luckily, no one got hurt — just some frayed nerves.

In that moment, I became the youngest kidnapper in Moldova’s history.

Then there was the time I found a weird pair of crooked scissors at home. What did I do?

I cut a big, beautiful living room carpet.

Not just that. I also shredded the cover of the armchair.

Why? I have no idea.

I just… did it. Carpet? Shredded. Armchair? Destroyed. Grandma’s pride? In pieces.

But the worst and most dangerous thing I did?

We were visiting some relatives, and outside their house was a gas cylinder.

Somehow, I found a piece of paper, threw it near the cylinder, and set it on fire.

Plan B? Didn’t exist. Plan A was: ‘Let’s see what happens if I light something next to gas.’ Genius move.

To this day, I don’t understand what I was thinking.

Thankfully, the adults noticed quickly and put out the fire.

No one was hurt  by pure luck.

You can imagine what life was like for my grandparents.

At some point, they even wrote to my parents, begging them to come get me sooner.

By then, my mom, dad, and younger brother were already living in another country.

And yet, despite all the chaos, my grandmother never gave up on me.

When I was just 4 or 5, she was already teaching me how to read, write, and count.

She did everything she could to set me on the right path.

I’ll never forget that.

I’m endlessly grateful to my grandparents for their patience, their strength, and their love.

Maybe it’s thanks to them that I’m sitting here today, typing this story somewhere in Europe…
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Okay, hold on.

I know I promised you motivation and advice and it’s coming.

But first, I want you to truly know me.

This journey begins in childhood with the raw, uncomfortable parts.

I’ll show you how I messed up my life… and then how I fixed it.

So remember one thing:

Never give up. Keep moving forward.

As Rocky Balboa once said:

“It’s not about how hard you hit. It’s about how hard you can get hit and keep moving forward.”


After about two years in Moldova, my parents took me to a new country.

They were probably hoping for a quieter, safer life.

Back then, there was a growing hostility toward people of my father’s nationality in Moldova, similar to the global tension today.

We moved to a small village, settling in an apartment.

My younger brother and I attended the local school. He was two years younger than me.

He was calm, thoughtful, my mother’s favorite.

I was the opposite: wild, rebellious, impossible to manage.

Still… I was the best student in class.

But let’s be honest, competition wasn’t exactly fierce. Sometimes I think the neighbor’s goat had a shot at second place.

There were only a few of us — typical village kids from poor families.

Their parents were collective farmers.

Alcohol was everywhere: cheap vodka, homemade wine, toxic surrogates.

It was part of the culture.

I’ll talk more about alcohol later. It’s a key part of this story.

The place I grew up in was ruled by one man.

And drunk, broken people are easier to control.

Some of what I’m going to tell you may shock you.

But that was my reality.

Try to imagine it.


Our school was four kilometers away.

There were no buses.

We walked. Every day, in every season.

Eight kilometers round trip, In every weather: rain, snow, hurricane, or just a regular Monday. Sometimes the wind almost knocked me over.

But I kept walking.

What helped me survive it all?

My imagination.

As a kid, I was a dreamer.

I invented stories in my head.

I imagined I had electric powers.

Or that I could control fire.

Dinosaurs, robots, battles… I lived in those fantasies.

So much so that the real world often disappeared.

I’d walk to school talking to myself.

Sometimes a kind farmer would give us a ride on his cart.


Halfway to school, there was a farm.

Not a neat, modern one — no.

It was full of collapsing barns and mud.

Hungry, dirty animals.

You could smell manure from a kilometer away.

We wore knee-high rubber boots just to survive the path.

One day, a friend of mine got stuck in the manure.

The more he struggled, the deeper he sank.

Our PE teacher, who rode a tiny bicycle, saved him.

He huffed and puffed up the hill like a locomotive.

My friend’s boot stayed buried in the muck.

Near the school, there
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