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      When we write, we remember—not just the facts, but the feelings that heal.

In the stillness of the page and the touch of a pen, we hear the gentle purr of the heart. 


    

    
      — Gala Wolf
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  Preface



When Memory Starts to Slip.
I still remember Irina’s irritated voice.

She’s my husband’s relative — and I think she still holds a grudge, even after twenty years.

Back then, I had come to Russia for a short visit.

It was a year after I moved to the U.S. for good.

Irina invited me to dinner.

I was glad. I said I’d come.

And then… I forgot. Completely.

I showed up the next day.

She greeted me with a cold look and said,

“If you’re so forgetful, you should write things down.”

I felt a wave of shame.

Not so much because of the mistake.

But because of how those words hit me.

There was something deeper in them than just disappointment.

Something unsettling.

Like an inner alarm:

You’re starting to lose something important — your memory, focus,  and sense of control.




I was only 37.

But I had already started noticing little things slipping.

During that trip, it became clearer than ever.

I left shopping bags behind.

Forgot my keys.

Once, I even left my wallet in the bank.




Thankfully, I had my dear friend Tanya nearby.

Patient and calm, she helped me track down all the “lost and founds.”

And with a gentle smile, she teased,

“Gala, what’s going on with you? One day you’ll forget yourself too.”




At first, I blamed the stress.

The jet lag.

The time zone shift.

But the little red flags kept appearing.

I began forgetting words.

Russian words.

For example, billiards.

In my mind, it stubbornly turned into the English pool.

The Russian word just… wouldn’t come.




It was scary.




Memory had always been my pride.

At school, I remembered poems, dates, and formulas with ease.

At university, I could absorb entire textbooks.

I wrote cheat sheets while preparing for exams — like everyone else.

But I never used them.

Just writing things down helped me remember.




I thought of all this with a quiet sadness.

And suddenly remembered something else.

I had always loved to write.

As a girl, I kept diaries.

Filled notebooks.

Carried a pen with me everywhere.

Back then, it was common.

Especially for girls.




So, I decided to try again.




I sat down.

Picked up a pen.

Started writing.

The events of the day.

Random thoughts.

Little daily things.




And slowly — something began to shift.

My head felt clearer.

My memory stirred.

Not right away.

But gently. Steadily.

It began to return.




Later, I decided to look deeper.

Especially after I took a 23andMe genetic test.

One result shook me.

It showed a predisposition to Alzheimer’s.

A disease that leads to dementia in 60–80% of cases.




I was shaken.




I started reading.

Research, interviews, books.

And I found something that gave me hope:

Writing by hand really can support the brain.

It can improve memory.

Calm anxiety.

And even reduce the risk of cognitive decline.




This book isn’t a scientific paper.

I’m not a doctor.

I’m not a neuroscientist.




It’s just my story.

A story of lived experience.

Of questions, discoveries, setbacks, and hope.




And I want to share what helped me:

– to come back to myself,

– to strengthen my memory,

– to feel alive, thinking, and present again.




And if even one idea helps you —

Then this was all worth it.
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  Chapter 1: The Letters We No Longer Write

  
  




If someone had told me twenty years ago

that one day I wouldn’t remember

the last time I wrote a real letter — by hand —

I would’ve just laughed.




Back then, in the ’90s and even early 2000s,

we still bought beautiful notebooks and pens.

We wrote postcards, love notes, and letters.

Handwriting was a source of pride — a reflection of personality.

Journals and planners were everyday companions —

for teens and adults alike.




But time sped up.

Everything began to change.

We didn’t even notice how

pens and paper quietly vanished from our desks —

replaced by screens and keyboards.




First — phones: quick notes, reminders, messages.

Then — laptops, tablets: emails, lists, calendars, cloud storage.

Today, many of my friends laugh and say, 

“I think I own one pen — and I have no idea where it is.

As for paper, well… just the toilet kind.”




It made me wonder,

Why did we stop writing by hand?




There were plenty of reasons.

Most of them made sense.

But behind those reasons —

I began to feel there was something more.


Reason One: Speed and Convenience


Typing is faster. Much faster.

We’ve adjusted to a world where

waiting thirty minutes for a reply feels rude.

It’s easier to tap out a few letters

and let autocorrect finish the thought.

Devices seem to know what we want

before we even say it.

But with all that ease came dependence:

on batteries, on outlets, on Wi-Fi.

Without noticing,

we lost simplicity.

And with it — independence.




Reason Two: Information Overload


We live in a world where everything happens now.

News. Articles. Notifications. Stories.

Everything demands our attention — instantly.

How can we find time

to sit with a pen

and slowly, thoughtfully

put our minds on paper?




Reason Three: Technology and Trend


When digital planners first appeared, I was thrilled.

“A thousand notes — no clutter in my bag!”

It felt modern.

Efficient.

Like something from a movie.

We wanted to keep up with the times.

Why memorize poems, when there’s Google?

Why remember anything,

when we can just save it to the cloud?

We handed over our memory, our thoughts, our plans —

and barely noticed

we gave away a piece of ourselves too.




Reason Four: The Myth of Obsolescence


Over time,

we began to believe handwriting was outdated.

Charming, yes.

But unnecessary.

But we didn’t just lose beautiful penmanship.

We lost a tool

that helped us think.

That helped us remember.

That helped us feel.

There was a time

you could read someone’s mood by their handwriting —

their energy, even the state of their soul.

Now, everything on a screen looks the same.

Clean. Flat. Lifeless.

No pressure. No slant. No breath.

We’ve forgotten the pleasure —

the scratch of pen on paper,

the feel of texture,

the rhythm of lines slowly filling beneath your hand.

It was a ritual.













