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Hello Romania, European country of all opportunities. I have heard so many good things 
about you that I just had to apply for a job here. You know, I have a sister who has a 
cousin, who has a friend whose wife said that if I come to work as a household service 
worker in Romania I would really have a good shot of heading for Italy or France in 3 
years. Can you imagine this: me, a simple and hard-working Asian woman, being offered 
such a chance?  

I just could not let it slip from my hands. I know it will be hard, but then again, all I have 
been doing since I dropped out of college because I could no longer let my parents 
support me, was to work. Today, in my hometown. The following year, in the 
neighboring city. After two years, another island. After 5 years, in another Asian country. 
And then, in an Arab country. And now, now is my real chance of making it big for my 
family. Europe! Lucky for me that the Romanian employer who wants to hire me is very 
kind and generous.  

They told me that they will cover all the costs for me coming in Romania including the 
paperwork for me to be working legally. Still, I have to pay for my application file before 
after I am accepted and my medical and psychological evaluation. That’s a lot of money 
in my country, but not as much as they are paying. Actually, not even close! Man, they 
must be loaded with money if they can afford keeping me for 2 years. The best part about 
working in Romania is that I am not going to be alone. For like years now a lot of Asians 
have been going to work in all sorts of jobs in Romania – in hotels, in bars and 
restaurants, in beauty salons, in private houses.  

With all my life experience, I want to work as a nanny in their house. I love children and 
it comes naturally for me. How hard can it be, really? You just need to be focused, 
obedient and determined enough to get the job done. They explained that they want me to 
feel at home in their house, and that they will do everything in their power to offer me the 
best working conditions, a good salary, decent food, some clothing for cold weather and 
nice accommodation.  

In return, they expect me to work hard and with commitment, to love their child and most 
of all to do overtime. I have no problem with that! I told them at the Skype interview that 
I’m fine with working overtime. In the end, when you work in someone’s house you 
cannot expect to have a 9 to 5 job, like in an office. What if the child gets sick in the 
middle of the night? Or if he has a school play on Sunday and they need my help? As 



long as they pay me good money and I am treated as a human being – with respect and 
dignity it is worth the sacrifice.  

I will keep my children in school, for them not to drop out like I had to, and to have a 
better future. Me and my husband both work abroad for our children and they understand 
this. Yes, there are the usual arguments and discussions about their discipline and 
education, but that’s life! If we would stay home, we would be literally starving. It is way 
better like this. Parents have to sacrifice themselves for their children, as the children will 
be the ones guiding their parents in their senior years. It is a family duty and I have to 
keep it! I talked with my kids and they understood. I will send money monthly and once 
in a while candy and clothing, and everything will go smoothly. My mother and my older 
brothers promised that they will care for them as they were their own. I trust them 
entirely. If you cannot trust your family who can you trust in this world? And they will 
use the money for them as well. We will talk every other day on Facebook or Skype so I 
will be able to keep an eye on them.  

Let’s think of the bright side of things! I going to work in Europe. I will live in a big 
house with huge yard, a pool, a gym near the forest. I will have my own room with 
bathroom, TV and laptop. M’am will give me once in a while the Zara dresses she grows 
tired of, maybe a perfume in the holidays and some extra money for my day-off. I will go 
to malls with my co-nationals, take walks in the park or go to church for early mass on 
my day-off. It sounds almost too good to be true. But, it is! I will become a temporary 
Romanian! How cool is that?        


