
FOREWORD 

 

We all carry an invisible backpack. One that is filled with memories, experiences and emotions – both the beautiful and the painful. Some things we like to show off. Others we hide deep away, 

because they hurt too much, or because we don't think others will understand. 

It is now time for me to open my 

backpack and tell you what is hidden in it, and what I have experienced in terms of ups and downs in my life 
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Chapter 1: Elementary School – 9 Years of Bullying


 

 

I remember my first day of school like it was yesterday. A new backpack, stiff pants that my mother had ironed, and a cautious hope of finding friends and becoming part of something. But that hope was shattered faster than I had imagined. It started with small things. They called me names, giggled behind my back, hid my things.

Little teases, the teacher said.

"The boys just need to find their place." But it never became just that. It quickly developed into daily humiliations. I was

pushed in the schoolyard, had my packed lunch thrown out, and once I found my pencil case in the toilet. I was labeled "the weird one" – and in the eyes of the children, that was enough to justify everything.

Every day I woke up with a stomachache. Not because of illness, but out of fear. The fear of stepping into the classroom. The fear of what they would do today. The fear of being seen

 

– or worse, overlooked.

The adults around me – the teachers, the pedagogues – they saw it well, but they did nothing. Or they did what was worse, they told me to "be the adult".

 

Ignore it.

Be strong.

Go away.

 

As if it was my job to make the bullying stop. Gradually, I began to believe that it was my fault, that I was wrong. Not good enough.

I stopped raising my hand in class, stopped talking in recess.

My world got smaller, until the only safe place was my room – where I could hide from the world. I developed the ability to “disappear” into myself. To be physically present, but mentally far away. Once I was locked in a bathroom for almost the entire lunch break. When I was finally found by a substitute teacher, my classmates laughed – and no one was held accountable. Because it was just “fun”. My parents didn’t know what to do. They asked, but I said everything was fine. What good would telling the truth do? I was afraid of making it worse. And the truth was that I was ashamed of myself.

For being a victim. For not being able to stop it. The consequences of the bullying extended far beyond school. My self-confidence was shattered.

I developed a fear of speaking in front of others,

distrust of groups, and a constant inner voice that told me I wasn't good enough. It took many years before I really began to understand how much those years had shaped me.

Most people remember elementary school as a time filled with memories. I remember it as survival.

 

Every day was a struggle. And for nine years it felt

like I was fighting alone. But I survived.... Not because someone saved me, but because something inside me refused to give up.

And even though it took many years to figure it out, that survival was the beginning of everything I would continue to fight with, because elementary school was only the beginning.

 





Chapter 2: A Youth Marked by Failure

 

Adolescence should be a time of community, identity, and development. But for me, it was marked by the exact opposite – loneliness, the feeling of not being good enough, and a constant experience of being on the outside. After the long nightmare of elementary school, I hoped that everything would get better, that it was just a bad period, and that life would now begin in earnest.

But adolescence was not a rescue. On the contrary, it became another struggle I had a hard time finding my place. In friend circles, at school, in my free time. I often felt that I was in the room, but never really part of it. I could sit in the middle of a group and still feel like the only one who didn't belong. It wasn't because I didn't try – but because I always carried a basic sense of wrongness.

That experience was only reinforced at home. My family was not violent – but emotionally absent. I was often

overheard, overlooked. My opinions were not taken seriously; my feelings were not met. When I was having a hard time, it was turned against me. As if I was the problem.

No one said, "It's okay to

feel this way." No one asked, "What do you need?" Instead, I learned to hide me – emotionally. I learned to pretend. To put on mask. To be who people

wanted me to be – even though it was wearing on me from the inside.

I had no one I could talk to.

No adult I trusted. No friend I

could

open myself to. Loneliness became a companion. Not the kind of loneliness where you miss company – but the kind where you feel wrong even when you're not alone. There was a pervasive feeling of being alone. Even when I was in the middle of a group, I felt outside. I had learned to carry

 

masks – smiling when expected, and hiding away the sadness. But inside, a feeling of emptiness grew. A feeling that I didn't really belong anywhere.
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