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            Fun For All Ages! Get the kids to join in! Choose

a picture and play DOT 2 DOT.

             

            This book will change your life – But when you’re

done reading you will have to take over.
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            Nice to Meet You.

         

         So here we are. It’s been more than a few years since my name or, more accurately, my photos were in circulation. You may be familiar with who I am, whether you’ve known me as Giorgia Lanuzza

         
            OR

            That Girl with The Bad Skin.

         

         The truth is, there is a bit more to it than that. When I shared my pictures in 2015, I knew they would shock the world.

         That was my intention. I just had to show the world how the other half live. So different isn’t shunned.

         Because my own skin shocked me, I had to find out… Are there others in the world like me?

         Who else out there is suffering so insanely? Are people walking this life – still hating themselves?

         I wanted the world to open their eyes to life with psoriasis. But, as much as I wanted to create awareness and change perceptions, what I really wanted was to change what we tell ourselves as sufferers. And as humans.

         Whatever it is you suffer with, be it mentally or physically, why should we keep ourselves in the shadows?

         Why is it we are more scared of how we look, than how we are behaving and how we are perceived?

         Since when did negativity and worry become an easier way to live? Easier than smiling or appreciating who we are, or the space and skin – that literally carries us through this harsh life?

         No matter who you are… stress gets us all, every day, big or small. For 125 million people worldwide, psoriasis paints scales of our struggles. Using our skin as an outlet. As does eczema, acne and even allergies. I knew I wasn’t alone. 10

         But for those of us with different skin, we are stronger than we think. It’s our skin taking one for the team. Although you might feel like you’re in turmoil emotionally and physically – can you imagine if all of this didn’t have that outer release?

         Would it build up inside of us? With the rest of it?

         I often thank my psoriasis…

         Because, although it looked angry, sad & unfair on my skin, on the inside, it left my mind calm, happy & positive. Some say we are only dealt the cards we can handle in life… Confused much? Me too. This should be taken as a lesson. Right? As crazy as that was, eventually, I learnt that if that’s true and someone out there has decided that I, Giorgia Lanuzza, am strong enough to handle the amount of trauma I’ve gone through – in a measly 32 years….

         
            I must be A FUCKING TITAN!

            If someone out there thinks I can handle all this. Then thanks for the compliment. I guess I really am that strong!

         

         But we don’t start out strong, do we?

         The hardest thing to cope with was the fact most people are unaware of psoriasis and can make a split-second judgement about you, based on something you are not able to help. That’s when self-hate creeps in…

         
             

         

         That’s certainly how it all started for me. But the best thing about my psoriasis is that it has truly made me the person I am today. I am more confident now people see me for the real me – I’m pretty different, so get used to it.

         I have always tried to show people; “if I don’t hide it or care about how I look, why should they?” But also, it has made me realise we cannot judge anyone – no matter what they have that makes them different. I am fascinated and appreciate difference in all it’s rare forms. Because, let me tell you, I sure as hell didn’t appreciate it in myself when I was just a teenager… and needed to most.

         
             

         

         I finally changed when I realised being different was making me a better person.

         So, I’ve told you when my life changed. But I should tell you how as well… 11

         It was August 2004 when it happened. I was living back in Basingstoke with my mum, my stepdad, and my two brothers. And summer was in full swing.

         My eldest brother and I are half Italian, you see.

         We were all booked up to do our usual summer trip to Italy, to finally see our dad and our beautifully huge family out there.

         With our dad being from Sicily, Italy, and our mum English born, my summers growing up were spent on the beach with Dad.

         It was paradise.

         Every year, buzzing with excitement, my suitcase was already packed weeks in advance – and this year was no different.

         
             

         

         Until it was… On the 3rd of August 2004, just 10 days before our next visit, life as I knew it changed forever.

         Dad was involved in a motorcycle accident and killed instantly.

         He was just 46 when he died.

         
            Our daddy was gone.

         

         That day changed us as a family, forever. My brother was just 15. We were just kids.

         To say it was a devastating time would be massively understating it. I honestly feel like I died in the weeks following. I was an empty vessel… with a new pattern.

         – As that’s when the first signs of the skin condition appeared.

         I was only 13.

         
             

         

         And so came my rebirth, I guess. My outlook on life changed when I lost my dad. But my outlook on myself was about to change me into a new person as well. It was so difficult for a lost 13-year-old girl to come to grips with, and I had no idea how hard life was going to be.

         At that point, I was desperately unprepared for what was to follow.

         I was just an immature kid. How the hell was I going to navigate through life when I was already being beaten by it before it had started?

         
             

         

         My mum suffered with psoriasis before she had children and was horrifically bullied for it – I knew I wasn’t going to allow that to be my story.

         But I was new to my own skin, and even though I was wearing it… I was just as freaked out as my audience. But I couldn’t let them know. I couldn’t 12let anyone know how much pain I was in: because that would mean showing them and exposing the horrible truth under my clothes.

         
             

         

         I learnt quickly that a reaction is immediate, and others will judge without meaning to. This made it hurt so much more.

         If I hadn’t put cream on for a few hours, I would start to tighten and dry up, scales gathering under my layers as I secretly scratched to relieve the discomfort.

         It was crazy learning to hide such a huge part of myself.

         
             

         

         I’ve had some very serious cases of psoriasis over the years. And good diet, exercise or even a three-day bender… made no difference to my skin. For some reason, it never has.

         This is how I quickly gathered – and doctors agreed – that, although most outbreaks of psoriasis can be down to diet or lifestyle, it was clear; it was deeper than that for me.

         My skin was being ruled by my mental state, instead of my body.

         
             

         

         It’s Catch 22. When your psoriasis is caused by stress, life starts a harsh cycle: getting psoriasis because you’re stressed, and then getting more stressed because you have psoriasis. Crying because of it, was creating more of it to cry over… and unfortunately, such was my life.

         
            
               I didn’t know how I was going to cope.

               I lost my dad and lost who I was. I became a different person.

               I was broken… How was I going to fix this?

            

         

         It was clear I needed to tell others my story and how grieving and stress literally left me in this skin.

         After a while, I started to own my own skin, and it changed how others saw me.

         I refused to hide or lose who I was anymore.

         It is incurable and it is now who I am.
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            “What the F*** is Psoriasis?!”

(Or what the internet will tell you…)

         

         Psoriasis is a skin condition that causes red, flaky, patches of skin covered with silvery scales. The patches normally appear on your elbows, knees, scalp, and lower back but can appear anywhere on the body. Around two per cent of the UK population, 1.3 million people, are affected by the condition, which can start at any age.

         For most, psoriasis develops before the age of 35 and the condition affects men and women equally. The severity of the condition varies from person to person, for some causing a minor irritation, while for others it has a major impact on their quality of life.

         Psoriasis is a long-lasting, or chronic, condition that involves periods when a sufferer will have either no symptoms or mild symptoms, followed by more severe outbreaks.

         The condition occurs when the process by which the body produces skin cells is accelerated. Normally the cells are replaced by the body every three to four months, but in psoriasis, the process lasts only about three to seven days. The resulting build-up of skin cells creates the patches associated with psoriasis.

         While the condition is not fully understood, it is thought the increased production of skin cells is related to a problem with a person’s immune system.

         For those suffering with the condition, their immune system attacks healthy skin cells by mistake.

         Psoriasis can run in families and there is thought to be a genetic element to the condition. Many sufferers will experience symptoms following a certain event, a trigger. – A trigger can include stress, injury to a person’s skin and throat infections.
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            Broken

         

         I got high grades at school, just not the right ones.

         
             

         

         Do we think that may have stunted my tolerance for learning and teachers alike? Who knows? The thing is, at that age and with a shattered heart, weed saved me.

         And it was my first true love. Just picture this:

         
             

         

         Our relationship was forbidden, but once I had felt the effects and the numbing sensation of calm, I craved the sweet marijuana like the forbidden fruit.

         In the beginning, we had to rely on stolen moments of excitement, where I would make sure the coast was clear before rescuing my One True Bud. And, finally prepping the moment, being alone, and rolling it up tight. I knew I needed to keep the fire in this relationship, to feel that spark again.

         
             

         

         By the time THC & ME were serious, it was my life. But if I wasn’t stoned and chilled, I’d spend my evenings crying over Dad and my skin. With no money, no car and parents still enjoying the bliss that comes with ignorance…

         Most evenings were spent waiting nervously, clutching my Nokia 3210. For the reply. The only words that mattered…

         “Yeah, how much do you want?”

         
             

         

         It wasn’t easy, I found a lot of lows in life before I found the highs.

         Perhaps it was my devil, wanting a bit of fun after all the sadness. Maybe the devil felt sorry for me?

         I hate that, back then, this was how I coped.

         I wish I could have been stronger.

         
             

         

         By the time I was out of school and the pressure of college had worn off, life just seemed to flow better; I cried a lot less and began to find myself. 20

         But when life hit me, and I couldn’t come back quickly enough, I would resort to the crazy fun lifestyle that, really, I hope everyone gets to enjoy one time in their life.

         I was never out of control. To be honest, it somehow grounded me. Although my feet were grounded, my mind was not. When I was happy, so was my skin.

         
             

         

         I used to fill my life with alternative pleasures to be happy and forget my pain, and I was finally laughing again. I had a great friend group and we lived, laughed, and spent every moment in a euphoric blast.

         In a sense, this is how life should be in your early 20s.

         
            
               It was a time in my life that was ultimately very necessary.

               Because it brought me to where I am today.

            

            
               I’m not perfect now, but I’m a bloody angel compared to who I was.

            

         

         I’m sorry I used to drink to come out of my shell, I’m sorry I used to smoke to numb my pain, and I’m even more sorry for the period I became friends with Charlie.

         Just to be productive and complete my ‘To Do’ list and forget the sadness that was overwhelming me.

         
            But eventually, we all have to grow up.

         

         Most of us change our lives for our kids, our loved ones and ourselves. We have to.

         
             

         

         I suppose there are many things in life that can get on our tits or break our balls. And now we can’t reach for the drink or drugs to forget our worries. Because now, we have to deal with them.

         We live with massive responsibilities and pressures on a day-to-day basis, and I’m not allowed to be wavy to get me through it all?!

         
            
               – That, my friends, is personal growth.

               Or ‘adulting’ as we like to call it.

            

         

         It’s not only big stresses that can force us into a negative mood though, is it? It can be as simple as waiting for our favourite programmes to buffer, effing and 21blinding at the TV because we just DON’T HAVE THE PATIENCE! Or it can be waiting for Alexa to stop talking bollocks and FULLY UNDERSTAND US! Or how your jumper only gets caught on the doorhandle when you’re annoyed.

         
             

         

         
             

         

         Illegal pleasures will always have a place in this world. But they don’t fix the problem, they just slow the bleeding.

         
            So, what’s the point?

         

         The thing is, now I spend my time trying to check myself and stop myself from stressing over the day-to-day issues.

         The problem is, sometimes we just can’t help it, can we?

         
             

         

         I’m constantly thinking of the pressure and expectations I need to live up to. For myself. For my dad. And for my kids.

         
            What we need to realise is… this life is all we have.

         

         We are worth the time it takes right…? To get it right.

         So, take a quiet moment and take a deeper breath, because you are worth the time it takes to get you there. It’s about realising where you want to be and knowing you can do it. You can be happier than you are right now.

         I was a wreck until I realised the best version of me wasn’t out of reach.

         Now past mistakes don’t eat me up… or hold me back.

         
             

         

         Life is a bitch. But what is it trying to teach us? We have to dust ourselves off and make it happen for ourselves… Right? 
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