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“Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you, and persecute you, and shall say all manner of evil against you falsely, for my sake.”

Matthew 5:11 KJV

“For every one that doeth evil hateth the light, neither cometh to the light, lest his deeds should be reproved.”


John 3:20 KJV  
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People always say: “Your high school years, are your best years.” But for me, it was a journey through hell that scarred my mind and ruined my reputation and reality with false accusations and torment. To the curious reader(s) who choose to peruse my memoir, hello, I’m Anonymous Jane. My name is of no importance, but I am a survivor of verbal abuse, slander, sexualization, psychological torment and sexual harassment from students, teachers, and faculty at the now defunct, St. Joseph’s (All-Girls) High School in Brooklyn, New York (80 Willoughby St, 11201). 

Throughout those agonizing four years, my reputation was ruined, the students would hurl insults at me, even in the middle of class to laugh and humiliate me in unison, defame me as being promiscuous, falsely accuse me of seducing the teachers, call me homophobic and transphobic slurs to mock my appearance and egregiously dehumanize me due to my quiet nature and avoidance of them. 

Eventually, the teachers, both male and female, young and old, would mimic the students’ behaviors, either subtly or conspicuously, while hypocritically calling themselves “progressive” and “inclusive”. The repulsive instructors were the epitome of demons in human skin. 

I’m aware the logical solution was to transfer to another school. But, due to my previous experience of being slandered and tormented in jr. high, I was cynical and depressed that I would be harassed if I were to attend a different school. 

I’m willing to bet, if I told some individuals the defamation and harassment I experienced in high school, they would spout a generic banality like: “It gets better”. In turn, I would reveal that I have been sexually harassed and falsely persecuted from junior high, the neighborhood I moved into as a minor, high school and college. 


“So, when does it get better?” 



Sometimes, I wonder if the devil is the one that machinated my misfortune, like Job, or were the institutions I chose, were filled with malicious, dysgenic people, like Nineveh, Sodom and Gomorrah. 

Even as an adult, those memories of being mistreated, slandered and tormented run through my mind like acid expanding on a fresh, bloody, wound. For this memoir, I’ll unveil the abuse I endured from shithole SJHS.

I still remember overhearing the backbiting school guidance counselor, calling me a “future prostitute” under her rancid breath, after I finished taking a standardized test. I still reminisce about the perverted vice-principal blaming me for my body and hurling sexual insults at me. Even to this day, I still remember the repulsive female shrews who sexually harassed me for their perverse enjoyment. 

Out of all the torment I experienced, I was left with anxiety attacks, flashbacks, meltdowns, bouts of anger and regret. My mind would subconsciously reminisce those horrible memories and I would undergo feelings of anger and regret, wishing I was bit more violent. In worse situations, I have suffered meltdowns where I burst into tears due to multiple cretins sexually harassing me and defaming my reputation.

In adulthood, these scars haven’t healed and persist to this day. 

The moment I first entered shithole SJHS, I could tell I was going to be harassed and bullied. Most of the teenagers were loud, pushy, spouted sex jokes. As for the instructors and faculty, their demeanors and behaviors unraveled as the semesters continued.

On the first day of Freshman year, I kept repeating statements in my head that conveyed how the raucous, uncouth students and shady instructors would treat me for the next four years. Eventually, these predictions came true.

“I am going to be bullied here.”

“The teachers are going to berate me.”

“The students will slander me for their own enjoyment.”

“These demons here will feed on my misery.”

“I... just want to be left alone.”

“I don’t want any attention.”

“They’ll misunderstand me, for my body.”

While you, dear reader, may assume I was “too negative” or call this a self-fulfilled prophecy. The fact that the pedagogy and student body’s eventual mistreatment towards me was detected(intuitively) early, is evident that their true nature is equivalent to savages.

I don’t desire any notoriety from my experiences, I only intend to expose the true character of these slanderous, abusive, sanctimonious, “Christian” instructors. Furthermore, I’m writing this memoir because throughout my most of my life, I’ve always felt powerless. I was born and raised into poverty and authority figures never took me or my distress seriously since I am and was, quiet, unpopular, depressed, asocial and neurodivergent. In actuality, if the vile instructors and students were aware of my neurodivergence, they would’ve harassed and castigated me even more. 

But not anymore. I don’t care if I have no power or social status, I can’t let the truth die. 

I won’t be silent anymore. 

To this day, I believe there are multiple causes for my abuse, slander being one of them, but most importantly, due to my appearance. From junior high onwards, I was an early bloomer, my body was maturing, my hips were growing which made me even more self-conscious, and I only desired to be invisible throughout my school life.

Furthermore, I was a loner by choice, who refused to acclimate to the crude and boisterous snakes(students) and their hypocritical behaviors. Likewise, since shithole SJHS was a Catholic school, I bet the uptight, self-righteous teachers automatically assumed my body was “sinful” and most likely believed the bestial students’ slander. 

Another reason might be racial, since I was a shy, black girl, opposite of the boisterous, confrontational, argumentative stereotype. Maybe, my quiet personality gave them the reason to harass me, along with spreading baseless rumors. Third, the female teachers were probably envious and the male instructors, couldn’t control themselves. 

Evidently, these charlatans possess no morality, especially Christian values. Their maltreatment magnified my unshakeable sense of justice and so I’ve taken it upon myself to unveil the vile pedagogues of shithole SJHS, their disgusting nature and their sadistic tendencies. 

As for crudely mocking and describing all the pedo-adjacent pedagogues, is the most apropos descriptors for them. 

These worthless excuses for teachers don’t deserve any tact or respect from me. Subsequently, the cruelty and slander that they revealed to me shows they can’t respect themselves, either and are poor role models. It’s thanks to them, I experienced how “evil” disguises itself as “good”. 

In no specific order, these are the teachers who slandered and verbally abused me: 

Sister Barabbas(principal), Mr. Cain(vice-principal), Mrs. Delilah & Ms. Salome (guidance counselors), Ms. Cookie(secretary), and finally the teachers: Mr. Judas, Mr. David, Ms. Amelia, Mrs. Ramses, Mrs. Samantha, Mrs. Corpse Hag, Ms. Suzie, Mr. Measley, Mrs. Bonny and Mr. Ryan.

In this memoir, the truth, I will expose how each of these sleazebags mistreated and disparaged me.  
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​Chapter One
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Mr. Cain: Vice Principal

Starting out in St. Joseph’s High School, this perverted, repugnant, ghoul was the earliest harasser I’ve dealt with. Adding to the fact, he was the first “authority figure” to start berating me. Although we rarely meet, he had the tendency to mutter or yell an insult whenever I was in his vicinity. It was loud enough for me to hear, and I noticed he intended to slander me while talking to another failed excuse of an instructor, or when he walked past me. 

This disgusting, decrepit, shambling, corpse (that I dub “Sleazy-C”) would always call me a “fat-ass hoe” due to my curvy body, in his baseless delusion of me trying to seduce him. Sleazy-C’s beratement towards me was a mirror of the abuse I faced in jr. high. As a youth, I knew I couldn’t help the fact my body was shapely, and I already had body image issues. Why did these dim-witted instructors judge me based on my appearance?  

Sleazy-C’s harassment towards me began in the early autumn of my freshman year. The first incident occurred at dismissal, when I was walking in the hallway alone. I was leaving a school club, and he was behind me. He kept muttering: 


“C’mon, I don’t want you.”,



falsely accusing me of trying to seduce him, even though I did nothing to him. At the time I was very hyper-vigilant and worried over the way I walked. My maturing body made my prominent hips sway, which resulted in the psychological torture I experienced in Jr. high. 

To add insult to injury, I was left with even more self-hatred over my body issues. From my perspective, since I predicted that I would be harassed again by observing the instructors’ behaviors, they really undermined theirs, especially Mr. Cain’s competence and emotional intelligence at their professions. 

Another incident happened during Sophomore year. Shortly after the semester began, early September, my class schedule was disorganized, and I had to report to Sleazy-C’s office to receive a new one. He appeared courteous when we talked face to face. But, after some time I arrived at the library, he entered, and while conversing with the librarian, I overheard him say: 

“That fat-ass hoe was trying to act all cutesy while I gave her the schedule.” 

I never did anything to him, except be courteous and respectful to an adult, as I was raised to be. I felt pangs of disgust, bitterness, and righteous indignation that worthless pile of dung would falsely accuse me, as well as see me in a sexual manner.

In mid-October of the same year, I remember all Freshmen, Sophomore students and their respective teachers all assembled in the gymnasium. The occasion was called the “Walk-a-thon”, where everyone walked across the Brooklyn bridge, then returned. While I was walking around trying to find my group, I walked past Sleazy-C, and he replied with:

“I don’t want you, Fat-ass hoe”.

That repulsive, pedo-pervert sexually harassed me, and it triggered an anxiety attack. My heart started beating rapidly, I began inhaling in short breaths. That verbal abuse attack reminded me of the same unjustified abuse I endured in jr. high. While everyone was in high spirits, I was in a state of confusion, anger and nervousness. 
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