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Chapter 1 — A Harsh Awakening

A difficult awakening, inner exile, and the birth of an unseen resonance.

Chapter 2 — The Echo of a Stranger

A distant presence felt before it is understood.

Chapter 3 — Almost Him

When intuition challenges reason and blurs reality.

Chapter 4 — Between Two Worlds

Solitude, discipline, and the quiet fight to stay standing.

Chapter 5 — Joonie’s Point of View (1)

Behind the idol, the first cracks of the man.

Chapter 6 — Joonie’s Point of View (2)

When the mask falls and silence begins to speak.

Chapter 7 — Back to Reality

Distance, daily weight, and rebuilding oneself.

Chapter 8 — A New Year: Staying Consistent, Focused on Life Goals

Consistency as a choice, discipline as refuge.

Chapter 9 — Here I Am, Korea

A journey of revelation and shared humanity.

Chapter 10 — Shhhhhh!

Silence, ambiguity... and the courage to choose.

End of Volume 1

Charlène, a born dreamer, decided to share her little secret dreams with the world.
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Chapter 1 — A Harsh Awakening
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“Lena! Lena! Wake up... please, wake up.”

My sister shakes me, and I feel the morning cold seep into my sheets. I’m late for school, yet I’m still caught in the haze of the night—this night spent dreaming of a simple human being who is, unfortunately or fortunately, a K-pop star. Someone I didn’t know a week ago, someone I’ve never seen, someone I’ll probably never truly know... and yet my heart clings to him, as if it recognized an invisible truth in his gaze or his words.

I sit up with difficulty, yawn, rub my face with my hands. The coffee is ready in my thermos, but I didn’t have time to prepare a real breakfast. The shower is quick, almost mechanical, and the day has already begun—relentless. I had made a crazy promise last December: to step out of my comfort zone before my twenty-seventh birthday. But this morning, even with that resolution in mind, I feel unable to move. Exercise? Not done. Walking? My only escape. School is fifteen minutes away, but even that distance feels long.

How did I end up losing sleep over a man I’ve never met? I’m not in love—that much I know. It’s more like a resonance of souls. Hard to explain; only those who’ve seen certain anime, or those in my current state, will understand. I’ve never looked at someone or listened to them speak and thought I could be friends with them. Because I don’t have friends. Not in the true sense of the word—just people I can talk to occasionally, people I can help or support as best I can. But opening up, being vulnerable? No.

But him—through a single video, he convinced me. He touched my heart. He wasn’t afraid to express his existential questions, to speak about what he feels. Always labeled as “weird” in my life, the one who thinks differently and stands apart—it’s complicated. And then I thought: he’s someone I wouldn’t be afraid to talk to, someone I could open up to without fear of being judged or labeled an alien. Like him, I could think out loud, reflect, and it would be normal.

After creating an account on one of the most widely used social networks the other day (an account I already find hard to manage—I’m almost ashamed to admit it; I’m not very self-taught, and technology and I often don’t get along), I tried to write to him. My phone is for communication and studying, that’s it. Even photogenic, I’m not really. I needed to follow him to send a message, but I didn’t want to. So I looked at who he followed—only eight people: his six brothers (members of his boy band), the group’s page, and another page that looked like his. I went onto it, hoping it was his secondary account, and I left this message:

“Joonie, I know you’re going through a lot right now. If you need to rest, please do it. If you need to cry, it’s okay to let it out. We all face our struggles, but don’t forget that life is short and it’s important to find moments to enjoy it too. Stay strong and take care of yourself. Even with all your responsibilities, you are a priority. There are people who love you and think of you. Please just breathe, even if it’s only for yourself. May the Lord watch over you and protect you. I don’t know your beliefs, but it doesn’t matter. I will keep you in my prayers.

I’m not sure if you know Joonie, but this message is for him. I’m sorry to bother you, I just can’t send it to him directly. Please, watch over him... he really needs it.”

The next day, I hated myself for sending it. I’m not a hardcore fan of his group—I didn’t know them well—but after watching a video from his live, I scrolled and discovered young people doing incredible things. I admire their work, and every time I come across their videos, I think about how much they must have worked, cried, and gotten back up a thousand times to reach this level. I’m a fan of their effort, their resilience, their unity.

I didn’t like the message I sent, because I wish I could have written to him myself, told him better what I truly wanted to say. The next day, my message felt bland—it expressed barely 20% of my intentions. I understand so deeply what he says; I came across clips from his live, and they pierced my heart. Thank you for putting words to what we feel every day. Thank you for everything—it helped me, a lot. The video where he somehow promoted singleness left me conflicted, not because society looks down on being single, but because after watching those videos of him, I thought: yes, I’d really like to have a friend like him. Someone I could call when he had a bit of time to focus on me. Then, even if I were single, I’d feel lucky—though I already know I am, despite life’s hardships. With him, I could open up and feel understood, as if this precious person had chosen to share a moment of existence with me. No, Lena... stop. No need to torture your mind.

I leave the building, thinking about all this. It’s January 5th, and it snowed all night. My first winter here—let’s just say it’s anything but pleasant. Being Black, new in this country, speaking a language I don’t fully master... it’s hard. Everything reminds me that I’m different: the looks, the whispers, the silent frustrations... but I keep my head high and stay focused on my goals. My nursing studies genuinely interest me. The practical internships fascinate me. Even if I dream of being more than that, of continuing my studies remotely at my own pace—because I already feel old—I still know why I’m here.

I try to smile and walk toward school. My mind drifts to him, Joonie, this person occupying my thoughts. I don’t speak Korean, my English is rudimentary, but I force myself to understand, to follow subtitles, to listen to every word. Sometimes I catch myself dreaming that I could meet him, that I could talk to him... but I stop myself. It’s just a dream, and dreams don’t always become reality.

Today, I should have a test. But I allow myself a pause—just a few minutes to float in this parallel universe where music, movement, and dreams are my refuge. I close my eyes for a moment, breathe deeply, and keep walking, light-hearted. Like him in his lives, I take the time to ask myself what I really feel and what I want for myself. The day won’t wait for me—and neither will I.

The walk to school lasts only thirteen minutes. Barely thirteen minutes. And yet, each step feels heavy, as if the ground wants to remind me that I don’t belong here. The cobblestones slip slightly under my shoes, and every exchanged glance seems to linger a second too long, as if evaluating me, placing me into a category that’s never quite mine.

Being Black here.

Being foreign.

Learning and growing in a new language.

Everything is a challenge. Everything demands extra effort. And yet, I keep going. I keep going because I have no choice. Because stepping back has never offered anyone a future. Because I want to succeed—for myself, but not only.

My earbuds are deep in my ears, the music loud. In that exact moment, I melt into it completely. It’s the same feeling I get when reading a novel: the sensation of entering a bubble—thick, real, protective. I’m truly inside it. Nothing reaches me anymore. The looks slide off me without piercing me. My thoughts calm down. For a few minutes, I’m elsewhere.

Then I find myself in front of my classroom.

And there, as often, memories return without warning. My recent internship. Racist remarks disguised as clumsiness. Hypocritical smiles. Words swallowed so as not to lose one’s place in training, one’s means, a better future. I had to endure. Absorb. Smile when everything inside me screamed injustice.

Every day, I remind myself why I’m here.

For me.

For my son.

For my future.

It’s been four months since he’s lived far from me. Four months. Every call reminds me how much I miss him. Every minute spent away from him is a silent battle to stay strong. But this battle, I fight it for both of us—to build a more stable, more dignified future, one I might never have been able to offer him if I’d stayed in Cameroon. We call each other as often as possible, depending on my schedule.

I take a deep breath.

I refocus. Come on, Lena—you know why you’re here today!

And I walk into class, throwing out a loud, clear “Guten Morgen!” to the whole room. My voice barely trembles. A few minutes later, the main teacher arrives. Class begins. The lessons demand all my attention—and they take it by force.

The teachers speak fast. Very fast. Rapid German, sometimes mixed with dialect when they talk with our German classmates. I strain my ears. I cling to every word. My brain works nonstop—translating, reconstructing, guessing.

And already, break time arrives.

My mind immediately wanders. An almost irresistible urge to take out my phone, to look for videos of him. Moments with the members of KPS. A live clip. An interview, maybe. I’m not part of their fanbase, the “Guardians,” and I don’t really master Soulverse, their exchange platform. So I just hope to stumble upon something—any video of him being natural, in his silly moments.

And finally, I find one. And as always, my eyes search for him... him.

Where is Joonie?

I don’t know.

Maybe in a hidden corner of the video.

Probably busy, focused, exhausted too.

Just imagining him makes my heart beat a little faster.

Break ends. I go back to my notes. I compose myself. I try to stay disciplined. Next to me, a classmate—a woman around forty, originally from Uganda—starts a conversation. We talk about the internship. I tell her everything: my successes, my failures, my frustrations. Without ever fully expressing the anger that sometimes boils inside me.

Language barriers stop me.

I move between German and English.

I search for words.

I simplify my sentences.

But I think, in the end, she understands.

What’s most frustrating isn’t just what we go through. It’s that we have to stay polite. Smiling. Professional. Even when fatigue builds up. Even when isolation weighs heavily. I hold on because it’s the only way out for me today. And, against all odds, I’m enjoying this profession more and more.

I dream of one day speaking English and German fluently. Of traveling. Of going to foreign countries and putting my English into practice. Of feeling leveled up. Since January 1st, I’ve imposed a discipline on myself that I hope to maintain consistently—that’s my goal. Every morning, I force myself to drink half a liter of hot water, then 30 minutes of exercise in my room, and another 30 minutes going up and down the stairs of our building. If I don’t do it in the morning, like today, I do it in the evening. And I don’t forget that I have to improve my English and my German. I write down expressions. I do shadowing exercises. I impose an almost military discipline on myself. It’s only been four days since I started, but it’s through consistency and discipline that I’ll succeed. For someone who’s always been distracted and lazy like me, it’s anything but easy. But I’ll do it. My mind always comes back to Joonie. He works hard. He always has, to become who he is today. And I know it: if I don’t work, if I don’t give it my all, no one will do it for me.

The truth is, I hold the keys to my life in my own hands.

With, perhaps, a little nudge from the universe.

Each new day becomes a small victory. Even if no one sees it. Even if no one understands this mix of determination and dream. Each step brings me closer to the woman I want to become: disciplined, strong, independent, free... but also capable of loving, of feeling, of hoping.

Before, I was obsessed with the idea of others being proud of me.

Today, I simply want to be proud of myself.

Third week since classes resumed. I move from lessons to exams when Leila, a Cameroonian classmate, approaches me.
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