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Dedication:

 


This Non-fictional account is dedicated to all those
victims of the “Impact of Bullying” past, present and future. May
you find the courage to find that light at the end of the tunnel
where you can move forward not backwards.

 


 


Forward:

 


This is the account of my life, the names have been
changed to protect the identities of those family members,
siblings, bullies, or adults in my life, and or have been omitted
and described has gender neutral. The names of locations, schools
and the like have been omitted, though the timeframes are as
actuate as I can remember. This account is not intended to
incriminate or point blame but to give the facts surrounding the
“Impact of Bullying” in my life and how that impact has been a life
time of struggles and hardships. The facts are based on records and
on the earlier memories of my birth and those years following are
based on what has been told to me by my mother when as a child to
explain my pre-mature birth and subsequent illness in those first
Two years of my life. What transpired onward from there until I
entered Kindergarten is vague, but certain events are firmly
imprinted in my memory. From the Second grade on the events are
clearer that surrounded the focus and purpose of this non-fictional
account. The intent of this account is to put focus on how Bullying
affected by life, my family environment, and School environment at
a time that was crucial in my childhood, teen years, and adulthood
to the present time of this publication. It, chronicles 70 years of
the “Impact of Bullying” in my life.




 



Chapter 1

“The Letter”

 


 


To be Bullied unmercifully with taunt’s and teasing,
shoving, and throwing stones at you for being different can impact
a child’s life for a lifetime. The impact can cause “Negative
Emotions, Poor Cognitive Thinking which can lead to Social
withdrawal, Mental Illness, Low Self-Esteem, Hopelessness, Shame
and for some Suicide. It is a vicious cycle of Social Anxiety
Disorders, Personality Disorders, Self-doubt that can last a
lifetime. The account you are about to read is a true account where
bullying started as early as 3 years old all because a Toddler was
born a premature twin at just under 4 months the smallest of two.
From the very start it wasn’t sure if this premature born baby
would survive. In 1951 such births were plagued with brain
development problems, breathing, and heart problems to say the
least. It was also an unexpected Twin birth. If he survived there
were no guarantees that he would have a normal development as a
healthy baby would. I was that baby and remained in the hospital
for nearly Four months, even though my much healthier twin went
home weeks earlier. I went home to struggling parents, twins were
unexpected, and they realized that I would have a difficult life
given what they were told by the Doctors. My twin brother
flourished in good health.

By the time I was 18 months old I continued
to struggle for life. It was at this time that fate dealt me a
severe blow in addition to what I was already facing as I was
fighting an Ear infections that was treated improperly by a doctor.
A misdiagnosis of the seriousness. I was stricken with severe
Mastoiditis, resulting in emergency surgery to safe my life. The
results of this illness left me after many surgeries, totally deaf
in the right ear, paralyses of the right face as a result of
severance of the 7th Cranial nerve. The infection had invaded the
brain through the Mastoid bone on the right side, many brain cells
had been destroyed by the infection. After the Mastoidectomy, the
doctors gave my parents a grim prospect for ever not having a
normal functioning brain and not to expect much in the hope that I
would live to a normal productive life. Much the same prospect my
parents they were told when I was born. My parents accepted this
fact that their child would be mentally retarded then and now I
faced a physical handicap. At this time, it had been recommended
again that it would be best for all concerned that to place me into
an institution for the retarded and physical handicap. Where they
could deal with the special need of a retarded and physically
handicapped child to safe the parents of the burden of raising the
child with special needs.

This account starts from my earliest memory
to the present time of the troubling years that followed my birth.
It is a tell all account of a small boy who would turn his eyes to
heaven in his night prayers and ask God to let him die before the
sun would rise again, because of the bullies in his life who daily
taunted and teased him for being different and when he would awake
to see he was still alive, he would cry, afraid to face another
day. It is a account about how Self-fulfillment Prophecy can either
be a benefit or a curse. This account is about being bullied
because I was different. It is no different than those today who
are seen different. The bullying is the same. Though now there are
more insidious ways to bully through social medial tools such as
Emails, Texts, video’s, and phone calls. When you add these new
tools to the in person physical and verbal bullying you have an
overwhelming force that drives the victim of a bully to extreme
emotional stress, ever suicide. I start this account in 1958 where
I am in the Second grade. There are many kinds of bullies in this
world. Your Peers, Older Students, Siblings, Parents, Family
members, Teachers, and Strangers. Intentional and un-intentional
bullying. Count yourself lucking if you only have a peer bullying
you.

 







:1958

 


“Walter are you going to daydream the rest of
your life away’. My mother asked me in that same tired voice when
she lectured me. ‘Wake up boy, there’s a real world out there. You
will not find any success in your dreams. You got to clear the
clouds away and see the blue skies above. Are you listening boy, or
have you gone into that fantasy world of yours where you find only
regrets when you wake up. It’s bad enough your teacher tells me
that you disrupt the class with your daydreaming, and she has to
stop everything, then wake you up from wherever your mind is. Are
you listening to me boy? Is there anything I’m saying getting
across that thick head of yours? I give up son. One day you are
going to wake up and find out that you have dreamed all your hopes
away and lose all your chances to amount to anything worthwhile;
just like your old man Walter, you will be just like your old man.
Go to your room boy, dream all you want, but I never want to see
another letter from your teacher like the one I got today.”

I made a hasty retreat to my room. Luckily,
my two brothers to whom I shared the room with were out. I had the
bedroom to myself. Nothing was going right for me today. First, I
was ridiculed on my way to school this morning by the usual
bullies, nothing really new there. Except this time, my Twin
started in calling me names when I wouldn’t fight back. I always
entered the classroom angry and mad at the world. I was tired of
being called a Retard, Stutter freak, Crooked face. I just wanted
to run away, rather than fight back. Once in class, I would start
daydreaming, traveling off to faraway places, where I was the
handsome hero, strong and viral. Or I would be a famous writer,
having just won the Pulitzer for my journalism. Sometimes, to my
embarrassment, I would be running nude in the woods, carefree and
wild. Only then to be awakened by the teacher nudging me, mad at me
for having her disrupting the class and the waste of her time
waking me up. And then to make matters worse, she would ask me to
stand up in front of the class and read aloud, knowing very well
that I would be nervous, and start stuttering over the words I did
knew, which were few, and lost on the words I didn’t. This scene
would bring me more embarrassment when the other classmates would
laugh, and the teacher would only get madder. This time I was sent
home with a letter from her, explaining to my mother how much I
disrupted her classroom with my daydreaming. On the way home from
school, I had to endure more ridicule and name-calling from the
bullies who followed me home.

“Hey retard, you stutter freak, can’t even
read Dick and Jane right. Why don’t you stay home and give us a
break.”

Then I would get shoved, finding no help from
my brothers. All they would say is fight your own battles, don’t
expect us to help you, stupid. Then I would, as often than not, run
home crying to mother because my brothers where calling me stupid.
She would only tell me to grow up and fight back. Yet, when I did,
the bullies would only hit me harder for even trying. No wonder I
gave up fighting back.

Now I’m in trouble with the teacher and had
to bring a letter home. In my frustration I would turn to the only
person who I felt cared. “Oh God, they tell me that I’m a dreamer,
that I live in a world of fantasy, hiding behind a curtain of make
believe. They say that I’m crazy, my dreams will not provide for
me. They want me to wake up and face the facts, live in a world of
reality. But God, that world of reality is cruel and mean when I’m
in it. I am subject to its harshness, the truth it presents to me.
Each day I wake up, I huddle in fear, praying that today would be
different then yesterday, that today, I would have courage to fight
back. Today I would walk with my head raised up, my eyes looking
forward, and a smile on my face. Instead, I walk with my head down,
my eyes turned to the ground, the smile on my face is a frozen
lopsided mask of ugliness; I hate the way I look.”

“God, I go to school dreading each hour, the
time for recess, the time for games. Today, they came to bully me
again. They crowded around me after school. I thought I had avoided
them. But no matter how fast I am, they are always waiting for
me.”

“Hey retard, you fell asleep in class again,
didn’t yah,” one boy would shout, “The teacher had to interrupt the
class to wake you up.” Then he would shove me to the ground.
Another boy in the group yelled! “Yeah, crooked face, you day
dreamer, Walter’s a day dreamer.”

And just has I would get back up on my feet;
he would shove me down again. Then I would start crying and
stammering. “Ppplease leave mmme alone, gggo away.” Then they would
all join together in taunting me again.

“Walter’s a stutter freak doesn’t know how to
talk. Can’t even read, write or walk.” Then they would shove me
back to the ground again as I got up. Another boy would shout down
at me. “Hey, Walter what happened, did your mother drop you when
you were a baby?” Then he would start kicking dirt in my face. By
then, I was so frustrated that I couldn’t talk or get up from the
ground. They started teasing me all over again, “Well retard, cat
got your tongue. Walter’s a retard, a yellow liver belly coward of
a retard. Hey crooked face, cat got your tongue.” The boys shouted
over and over again. Then my Twin would show up.

“Hey! Here comes his brother, lets scram.”
And all the boys would walk away, then stop waiting to see what my
brother would do. My brother would help me get to my feet and with
very little encouragement, voice his anger at me. “Walter, when are
you going to learn how to fight back? You know they’re right, you
are a coward, fight back and they will leave you alone.”

“I tttry, bbut they fffight back even
hhharder. I hate fighting back. I hate all of you.” Then I would
run from my brother, heading home to complain to my mother. At my
back, I would hear my brother and the other boys yelling.

“What’s the matter Walter, running home to
mommy. Hey, look at Walter run. Walter’s a coward, running home to
his mommy. Walter is a coward running home to his mommy.”

“You see God, I can’t run fast enough or far
enough to get away from the taunting. Oh God, it was bad enough
having my classmates tease me, but when your own brother stands
there and joins them in the taunting. I just couldn’t bear it. I
wish I were dead. I just want to go away and hide forever. God,
this is why I hide in my world of fantasy. It is there that I find
no cruel jibes or name calling from my schoolmates. It is there
that I find a smile on my face, friends who don’t run from me,
mocking my face, mimicking my stammer, or poking fun at me until I
run and cry, hiding my shame in a world of make believe. Why God
was I born this way? Why do I come home each day to retreat to my
little world where I am king, where everyone bows before me and
whimpers at my every command. In my kingdom I am happy and free
from the bullies of the world. God, why don’t they understand? Do
you know what hurts the most God? It is that my brothers are now
getting in to the act.

Can’t you understand why I try to find hope
in my dreams? Why I dance on stage with the best skill there is.
Where my partner is the most beautiful ballerina in the world, and
I’m a famous dancer of stage and film. There we are dancing to the
Vienna Waltz. She is dressed in a long flowing gown of silver and
white silk, and I am in a black tux with tails and top hat. The
orchestra is playing in the background, the violins are
magnificent. Together we are as graceful as swans in a moonlit
lake, gliding over the deep blue surface as ripples of light
cascade down from the starlit heavens. Each movement we make, each
step we take, is in itself, music divine as we tap across the floor
creating a tapestry in motion. And at the end of each performance,
roses are thrown at our feet, the applause is never ending, and
they are shouting, ‘encore, encore, please we want more until the
audience is hoarse of voice. I am at my best, in my dreams.

Then someone awakes me, and I am back in the
real world. “Why God, do I have to be so ugly. Is it my fault I was
born premature. Then I had a stroke due to a severe Mastoid
infection that paralyzed the right side of my face and left me deaf
in one ear. Maybe, maybe it would have been best if I had been
placed in an institution where qualified people could take care of
me. Sometimes I wish my parents had, maybe then, I wouldn’t care
about what was happening to me. But I do care God, I can feel, I
can see, I can hear, don’t they know my pain” Did I mention that
there is another kind of bully, the self-inflicting kind, you.

 


 



Chapter 2

“My Pain”

 


 


I don’t remember much about my toddler years except
for the one stay in the hospital. Mother told me I had several
surgeries since I was two years old. I was so afraid of people who
wore white, and I was scared to ride in elevators. I remember
wearing a patch over my right eye until I was four or five years of
age. Mother always said that I was too young to remember much of my
ordeal, and all the surgeries I had. Yet pain has a way of etching
a sharp picture in your mind you never forget. I do remember one
incident, after having spent a time in the hospital. I remember
going into surgery and when I came out, the area over my right eye
and head was wrapped in bandages. My hands were wrapped in
bandages, so I wouldn’t tear off the ones on my head. I had spent
many lonely days in the children’s ward, the visits by my parents
were limited by the distance from home to the hospital I was
staying at. One day, a hospital volunteer had come into the ward
shoving a cart full of arts & crafts items. She helped me paint
with watercolor a small plaster figurine of Jesus. It was hard at
first with only one eye to see with my hands in bandages. But I
worked on that small stature for several days. When I worked on it
with the volunteer, she told me about the account of Jesus. That
statue was my first cherished item that I had created with my own
hands. When I went home, I proudly displayed my Jesus to everyone
in the family. Later, my Twin brother jealously grabbed it from my
hands and tossed it to the floor. The clay figurine shattered into
several small pieces. I cried for hours. My brother denied breaking
it, telling my parents that I had dropped it. Mother told me that I
shouldn’t lie and stop crying. Even as young as I was, I knew who
Jesus was and that lying was wrong. I just knew I wasn’t the one
who was wrong.

 


 



Chapter 3

“I’m Not a Liar”

Third Grade

 


 


:Even Teachers can be
Bullies






I learned at an early age that I would always be in
the wrong and my brothers took advantage of this all too often.
Everyone took advantage of me. It was in the third grade I remember
when on a particular Friday, when it was near the end of the day
when the teacher would require us to do our housekeeping in the
classroom and in our desk. She promised the first one done would
get a Gold Star. I was so eager to please the teacher by being one
of the first students to finish his chores first. I never got a
Gold Star. I diligently stacked my books, pencil box, and crayon
box on my chair, took out all the waste paper from my desk and took
them up to the wastebasket at the teacher’s desk. The teacher gave
me a smile and commented on my speedy work.

I returned to my desk with a damp sponge and
wiped out the desk of dust, crumbs Crayon marks. Then I went to the
teacher to report I was finished. I stood at her desk, waiting for
her to finish grading some papers. Meanwhile, another student who
sat behind me, took his broken crayons, waste paper, and junked up
my desk. When I returned to my desk with the teacher, I was shocked
to see that the inside of the desk was a mess. The teacher stood
their enraged, very angry with me, calling me a liar.

“Walter, how dare you tell me you finished
your housekeeping? Look at this mess. You were told to throw any
unwanted papers away, stack the wanted papers on your chair with
your books, and then wipe the inside of your desk out. Instead, I
find broken crayons, pencil shavings, and papers all over the
bottom of your desk. You lied to me and I don’t like liars in my
classroom.”

I stood there protesting my innocence. I told
her I took my papers up to the wastebasket, and that she saw me do
it. She furiously grabbed the papers in my desk and said.

“Then what are these Walter?”

I told her they weren’t my papers. I grabbed
one and showed her that they had Rodger’s name on them, “These are
Rrodggers papers, don’t you see his name on this one.” This only
made her madder, and Rodger, of course, denied they were his
papers. I stood there stuttering and stammering with tears running
down my face. The teacher in her rage refused to see that the
papers had Rodger’s name on them. The teacher was so angry with me;
she made me apologize to Rodger, and the whole class for lying to
her and blaming Rodger. I had to re-clean my desk over again after
class. After all the other students had left for home, and the
teacher went to her desk to write a letter for me to take home to
my parents. I sat there at my desk, with tears running down my
cheeks repeating to myself, “I will not lie in class, I will not
lie in class.”

OEBPS/cover.jpg





