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	Introduction

My journey is not just a story about losing weight or overcoming adversity, it is a deeply personal and complex path through life’s many shifts of joy and pain, victories and defeats. When I look back on my journey, I see a long road shaped by both triumphs and challenges, but also by lessons that have molded me into the person I am today. I have lived through and mastered many aspects of life that have contributed to who I am, and through this book, I want to share that journey.

There is a profound meaning in understanding and accepting your own journey. This book is an illustration of how one can find oneself by learning to love oneself despite the obstacles that may arise along the way. I have learned that the greatest victory is not always about reaching a specific goal, but about finding peace and acceptance with who you are.

I have discovered that nothing can affect one’s inner happiness, not even the burden that being overweight carries. By going through and understanding my own struggle, I have learned that real strength comes from embracing your own reality and refusing to give up, no matter how dark life may seem.

Each chapter in this book represents a defining moment in my life’s journey, a lesson and a change that has been central to my development. By breaking down my story into these parts, I hope to show the many stages and aspects that have been part of my path toward personal growth. Each chapter carries its own weight and significance, and by sharing them, I hope to give you a deeper understanding of the process that has shaped my path.

Sharing these experiences is not only a way to tell my story, but also a way to give others insight into what it is like to confront your inner demons and navigate through life’s many challenges. I hope that by openly sharing my deepest thoughts and feelings, my experiences and insights, I can offer a glimmer of hope to those facing similar trials. I want you who read this to see yourselves in my story and find inspiration in the strength and determination required to overcome obstacles.

Writing this book is not just a way to document my journey, it is also an attempt to create something that can offer others courage, hope, and tools for change. My story is not only about losing weight or overcoming adversity; it reflects a bigger theme, the struggle to regain control of your life and well-being when everything feels lost.

My journey began with a shattered dream. I had big ambitions as a football player, but when injuries and disappointments brought that career to an end, I fell into a spiral of poor health, self-loathing, and isolation. For me, the weight became not just a physical barrier but also a symbol of the emotional burden I carried, a weight of guilt, shame, and sorrow over what never came to be.

This book is an expression of what I have learned along the way, a path lined with deep valleys but also unexpected peaks. It is a reminder that no matter how dark it may feel, there is a way forward, there is always a light at the end of the tunnel.

My story is not only about becoming smaller, but about growing as a human being—learning to face my fears, embrace my flaws, and take steps toward a life that feels meaningful and true. I have realized that the struggle against obesity and mental illness is not merely a matter of willpower. It is about understanding and processing the underlying causes, daring to seek help, and creating a sustainable foundation for change. One of the most important insights I want to share is that there is no “perfect journey.” It is not about never falling—it is about getting up again and again and continuing forward.

It is a testament to the strength of human resilience and the importance of believing in yourself, even when it feels like no one else does. By confronting our greatest fears and embracing our vulnerability, we can create the change we long for. My hope is that this book will be a source of inspiration, reflection, and above all, hope, a deep exploration of life’s roller coaster, a journey through joy, sorrow, success, and adversity.

I have experienced many moments of deep emotional intensity, and by sharing them, I hope to give a realistic and genuine picture of what it means to struggle and grow as a human being. I also want to remind you that it is by confronting our difficulties and daring to take on challenges that we truly grow and learn about ourselves.

Navigating through life’s deepest emotional landscapes has given me a greater understanding of what it means to be human. By experiencing both joy and sorrow, I have learned that every step is part of a bigger whole, a chance to grow and keep moving forward.

The reflections on what my life would have been without the support of my family, without goals, or without close friends are deeply thought-provoking. What would my life have been without their support and encouragement? Would I have the life I live today, with all its opportunities and successes, if I had not made the decision to change?

I am convinced that my path would have looked very different. The support of my family, my wife, and my friends has been crucial for my development, and without their help, I might not have been able to take the necessary steps toward a better life.

No one can fully understand what resides within another person, and no one can define what happiness looks like for someone else. Each of us has our own unique journey, and it is by embracing our own path that we truly find our place in the world. Like plants, we need the right soil to grow and flourish. It is our task to test our wings and see how far we can fly.

This is my story, my journey, and I am grateful for everyone who has been part of it. I am grateful for every bit of support, every opportunity, and every lesson that has helped shape me into the person I am today.

 

 

 




Chapter 1

THE JOY OF CHILDHOOD

My childhood was filled with joy and happiness, with bright memories and warm moments that took place in Hagalund, a suburb of Solna, Stockholm. I grew up in this place that, in many ways, shaped me into the person I am today. It was not just a collection of buildings and streets; it was a living, pulsating community where people from different parts of the world had come together to create a home. It was a place where cultures met, where neighbors became friends, and where we children, regardless of background, shared the same dreams and hopes for the future.

Hagalund was a melting pot of people from all corners of the world. I remember how, as a young boy, I was fascinated by the diversity around me. We had neighbors with Greek, Turkish, Serbian, Arabic, and Eritrean backgrounds, just to name a few. Everywhere I turned, I encountered different languages and dialects, different aromas of food being prepared in kitchens, and various traditions lived out in everyday life. It was like living in a world city, yet there was a strong sense of community that tied us all together. It didn’t matter where you came from or which language you spoke, we were all part of the same community.

Every morning I woke up to the sounds of life around me. It could be neighbors chatting in the courtyard or the sound of someone making breakfast as the smell of freshly baked bread drifted through the windows. My sister and I often had breakfast together, sometimes with our parents, sometimes just the two of us, before heading off to school. Our parents usually started work early.

School days were filled with learning, but for us children it was always recess that was the highlight of the day. When we finally got to run out onto the schoolyard, it was football that drew us in the most. The game wasn’t just a hobby; it was a passion, a part of our identity. For me, football became a bridge between my father and me—he shared my love for the sport and supported me every step of the way.

My father was my biggest supporter, but he was also my toughest critic. He had high expectations of me, and even though I knew his criticism came from a place of love, it was sometimes difficult to carry the weight of those expectations. After every match, whether it was a win or a loss, we would discuss the details of the game—what I had done well and what I could improve. I especially remember one time after an important match where I had missed a decisive goal. My father sat down next to me on the bench and put an arm around my shoulders.

“You did your best,” he said, “... but you must always strive to be better.”

His words stayed with me, and even though they sometimes felt heavy, they also gave me a strong drive never to settle for anything less than my best.

Football became not only a connection between my father and me but also a link to my friends. We were a big group of kids from different cultures, but when we were on the football field, we all spoke the same language. Warm summer evenings were filled with laughter and competitiveness as we played on the local pitch between the buildings. I can still feel the grass, the gravel, the indoor court under my feet, and hear the sound of the ball bouncing across the field.

We played until the sun went down and the sky shifted from blue to pink, and then to black. When darkness fell and the stars began to sparkle above us, we often gathered in a circle, exhausted but happy, sharing our dreams about the future. We talked about one day playing in the big leagues, about becoming like our football heroes, and maybe even representing Sweden in the World Cup. Those moments were filled with innocence and hope—we were convinced that anything was possible as long as we continued to dream big.

My relationship with my sister was just as strong as my relationship with football. She was always there to support me, just like the rest of my family. We had a close bond, and she was my best friend growing up. We shared many secrets and laughed together about little things only siblings understand. We slept in the same room, in a bunk bed. She was also the one who comforted me when I felt overwhelmed by pressure. She always knew the right words to make me feel better, and even though we sometimes argued, I always knew she had my back.

Life in Stockholm was in many ways simple, but it was also filled with richness. Not in terms of material things, but in terms of love, friendship, and a deep sense of belonging. We had everything we needed, and our parents worked hard to give us a safe and stable upbringing. They raised us with core values like respect, responsibility, and empathy for others, and these values shaped us into the people we are today. We learned that hard work pays off and that it is always important to support one another, both within the family and in the community.

My neighbourhood was a place where you could feel safe. We children ran around and played in the courtyard for hours without our parents having to worry. There was always an adult nearby, keeping an eye on things, and we knew that we always had someone to turn to if something went wrong. The neighbors were like one big family, always ready to help if needed.

I remember one time when our neighbor, an older man, helped me fix my bike after I had fallen. He barely spoke any Swedish, but we understood each other anyway. He showed me how to adjust the chain and fix the tire, and when we were done he smiled broadly and patted me on the back.

It was also a place where different cultures met and blended. Every summer, the aromas from grills lit around the neighborhood filled the air. One day it might be kebab prepared by a Turkish family, the next day Greek souvlaki, and the day after that the sound of a Serbian folk dance party echoing through the courtyard. We children quickly learned to appreciate and understand each other’s cultures. We tasted each other’s food, learned a few words in each other’s languages, and celebrated each other’s holidays. It didn’t matter where we came from, we were all part of the same family.

During the winter months, Stockholm transformed into a winter wonderland. Snow fell heavily over the blue high-rise buildings and covered the ground with a thick white blanket. We children spent hours outside building snowmen, sledding, and having snowball fights. It was a magical time when we could forget all worries and simply enjoy being kids. We postponed going home as long as we could, even though our fingers and toes were stiff from the cold, and when we finally went inside, it was always with rosy cheeks and big smiles.

Weekends were like small celebrations. It was a time for family and for gatherings. We visited each other’s homes, tasted traditional dishes, and shared our own. The parents in the neighborhood were always ready to lend a hand if needed, and we children could run freely between homes, always welcome, always cared for. It was a time when the outside world felt far away, and life was like a little bubble of joy and togetherness.

Reflecting on childhood can often feel like a journey back to a time that seems both distant and close. For me, childhood represents a place filled with warmth, safety, and joy, but also a time when there was little understanding of what truly constitutes a healthy lifestyle.

We knew a lot about community, friendship, and love, but when it came to food and health, we were unaware of many of the basic principles we now know are so important. I grew up in a time and environment where healthy eating wasn’t something people talked about, and where the body’s need for nutrition was often an unknown factor. Instead, taste and availability were the main factors in our food choices.

Stockholm was a place where I felt at home, no matter what was happening around me. We had a sense of belonging where everyone knew everyone, and we helped each other when needed. Our childhood was shaped by this community, and we truly had everything we needed to feel safe and loved. We loved our neighborhood, and our identity was connected to the places we played, to the people we grew up with. The schoolyard, the little corner shop, the old streets we ran along, this was our world. And when we weren’t playing outside, we were often gathered in our homes, sharing meals, laughter, and dreams.

But despite the great sense of security and community that shaped our lives, we were not always aware of what we were eating. The food we ate was not necessarily nutritious, but it was rarely something we reflected on. Feeling good was something we associated with emotional factors, being happy, having fun, being with our friends. The role of food in promoting or harming our health was an invisible part of our lives.

It was during my childhood that I first developed a taste for unhealthy food. When I think back, I see a clear picture of a young body fueled with quick, convenient, and often sugary options. Breakfasts were usually quite simple, a slice of bread with Nutella or sometimes a sugary cereal. It tasted good, it was easy, and it was something we did every morning without ever questioning whether it was truly the best choice for us.

Nutella was a favorite that often ended up on bread. It was so popular that it felt that almost every child in my neighbourhood had Nutella at home. It was sweet, creamy, and gave us the quick energy we needed to start the day. But this was a problem we didn't understand back then—a diet rich in sugar and fat but poor in nutrients is not the best start to the day. It was a habit we all shared and saw as completely normal.

But despite eating a lot of sugar and fast carbs during our childhood, our bodies stayed relatively healthy. This was largely because we were physically active. Many of us participated in sports like football, swimming, or athletics. Physical activity was a central part of our childhood and kept us in shape even though our diet wasn’t ideal.

We were constantly moving, running around the schoolyard, biking to friends, or playing outside. Physical activity was our saving grace, and without it, we would likely have noticed the consequences of our unhealthy diet much earlier.

Like many other children, my habits and lifestyle changed as I got older. The physical activity that had once been such a big part of my life began to decrease due to injuries. It was then that I started noticing changes in my body and energy levels. I became more sedentary, spent more time in front of the TV and computer, and gradually lost the physical benefits I once had.

But I continued eating the same way as before, lots of sugar, lots of fat, and very little nutrition. My body, which had once stayed in shape thanks to sports, began to show signs that it wasn’t doing as well anymore. I noticed I felt more tired and lacked energy, and I started gaining weight.

It wasn’t a dramatic change, but small shifts that gradually made me more aware that something wasn’t right. I realized that the old habits, which once seemed harmless, were now starting to affect my health. And here began a long process of understanding why this was happening. Previously, I had never reflected on how my diet affected my body. For many of us, it was a missed opportunity, a missed chance to gain the knowledge we needed to make better choices for our bodies.

One factor that contributed to the unhealthy eating habits was the limited health education we received in school. Yes, we had the school nurse who sometimes gave lectures about food and health, but these sessions were not in-depth enough to leave a lasting impact on us. We talked about the “plate model”, a simplified image of what a healthy meal could look like, but this was often something we didn’t fully understand in practice.

The quality of school meals also varied greatly, and it wasn’t always the most nutritious. Some days we ate pizza, pasta, or pancakes; other days the food was more nutritious, but there was no continuity or overarching strategy to provide us with a healthy diet.

The problem wasn’t that we didn’t know healthy food was important, it was that we didn’t know how to actually eat healthily. The practical knowledge of nutrition, how to build a balanced meal, and how diet affects physical and mental health was something missing from our education.

Over the years, I’ve had the opportunity to learn more about how food affects the body. Today, I understand the importance of a balanced diet full of nutrients that provide energy and support the body’s functions. I’ve learned that it’s important to eat regularly, to eat colorful vegetables, proteins, and whole grains, and to limit sugar and processed foods.

But for those of us who grew up in a time when this knowledge wasn’t as accessible, it was difficult to make these changes when we didn’t even know where to start.

When I think back to my childhood, I can see how our habits and environment shaped us in ways we didn’t understand at the time. I was fortunate in many ways, but we lacked the tools and knowledge that would have helped us live healthier lives from the start. It’s an important reminder of how much our environment and routines influence our lives and our health.

The changes were subtle. Fatigue. Lower energy. Weight creeping on quietly. Nothing dramatic, nothing alarming, until it became impossible to ignore.

I did not yet understand what was happening. I only knew that something felt different. The body that had once carried me effortlessly was starting to resist. And for the first time, I began to sense that the habits formed in childhood, habits never questioned, were following me into adulthood.

School had not prepared us for this. Health education was shallow, abstract. We learned the “plate model” in theory but not in practice. School meals varied wildly, with little consistency or strategy. We knew healthy food mattered, but not how to live it.

What I did not realize then was that this gap, between knowledge and application, would become one of the central challenges of my life.

My childhood gave me community, discipline, resilience, and ambition. But it did not give me the tools to understand my body. That understanding would come later, through struggle, mistakes, and eventually transformation.

This is where my story truly begins, not with weight gain itself, but with the environment that shaped me before I ever noticed the consequences.

Because before change comes awareness. And before awareness, there is history.

 




Chapter 2

BETWEEN HOPE AND RUIN

Football was not just a sport for me, but a way of life. It was a passion that permeated every part of my existence. When I was on the football pitch, I felt alive, full of energy, and in complete harmony with myself. It was as if everything else disappeared when I played. It was just me, the ball, and my teammates.

But football was more than an individual passion, it was also a way for us young people to create a sense of community. For those of us who grew up in subareas, small hoods in Stockholm, football was a unifying force. It was our dream of making it. It was a sport that didn’t require much, just a ball, a place to play, and a group of friends—but it gave us more than we could ever imagine.

We gathered daily on the small football pitch, regardless of the weather, and played until darkness fell or our parents called us home. On that pitch, we forged bonds defined not only by our performance but also by our shared love for the game. It was there that I met my friends, and together we dreamed of the future.

Football was our common language, no matter what background we came from. It united us in a way nothing else could. No one had to be perfect; we just had to show up and be ourselves, with our hopes, our dreams, and sometimes our frustrations.

But with all the good that football brought into my life, there was also a certain pressure. Over time, the game became more serious, and I began to feel a growing weight on my shoulders. Succeeding on the football pitch was not only important for me personally—it felt like I needed to perform to make my family, especially my father, proud.

The pressure to be the best, to never show weakness, slowly started to eat away at my mental well-being. I didn’t realize at the time how much this pressure affected me, but with each training session and match, the expectations from others—and from myself—grew. I became so consumed by success that I could no longer separate who I was as a person from how I performed on the field.

When I eventually got injured, it felt as if my entire world collapsed. The injury became a complete turning point in my life, both physically and mentally. When the doctor told me that I had serious damage to my meniscus, cruciate ligament, and outer ligament, it was as if the air was knocked out of me. I had always seen myself as invincible on the field, but now I was suddenly stuck in a state of helplessness.

This happened at the end of my teenage years. The rehabilitation was long and painful, but what affected me most was the psychological pain.

Football had always been my identity, and without it I didn’t know who I was. It wasn’t just the absence of the sport that weighed on me, but also the loss of meaning and purpose. Not being able to take part in the community that football created among us young people made me feel isolated. I began to feel disconnected from my friends and from my old life.

Depression crept in, quietly and slowly, and before I knew it, I had lost myself in a darkness of doubt and uncertainty. I ate more, trained less, and the extra weight began to appear. It was as if my body started to reflect my inner state, a heaviness I couldn’t shake.

The weight gain became another source of frustration. I saw how I changed physically, and it became a reminder of how far from my old form I had fallen. It was difficult to accept that I was no longer the same person I had been on the pitch, and every time I looked in the mirror, I didn’t just see someone who had gained weight, I saw someone who had lost their identity. It was a long and painful process trying to find my way back to myself, trying to find something that could replace the sense of purpose and confidence that football had given me.

During my rehabilitation and inner struggles, there were moments when I could feel a kind of relief from the pressure. Every summer, my family would travel to Greece on vacation, and these trips became a necessary escape from reality. In Greece, it felt as though time slowed down.

In earlier years, it was wonderful, I looked forward to spending time in Greece, being outdoors, playing football with my Greek friends, and spending time with family and relatives. There were no practices, no matches to think about, no expectations to perform. It was just me, the sun, the sea, and the relaxed feeling of being able to be myself without thinking about football under pressure. It was a much-needed refuge from demands and expectations, where I could reconnect with myself in a more genuine way.

Even though I loved football, and it would always have a special place in my heart, it was nice to sometimes let go of it and simply be. I remember the warm evenings on the beach in Greece, how we sat and enjoyed the sunset, and how I could breathe out for the first time in a long while. It reminded me that life had more to offer than just the sport, and that there was a whole world out there that I needed to explore and experience.

Football had given me so much, but it had also demanded a lot from me. It had shaped me into who I was, but it had also limited me in certain ways. Through the injury and the process that followed, I learned that life is more than just a passion or a career. I realized that I needed to find balance in life, to appreciate football for what it was but also to be able to let go and live without it when needed.
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