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This book isn't written with perfect words or polished phrases. It's woven like a ball of yarn, with loose threads of emotions, sincere pauses, and knots that took years to unravel. I wish I had read something about stuttering when I was little, to know I wasn't the only one who stuttered. It's an intimate journey to the center of a wound that many don't see, but that bleeds silently every time a word gets caught in the throat.

Elisa's inner Ball of Yarn is the story of a woman who has lived with a trembling voice, one that many tried to correct, silence, or ignore. For years, Elisa believed that trembling voice was her enemy, the invisible monster that stole friendships, love, and even the recognition of her own family.

But I learned something: that monster was also a part of me that cried out for love. And that love was made possible through change.

This book is a testament to that change. About how, in the midst of pain and loneliness, she found a subtle thread: self-love. With it, she began to weave her identity, word by word, silence after silence, until she realized that she didn't have to be perfect to be valuable. That she didn't need to speak like others to deserve respect, tenderness, and space.

I write these pages to remind myself and to remind you that we don't need to speak like others to have value. That the voice, no matter how shaky, is powerful if it comes from the soul. And that self-love doesn't change everything overnight, but it can heal what seemed impossible.

I draw these small fragments from my soul for those who stutter, but also for anyone who has ever felt ashamed of who they are. For those who have lived with their soul in knots. Because we all have a voice that deserves to be heard. Even if it trembles, I assure you that the deepest strength is born to heal what seemed impossible.

I don't know how you got here, but I'm glad you're here.

I hope you find yourself in these pages. I hope, even if it's just a line, that you feel like you're not alone.

With love,

Tezzie Riera  The autor
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Chapter 1: The Little Broken Thread
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From a young age, Elisa knew her voice was different. Not because someone lovingly explained it to her, but because reality screamed it at her without filters. The words, like the fluidity of running water, didn't apply to her voice; those that came so naturally to others, got stuck in hers as if her throat were full of invisible stones. At four years old, when she tried to tell her mother what she had dreamed, she could barely manage to say, "Oh... oh... I dreamed," and her mother, with a hurried smile and a confused and slightly disgruntled look, told her: "Relax, breathe deeply, and speak clearly." But instead of calming her, what stressed her more was that her mother didn't understand her the way she wanted because, unknowingly, she was beginning to feel isolated and even more alone.

From then on, Elisa began to notice things when she went to school. The snickers of her classmates. The times she raised her hand in class and the teacher would choose someone else "to advance faster." The times her brothers, without any malice aforethought, would say to her: "Speak more clearly, Elisa, we don't understand you," "Don't make yourself nervous, you're struggling with the words." Small cuts. Small wounds that, over time, wove a forced silence.

At home, Elisa took refuge in books, and writing created stories that didn't require her to speak. She could immerse herself in worlds where the characters spoke without stuttering, without being interrupted, without being pointed at; they were the protagonists, and everyone appreciated them for who they were. Sometimes, she read quietly, to herself, imagining what it would be like to get a whole sentence out without getting stuck on the second or third syllable. And when she managed to do it, even in her room, alone, with her heart beating fast, she felt as if she had won an invisible medal, as if everyone was rising from their seats to applaud her for this achievement.

But outside that bubble, the world was different. It wasn't openly cruel, but it was indifferent. In line at a bookstore, when her mother would say, "Ask the lady for the book you like," Elisa would freeze. Instead of speaking, her gaze would drop, her stomach would clench, and finally, as always, her mother would ask for her. Sometimes they told her she was shy and wouldn't always be there for her. But that wasn't it. Elisa wanted to talk. She had so much to say. But she couldn't find a way.

The stutter didn't hurt physically, but it felt like she was carrying an invisible bag all day. Elisa had a friend she cared about, but one day her friend decided to transfer schools, and that devastated Elisa. Her greatest supporter was leaving, and she felt she couldn't move forward without her. In high school, that burden became even more intense. Oral presentations were a nightmare. Every time they announced a group project that included "presenting it in front of the class," Elisa felt her body go into alert mode, and all she could do was count the days on the calendar until she could present it and get it over with. She practiced so much that she even knew it by heart. But when she stood in front of everyone, her tongue wouldn't respond. The silence stretched on. The teacher tried to help, but she didn't understand. And some classmates not all, but enough let out those brief bursts of laughter, that gesture that, even though it passed quickly, left a deep, long scar that made Elisa reflect that she would never be normal.

When she got home, the silence was deathly. They tried not to talk to anyone in her family. She would hide in her room and start crying, remembering all the things she had experienced in high school with her classmates and the frustration of never being understood by adults. When her parents came to ask how her class was going, she simply didn't yell, she didn't complain. She just said she was tired. That she didn't want to go tomorrow. That she didn't like "that subject." She never said it was because of how they made her feel. Or maybe she didn't know how to put it into words, because talking about her stutter was like exposing something too intimate. Like showing a raw scar.
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