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FOREWORD – Why I'm Telling This Story


Writing this book has been one of the hardest things I’ve ever done.


How do you talk about the worst things you’ve been through without drowning in them all over again?


How do you put words to abuse, betrayal, violence, loss, and system failures without letting it become your whole identity?


I have chosen to share my story.


Not to get pity.


Not to expose anyone.


But because silence has never protected me.


It has only protected the ones who hurt me.


I was not born “a problem.”


I became a child who reacted to things nobody talked about.


A child who was told she was sick, manipulative, dramatic, dangerous— long before anyone asked what had actually happened to her.


In this book, I talk about: a childhood where the world was both small and unsafe a youth spent in institutions, children’s homes, and youth centres abuse that was ignored or explained away a system that often saw my reactions but not the reasons behind them relationships, violence, women’s shelters, running away and about becoming a mother—and fighting not to pass on what I came from.


I also talk about my own mistakes and reactions.


I was not only a victim.


I was also a person who did things I regret.


But I didn’t do them in a vacuum.


I did them in a reality where no adult truly held me.


Today I live in Jutland, in a house in the countryside, with a husband and two children who see me in a way I was never seen as a child.


I have no contact with my family of origin.


My oldest daughter is with them now.


That hurts more than words can hold.


But I will not go back to what destroyed me just to have half a relationship with her.


I hope that one day she will find her own way out.


And I will be here if she does.


I am proud of something that might sound small to others: I have never taken drugs.


From the outside, it might look like a detail.


To me, it is a sign that there was a line neither they nor I managed to cross.


My story is not just a long chain of misfortunes.


It is also a story of survival.


Of small choices that slowly grew into bigger ones.


Of drawing a line.


Of saying: “It stops here.”


If you read this book, you might think: “How can a child survive all that?”


“How can an adult still be standing after so many blows?”


I don’t always know that myself.


But I know that I am still here.


That I am a mother.


That every day I try to be the adult I needed back then—for my own children and for the children I meet in my work.


I hope that my story can: give a sense of recognition to those who have been through something similar open the eyes of those who work with children and families and maybe give just a little bit of hope to those who are in the middle of something that feels impossible to escape.


You won’t get a neat, rounded story where everything turns out fine.


That would be a lie.


But you will get a true story.


About the worst.


About what I survived.


And about the life I am in the middle of building now.


Thank you for reading.









CHAPTER 1 – Valby Langgade (1990–1995)


In the beginning, the world was small.


It consisted of an apartment on Valby Langgade, a courtyard, a swing in the hallway, and a mother who took up more space than everything else put together. My universe was limited by doors whose handles I couldn’t reach, and moods I had no words for yet, but that I could already feel in my stomach.


I was the first.


The year after, Nina came.


We were two little girls in an apartment where it could be both warm and freezing cold without anyone touching the radiators. There were days when Lone was kind. Her voice was soft, and we got juice, hugs, and maybe a trip down to the courtyard.


And then there were all the other days.


In the hallway there was a swing. It was ours. The rope was worn where we held on, and the floor right under the seat had small marks from our feet. It hung from the ceiling on a rope, and we could swing back and forth while the world tilted around us.


One day Lone put an inflatable turtle in the swing. Maybe it was meant as a game. Maybe just because it was lying there. I don’t know. I only remember the feeling.


I got upset.


The swing was mine.


Mine and Nina’s.


I shouted:


“That's my swing!”


It’s one of those stories I can’t clearly remember myself, but that Lone has told so many times that it has been drilled into me. The swing girl. The one who “always made a big deal out of everything.” The one who “played it up.”


The one who “couldn’t share.”


I was a child.


I just wanted something that was mine.


Later came the ear doctor. My ears hurt again. Middle ear infection, they said. A word no one explained to me, but that I quickly learned meant pain. The smell in the doctor’s hallway. Paper-thin white coats. Lone took me there. I mostly remember the sound: a metal tray clinking, a doctor talking grown-up language over my head, and Lone’s hand on the back of my neck. Brief.


Impatient.


After the visit I got pills. Small white pills in a transparent plastic box with a bluish tint. They looked innocent. Lone gave them to me as if it was the most natural thing in the world.


“It’s just medicine. You have to take them.”


She didn’t say what it was. She didn’t say what could happen. Nobody ever explained side effects or doses to me. I just got.


I can still remember how the world went crooked afterwards. Not like when you play and spin around until you fall over.


More like the floor had turned into a hill.


As if everything was slanting. As if I was walking sideways, even when I stood still.


Many years later, I try to find out what kind of drug it was, in old medical records. The answer never appears.


It sounds like a small thing. But when you’re a child, and the world suddenly tips without warning, it leaves a mark.


In the early years, Nina and I went to daycare together. The childminder lived in one of the old, big houses that belonged to Carlsberg. I remember the rooms. The smell of food simmering.


Other children whose names I can no longer bring back. I mostly remember the feeling of being somewhere other than home. There was no one shouting from another room.


It was both a relief and a confusion.


Later, we started at Timotheus Parish kindergarten on Blankavej. I was in the Red Room the whole time I went there.


Nina started earlier than most other children, because Lone wanted her off to daycare. She started in the Green Room first, later the Blue.


I liked my kindergarten.


There were a couple of preschool teachers who meant something to me.


Not because they did anything special, but because their voices were soft, and because their voices didn’t hurt. They asked if I wanted to join. They saw me when I played alone.


For me, that was huge.


One day Lone came to pick us up. She had a man with her. He stood a little behind her, unsure, as if he didn’t know what to do with himself.


Lone introduced him as our father. Erik.


I ran around the kindergarten shouting:


“I have a dad! I have a dad!”


It sounds naive. Almost comical. But for a little girl who had gotten used to a world made up of a mum, a little sister, and a series of changing adult faces, it was a huge thing.


Suddenly there was one more person who was mine.


Whether he was good or bad, I had no idea. I was just happy that he existed.


It never turned into much. His presence in my life stayed brief and hollow.


But that day in the kindergarten, when I ran around shouting, I was happy.


I don’t forget that.


In 1995 we moved. Moving day is very clear in my mind. Boxes that weren’t properly closed. Bags sagging with clothes. A moving company whose name I don’t remember. Lone, more wound up than usual. Nina asking if we were getting new rooms. And me, standing in the middle of it all, trying to understand that everything I knew was going to be swapped for something else.


We moved to Toftebakkevej. Newly built red brick houses with their own entrance and fresh paint on everything.


It looked nice. Proper. Grown-up.


I remember the feeling when I walked in for the first time. That everything was new: floors, ceilings, kitchen, doors.


That nobody had lived there before us.


That I might as well have had “start over” written in big letters inside my head.


Back then I didn’t know that you can move into something that looks new and still bring the old with you. That darkness can be packed into moving boxes and stacked at a new address.


That a mother doesn’t change just because the address does.


Back then I was just a child, stepping into a new apartment and thinking:


Maybe everything will get better now.


It didn’t.


But that is another beginning.
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