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We must take sides. Neutrality helps the 

oppressor, never the victim. Silence 

encourages the tormentor, never the 

tormented. 

-Elie Wiesel 
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Forward   by The Smalley’s 

How do we even 

begin to tell this ...the 

beginning of an end to a 

family’s happiness and 

dreams of a bright 

future filled with hope, 

but never the end of our love for each other? 

How do we put into words our never-ending 

determination to ensure that no other family 

in our world lives the nightmare that we face 

every second of every single day? 

     As of this writing it has been one 

thousand four hundred and seventy-nine 

days since we have seen our son’s smiling 

face, heard his laugh, felt a hug from him. 

May 13th, 2010 will forever be the date 

which marks our family’s greatest loss. The 

date our eleven-year-old son Ty took his 

own life after being suspended from school 

for retaliating against a bully that had been 

picking on him for over two years. 

     The pain and grief our family has 

endured in this time is too great for any of 
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us alone to bear, we barely manage ...and 

that only with the love and support we have 

for each other. That, and the determination 

to keep our boy’s voice alive and bring 

awareness to this world that no other child 

ever be lost to the devastation of bullying. 

    Ty was small for his age. Typical boy 

who loved to hunt, ride his dirt bike and was 

always smiling, always looking for a way to 

make someone else smile and happy. His 

smallness in size was the main reason he 

became a target for bullying, as if we can 

make ourselves grow ...like we can change 

who we were meant to be. The loss of any 

child is the worst pain a parent can imagine. 

The loss of your baby to suicide is a 

devastation no parent can possibly imagine.  

A never waking nightmare. To help 

ourselves to even face each day our family 

decided to fight. 

    Shortly after Ty’s death, a small group 

of 68 high school students who had heard 

about what happened to Ty decided to fight 

too and Stand For The Silent began. We 

heard about what these kids were doing, 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

11 | P a g e  

 

taking a stand against bullying in our son’s 

honor and had to meet them. After that 

meeting, we all decided together that we 

had a world to change. Our mission being to 

raise awareness of bullying and youth 

suicide, along with the devastation it causes 

to lives ...to end bullying for all kids 

everywhere. 

     Laura, Ty’s momma, Jerri Dawn, Ty’s 

sister and myself, Kirk, Ty’s dad quit our 

jobs and began taking Stand For The Silent’s 

message to the world. At this time, we have 

been to 862 schools and spoken to over 

900,000 kids all over the world. We have 

over 300 chapters of SFTS active and 

spreading awareness and fighting beside us 

in their schools and communities to end 

bullying.  

     We have been told that “time heals all 

wounds” Don’t you ever believe that. We 

relive the day our son took his own life 

every day in order to keep this from ever 

happening to another baby. We have been 

told “he is in a better place” ...but he is not 

in our loving arms where he belongs.  So 
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how do you write a story of a loss of this 

magnitude? How do you tell the world of 

your undying love and commitment to a boy 

that will forever be eleven years old due to 

the actions of a bully? It is our families hope 

that within the pages of this book lie that 

answer, that something in this work touches 

your heart and opens your eyes to what 

children all over our world face on a daily 

basis and that in turn, you the reader, are 

inspired to stand with us and help spread 

awareness to your area that bullying of any 

type must end and must end now, before we 

lose another baby.  

After all, we are all “somebody”, we all 

have the right to be who we are ...this world 

isn’t such a large place that we can’t change 

it for the safety of all kids everywhere.  
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Will YOU take a stand? Will YOU help us 

make this change? Will YOU be a part of the 

solution? Will YOU take our pledge to stop 

bullying? 

From this day forward, I promise to respect 

those around me as well as respect myself. 

I am somebody and I can make a 

difference. I can make another feel loved.  

I can be the helping hand that leads 

another back to the path of hope and 

aspiration.  

I will not stand silent as others try to spread 

hatred through my community. Instead, I 

pledge to lift up these victims and show 

them that their life matters. 

 I will be the change because, I AM 

SOMEBODY. 
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Scan the QR Code or click to view “Alone 

With Ty”. This is a mini documentary done 

by Jennifer Jordan and Jenks High School 

shortly after Ty passed away. 

http://youtu.be/cq51vkm8nhQ
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We Will Always Remember by Liz 

& Brad De Vries 

 

 

 

 

There’s nothing quite like the pain of 

losing a child. Brianna was a daughter, a 

sister, a granddaughter, a niece, a cousin 

and a best friend. You never quite grasp the 

concept that you’ll never see her again. It 

never sinks in that you’ll never hear her 

laugh, talk, get married, have children and 

all the other things life has to offer. It is hard 

to accept that all we have left are photos and 

memories.  

Brianna was only 14 when she took her 

own life. She was special, important and 

loved. Brianna was passionate about sports, 

and talented. She loved to surf, she adored 

animals and one of her favorite days of the 

year was Australia Day.  

In Loving 

Memory of 

Brianna De Vries 
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Brianna loved to show that she was 

proud of who she was, and she was 

confident of who she was. We remember all 

the things that made her who she was ...her 

smile, and her tears. But 9 months of 

physical and mental abuse from peers was 

too much, and finally it destroyed that 

confidence. Now those memories are all that 

are left.  

Sometimes they make us all smile, but 

more often than not, they are bitter 

reminders of a beautiful soul that we will 

never see again. She had so much to offer, 

so many things to experience. 

We are forever changed for having had 

her in our life. She left behind two sisters 

and two brothers (one brother who will 

never get to meet her) who miss her with all 

their hearts, but who will always remember 

her and live for her. 
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Greener Pastures by Kathleen 

Greener pastures 
Far off skies 

Where lives no hurt 
And no one cries 

 
Where no one thinks 

Of their self 
And hate is placed 

Upon a shelf 
 

To be viewed 
As a curiosity 
Used by those 

Who could not see 
 

That within us all 
Lies a soul 

We are all part 
Of the Whole. 
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Speaking Up by Donovan 

 
I’ve seen a lot of kids with disabilities 

and autistic kids being picked on and bullied. 

I’ve also seen some of my “friends” picking 

on them.   

When I see this and my friends try to 

come and talk to me, I just ignore them 

because I know that if I say something to 

them it’s not going to be very nice.  The 

reason it makes me so mad is that I have a 

disability called Spina Bifida.  It affects my 

mobility where I walk on forearm crutches 

or ride in a wheelchair while in school.  And 

I’ve been made fun of, and it doesn’t make 

me feel very good.  It makes me pretty mad, 

so I can imagine what it makes them feel 

like.  Even if they have trouble speaking and 

other things wrong with them, they still hear 

what is being said about them, and it has to 

bother them as much as it bothered me.   

I never really thought about how it made 

me feel to hear and see my friends bully 

others with disabilities, but we started 

talking about it in Writing for the Soul 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

19 | P a g e  

 

Workshop™, and I realized that I needed to 

speak up for everyone that has been made 

fun of. 
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What Could I Do?  by Mulexis 

It was me and my best friend Makayla.  

We had been best friends for almost 2 years.  

We met in 8th grade.  Makayla was really 

interesting and cool to talk to.  Our 

friendship was going good, and I enjoyed 

spending time at her house until one day her 

mom and dad got into it because her mom 

didn’t get what he wanted at the store.   

He was yelling at her mom, following her 

from back to the front of the house and he 

wouldn’t stop, so Makayla’s mom tried to 

walk away. Her dad pulled her mom by her 

hair and she fell on the ground.  Then after 

that he just kept hitting her and she was just 

screaming “stop, stop” and we couldn’t do 

nothing but cry and cry.  Finally, we called 

the police. 5 minutes go by and the police 

came and took her Dad.   

The next day he got out of jail, and came 

to the house looking for Makayla’s mom, but 

she wasn’t there. When he didn’t see her, he 

asked us where Makayla’s mom was, and 

Makayla said she didn’t know, and everyone 
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stopped talking and got real quiet.  All of a 

sudden, he hit Makayla in the face and kept 

hitting her.  He beat her so bad she peed on 

herself.  She was screaming “Help me 

Mulexis!” the whole time but I couldn’t do 

nothing but go call the police again.   

So, the police came and took him to jail 

and he was in jail for 2 years, and couldn’t 

be within 300 feet of them and the house. 
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The Real Me by Stacy  

My name is Stacey Vann, I am 41 

years old and I have been bullied since I was 

in elementary school. During these years I 

can remember the children at my school 

teasing me and making fun of me because 

they didn’t like the way I was dressed. 

These kids would torment me by pulling my 

hair, calling me names, and not choosing me 

to play during recess. So, for the most part 

of my younger years, I felt like I was alone 

and had no friends. 

As I have gotten older, the bullying 

has not stopped, and this time around adults 

are bullying me. Each day that I attend 

daycare, I’ve noticed that the people that 

were once nice to me and claimed to be my 

friends are now the people mistreating me 

and bullying me. There is one person that 

tries to pick an argument with me each day 
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because I am a free spirited person. I’m 

always made to feel like everything I do at 

the center is wrong. It hurts my feelings and 

sometimes I cry because I am saddened by 

their actions toward me. Other times I get 

really angry because I am tired of people 

judging me before they get to know me and 

mistreating me. 

I’ve learned that people that bully you 

are not your friends and they do not like 

themselves and that is why they are so 

mean to other people. 

I encourage everyone to tell a friend 

or family member when they are being 

bullied so that the situation does not get 

worse. 
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Unfair by Dahnyel 

I feel it is unfair to bully people with 

disabilities. When I was a kid, I used to get 

teased about my learning disabilities. They 

called me names like slow and retarded, 

stupid, ugly. 

 

When I was in middle school and high 

school, it got worse. They took my lunch 

money and other things from me. When I 

took a semester in Florissant Valley 

Community College, they told me that 

college was not right for me because of my 

learning disability. I wanted to go to college 

so much. This hurt and disappointed me. I 

tried Forest Park Community College and I 

was told the same thing. 

In my everyday life, I see the bullying 

and harassment of disabled people and I 

think, “What a shame. How could people be 
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so cruel and insensitive? Do they not 

understand we are human too?” I think 

something should be done to make people 

more aware of how much the things they say 

and do hurts. If people took the time to 

understand individuals with disabilities, 

maybe things would be different. People 

believe that we are worthless and cannot 

add to society. This is far from the truth. We 

have value. 
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Words Have Power by Bailey  
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Today by Donna Kimbrough 

I am challenged 

    by all of these 

       young faces. 

I see hope, love 

   and all the places 

      that each child can go. 
 

Each one of you 

   can go so far! 

If you can’t reach the moon, 

  ...touch a star! 
 

Let yourself believe 

    that you can do it yourself. 

That God gives you  

   the ability to learn 

 and have great wealth. 
 

Always have faith 

   and believe 

that God will protect 

   you, and you will achieve. 
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Scars That Never Healed by 

Katie 

 

It’s funny how some things that happened 

so long ago can still affect a person today 

like it just happened yesterday. It had that 

much of an impact that it will forever be 

fresh in your mind. And deep down inside, 

you still feel the same as you did before, just 

because that one, life changing event 

occurred. To Aly, Haylee, and Sammy, you 

ruined me. 

In December 2009, my fifth grade class 

had a Christmas Party. It was the day before 

winter break and we were exchanging 

presents. When I arrived home, feeling 

excited to get presents and spend time with 

family on Christmas Day, I logged onto the 

computer. None of my friends and I had 

phones, so we would chat on yahoo 

messenger. I was messaging my best friend 

Aly. I felt like I could trust her with anything. 

We were telling each other what presents 

we received at the Christmas party. I 

jokingly said, "You got a lot more than me." 
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This was a big mistake because she 

immediately replied back with "That’s 

because no one likes you." I thought that she 

was kidding so I replied with, "ha-ha good 

one." After all, I did have friends so 

someone had to like me. All I remember for 

the rest of the conversation was her telling 

me that I was a "h*e," "c*nt," "worthless," 

and "a b*tch."  

I got off the computer because I couldn’t 

take it anymore. My best friend just said 

things I never thought she would. She 

betrayed my trust and tore me apart 

emotionally. I sat in the family room staring 

at the wall filled with loneliness, betrayal 

and hurt. I started to tear up; and that’s 

when my mom noticed that something was 

wrong. When she asked what was wrong, all 

I could do was say, "Mommy, Aly was being 

mean to me on the computer." and I started 

to go into hysterics. 

At the end of the week, two other girls 

decided to do it too. They told me I was 

worthless, no one liked me, I was ugly, and 
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that they feel bad for my parents for having 

to look at me every day. I started to believe 

what they were saying. But they had a 

different reason for bullying me. Their 

reason was that the boy that they liked was 

rumored to like me. So, I remained being 

bullied for weeks.  

All I would do was cry all the time, in my 

mother’s arms wishing that I would die or 

that the bullying would magically disappear. 

I hoped that it was just a dream and once I 

realized that it was real, I fell into a deep 

depression. The girl that was once smiling 

and happy all the time, dancing around with 

her friends, making her family laugh turned 

into the girl that said nothing, kept a 

straight, emotionless face all the time. She 

only smiled when she was with her family, 

and when she wasn’t all that she did was 

cry. That’s all that I could do, was cry. It 

didn’t help anything but I couldn’t help it.  

Every day when I would log on to check 

my email, there would be new messages, 

from them. Of course I looked at them, I was 
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curious to what it said. I hoped that they 

were apologizing, but that was never the 

case. I don’t think they realized how much 

they changed me. Instead of being the bright 

yellow crayon in the crayon box that was 

used to color in the sun; I was the gray 

crayon used to color in the skies on a rainy 

day. My mom tried everything that she could 

so that it would stop. She contacted the 

school, and they made a lousy effort to solve 

the problem. I never wanted to go to school 

because I wanted to avoid any contact with 

them. And this wasn’t even the worst part... 

Those three girls combined their efforts 

to make me miserable. They devised a plan 

that was sure to result in making me feel like 

complete crap. They realized that they 

couldn’t fully torture me until everyone else 

joined in. They told everyone that I was 

mean, and that I bullied them. Now they got 

what they wanted, for everyone to hate me. 

This tore me apart. It was hard to keep 

myself from crying at school every day, but 

somehow, I did it. I kept it in until I got home. 

I only had two friends: Melissa, who went to 
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a different school and Rachel.  

Rachel knew what I was going through 

and tried to make understand that they were 

just unhappy with themselves. A couple 

other people didn’t know what was 

happening, they just thought that I wanted to 

be alone all the time. Rachel stuck up for me 

when they tried to get her to turn on me. 

This, in turn made them bully Rachel. We 

became outcasts and although I felt alone, 

miserable, and desperate for the bullying to 

end I knew that Rachel was there when I 

needed a friend the most.  

After several agonizing months of being 

neglected and being treated poorly they 

finally decided that they should give up. But 

the only reason for them to stop was 

because my mom contacted the principal. 

The principal talked to the whole school 

about why we shouldn’t bully and the 

consequences of it. She also made me and 

my three abusers go to the school 

counselor. They apologized to me and it had 

finally ended. People started to build 
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relationships with me again. I also had to 

build relationships with the people who 

caused me pain for what seemed like 

forever. I visited a therapist every Tuesday, 

to try to find some closure. It did help me 

feel better, and I began to move on. 

Today, Aly and I are close again, Haylee 

and I often talk, and Sammy and I do not talk 

anymore. It is sad for me to admit that 

Rachel and I only talk when we see each 

other in the hall, and it’s only a simple 

"Hello". We drifted apart when we went to 

middle school because we were put into 

separate clusters. My family was also a big 

help in getting better because I knew I would 

always come home to people who loved me 

and wanted nothing for me but the best. If I 

could redo one thing, it wouldn’t be to never 

joke around and say, "You got a lot more 

than me", it would be to ditch Aly and Haylee 

as friends and keep Rachel as a friend. I 

wouldn’t take back the line that started it 

because through this experience I realized 

that true friends stick by your side in a time 

of need, they don’t betray your trust, and 
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they definitely do not intentionally cause 

you pain. I also realized that you need to 

stay strong through every obstacle you 

face, because everything gets better. It may 

be a while before I am that bright yellow 

crayon again, but if I keep that as my goal, I 

will eventually reach happiness again. 
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Help Them   by Taylor W 

This school year has been torture for me. 

I made a best friend and also an enemy. She 

was jealous that I was hanging out with my 

friend so much that she would constantly 

talk about me behind my back and then she 

would exclude me and criticize everything I 

liked, everything I was good at she said she 

was better.  

I cried many times because I felt so alone 

until one day she was putting me down and 

my friend just started to defend me and I felt 

like someone cared. If you ever see 

someone getting bullied, it will make their 

day if you help them. 
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Taking a Stand   by Wayne 

One day I was at school, and these boys 

tried to jump another boy. I went to tell an 

adult, and they tried to fight me. They even 

took my phone. So, I called my mom, and she 

called the police.  

The police came and got the boy, and 

took him home. His mother was furious! She 

didn't raise him like that. I got my phone 

back, but it took standing up for what's right 

and telling an adult. 
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I got Help   by Ahsonta  

One day, I was at school at T.W. Browne 

and I got bullied by a 7th grader. That 

person was talking about me so I went and 

got my big brother.  

He told the bully to leave me alone, and 

he never bullied me again. But then one day, 

when I went to school he had some older 

people try to fight me. I went and told a 

nearby person, and then it never happened 

again. 
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If You Need Me   by Ricky  

People have to stop bulling. Bullying 

really hurts others. When you whisper, 

people think you are talking about them. 

When I see someone getting bullied, 

sometimes I will help them. Sometimes I 

won't help because I don't want to make it 

worse. 

I don't like to see anyone being bullied. 

It's not funny when someone getting bullied. 

I will help someone if they need help. I'm 

somebody you will always think of if you 

need help. 
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On the Bus   by Capri Sun 

Towards the last 2 months of the school 

year, I started riding the bus.  Before I 

started riding it, the bus was calm, boring 

and quiet.  One day we sat in the back of the 

bus, which was supposed to be for juniors 

and seniors.  I’m thinking, “NO! It doesn’t 

matter where you sit on the bus. You’re only 

going to be on for 45 minutes, so just take a 

seat.”  This girl Taylor got on the bus 

ordering people around, and I didn’t like it, 

so I stood up and told her “You are nobody’s 

momma, so sit your butt down!”  My face 

was hot and red.  The next day I gave her a 

really disgusting look.  

I thought it would be cool to talk about 

her.  I was towards the last few seats.  I was 

three seats in front of her and I screamed 

“People should really go visit the dentist 

because their teeth are popping out of their 

mouth!” This girl needed dental work, so 

she knew I was talking about her.  

Everybody that I chill with on the bus 

laughed.  Then my friend Morgan added to 
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it and said “Hey, umm, I need a beaver to 

cut some of my trees down, so you need to 

call me.”  Everybody laughed.   

Later on, I thought about what I said, and 

I realized that I have bad teeth myself, so 

we all aren’t perfect.  It made me feel bad 

that I made fun of her, especially about 

something that I struggled with too. 

The last day of her senior year, I wanted 

to be nice to her, so we talked and became 

friends on Facebook. 
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The Day I Stopped It    by Tyler 

Well my being bullied all started off when 

I was in middle school.  It was this kid named 

Tarrence.  He used to pick on me every day.  

Every one of his friends would laugh and 

encourage him when he did it.  And when he 

did, it was simple things that hurt the worst, 

like pulling the chair out from under me 

when I would start to sit down, or calling me 

a bunch of names to put me down.  He would 

do anything to ruin my day.  The good thing 

was that I only had one class with him.   

Weeks passed with him doing this and it 

pushed me to the edge. I told myself that I 

couldn’t put up with him anymore.  So the 

next day when I went to school and that 

class came around, he tried to bully me, but 

little did he know I was putting an end to it.  

And when he started in, I flipped out and 

started to beat him up. My dad doesn’t 

encourage fighting, but took it easy on me 

because he understood.  I didn’t get in too 

much trouble in school both because the 

teacher liked me, and knew what I went 
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through.  And that was the last time that I 

ever got bullied. 
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New Student by Arica 

Bullying is a big problem. Everyone has 

experienced some part of it. Either being the 

bully, being bullied, or being the by stander 

that sits and watches it. Not everyone does 

things about it. 

At school, people have been bullying 

others, and most of everyone else sits by. 

The students won’t do anything but either 

laugh and walk by or avoid the situation 

completely. They seem scared to get 

involved or afraid to be put in the same 

bullying situation as the person being 

bullied. As of the teachers, they do their 

best to prevent it all. It’s not their fault its 

happening and whenever it does happen 

around them they stop it. But, it doesn’t 

always happen around them. They don’t 

always sit around because the bullies don’t 

want to get in trouble so they go where 

teachers aren’t. 

Recently, we got a new student at school. 

She was really nice. But, people would talk 

about her behind her back and then go and 
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try to be friends with her. They would trip 

her in the halls and knock the books out of 

her hands. They were just mean, and they 

didn’t even have a reason to be. She had just 

gotten there and they were doing things like 

that for no reason. I was here first friend, on 

the first day. I heard people talk and call her 

names before I even saw her.  

I feel like we should have more teachers 

there to watch all the students to protect the 

people being bullied. 
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Bully Free Zone Picture by Rylin 
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My Story by Mariah 

This story started in the 8th Grade.  

There was this new girl, I don’t remember 

her name.  We made fun of her because she 

liked a boy in the class and she was a little 

overweight.   

So, me and my crew just kept on telling 

her that she had a shot, and still kept on 

making fun of her.  She believed what we 

would tell her.  We kept this up for about 

two months until she moved. 

I found out she moved because we were 

making fun of her.  When she moved 

because we bullied her so much, I realized 

we were doing something bad.  I bullied her, 

and then I felt bad because I wasn’t able to 

tell her I was sorry.  My excuse was that I 

was going through foster care, and had no 

idea what I was doing was killing her inside. 

So, don’t bully.  Words can hurt even 

when you don’t realize they do, or you think 

you are having fun. My one piece of advice 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

47 | P a g e  

 

is to think before you say or do anything.  

Thank you for reading my story. 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

48 | P a g e  

 

Don't Harden Your Heart by 

Kathleen 

Don't let the world 
Harden your heart 

For the purpose of being 
Right from the start 

Is to walk in the 
Shoes of your 
Fellow man 

Whatever their language 
Whatever their land 

Whatever their color, 
Caste or creed 

To look with compassion 
Upon their need 

So don't let the world 
Harden your heart 

Let caring for others 
Become your art. 
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The Murder of Innocence by 

Danny  

 

Give me back the eyes of innocence and 
I would tell the tale 

Of intended deeds of gallantry, then to 
you I could regale. 

When I lived in times of purity before 
the living abused my mind. 

And I left it abandoned, surrounded by 
its kind. 

Those times lived but shortly, but in 
them there were sown. 

The seeds of ambition which died 
before fully grown. 

The life span of naivety melted before a 
flame, 

Now it’s too late for them to ever shine 
again. 

Life is the killer, never blushing as it 
kills 

All those smiling children who want to 
cure its ills. 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

50 | P a g e  

 

When I was Younger by Mandy 

 

When I was younger I was raped by my 

dad and older brother.  I also had my head 

split open with an ax.  Because of what I 

went through at home, I was a bully all of 

my school years.  I also saw one of my 

friends get bullied and I didn’t say anything 

about it, because I was told I would get hurt, 

so I kept my mouth shut.  I lost so many 

friends because I would not tell anyone 

when my friends were getting bullied.  When 

I was younger I was told that I would have 

nothing in life.  Then I had both of my kids, 

and they mean the world to me. 
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What Should Happen   by Araejah 

People be hitting on me and push people 

into me. Then they also bully me. But the 

principle still didn’t do anything. They made 

me sad. I think they should be suspended. 
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I Understand   by Christina 

I started volunteering when I was in 

my twenties. I was in a transitions program. 

They said I had to get a job. I tried but there 

were not really any good jobs. I landed a job 

by Six Flags and I was only there for three 

weeks. So, I began to volunteer at my mom’

s job back in 1998 through 2000. 

 

I started to look for a job again and 

found one at the Avenue Clothes Store. I 

worked there from 2001 to 2003. Later, I 

landed a job at the bowling alley as a party 

hostess. While there I began to be bullied by 

the staff. Not only that, they would talk 

about me. They even began to cut my hours. 

I had no choice but to seek out another job. 

 

I found one at the YMCA. They began 

to treat me the same way. It feels like all my 

life I’ve been the victim of bullying and being 
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taking advantage of. I understand how that 

feels, so I’ve dedicated my life to helping 

others with disabilities like me. 
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She Understands Me   by Shannon 

 

I was teased and laughed at because I 

was hard of hearing. I wanted to leave the 

school. I felt like I didn't have any friends at 

all until I started going to Paraquad.  

I made this one nice friend, who is still 

my friend until this day. She does not tease 

me. She understands my disability, and she 

takes time for me. She understands that I am 

hard of hearing. She would like to learn sign 

language.   
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Consequences   by Heaven 

One day this girl Noel was bullied by 

my friend Tay'Ana. She was talking about 

Noel's mother.  

Noel responded by saying that her 

mom had a big nose. The teacher came and 

said that they both needed to stop. She 

called the principal, and they went to the 

office. 

 

Intimidated   by Makiyah 

 

One day, this boy threw his desk 

around the classroom. It was a good thing 

we was out of there! The principle took him 

to the office and then called his mom and 

dad. 
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1st Day of School   by Carrington 

On the first day of school, I was shy 

because I knew everybody from 1st grade.  

I didn’t know what they were going to think 

about me. I didn’t know what to expect.  

I was worried for no reason. It turned 

out to be a great day! We all stayed friends 

the whole year, and we will be friends 

forever. 

Love Carrington 
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Problem Solved   by Gabbie 

One the second week of school, 

everyone was getting bullied. I was sad 

because I thought I was next to get bullied. 

I said, “I’m not going to get bullied.” I 

thought about that all day long. When school 

was over, I rushed to the car. I got in the car 

and told my momma what was happening. 

My mom told me to tell the principal. I told 

her, “I don’t wanna be a snitch.” She told me, 

“Gabbie, it’s not called snitching.” I said, 

“Yes ma’am. I will tell the principal.”  

The next day, I walked in and told the 

principle. The principle asked, “What’s 

going on?” I told her that a lot of people 

were getting bullied and that I was next. She 

asked, “How do you know that?” 

“Because I don’t have any friends to 

cover me.”  
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“You will make some, and you will not 

get bullied.” I said, “Okay.”, and left the 

office. That day was early release. I didn’t 

get bullied that day and I knew that the 

principle handled it. I got in the car and told 

my mom. My mom said, “That’s great. See 

how if you let an adult handle it, they will fix 

the problem?” 
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The Golden Rule   by Za’Niya 

You are not supposed to be a bully 

because they are mean, and they hit 

people.  

They do not know much pain they 

cause. And they supposed to treat other 

people how they want to be treated. And 

they are supposed to be nice and they 

supposed to take turns with people and 

share with people. 

The end.  

Love Za’Niya 
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Besties   by Rayanna 

 It was a regular day in elementary, 

but something about this day was sad. We 

got a new student, and her name was 

Kristina. She was like every other child in 

the school, but still unique because she 

didn’t talk to anyone. 

 Once we transferred to our home 

room, she was stopped by three girls. Two 

of them were taller than her, and one was 

almost her height. They asked her where 

did she transfer from, but she didn’t answer. 

She was simply too shy to talk, but they 

thought she was ignoring them so they 

pushed her in the room.  

 There were no other people helping 

her to find a seat, so I offered her the seat 

beside me. She sat next to me, and I asked 

her, “What’s your name?” She wrote it down 

and it was pretty so I complemented her. 

She told me that was her first compliment 

that day. 
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 Each day I stood up for her, and each 

day she would talk to me. Soon we became 

besties. 
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Looking Back   by Brandi 

Hello, my name is Brandi and I am a 21-

year-old mother. When I was in junior high 

I was bullied to the point of trying to take 

my life. All I thought was if I was gone the 

pain would be gone. No one would have 

anyone to pick on. My hair style, the way I 

dress, the fact that I didn't know how to 

make myself pretty enough wouldn't matter. 

I’d be gone. No one would care. I had tried 

hanging myself in a closet with a belt I had 

taken from my parent’s room. All that was 

going through my mind was it's almost over 

...almost. When I finally let go the pole 

broke. I sat and cried. Why?? Why did it not 

work? Why was I still here? 

I sat until my parents came home. I 

wanted to tell them my problems but I was 

afraid of the judgment. Afraid they would be 

disappointed. I was alone and scared. I 

remember if they made me sad or angry id 

hide under my bed and cut my arms. Not 

deep because I was wimpy but until a little 
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blood would come out and I'd watch it flow. 

Just watch the pain flow away.  

My parents had no idea what was going 

on until I left high school and I finally had a 

breakdown. If it wasn't for my friend Anna, 

I don't know how long I could've taken it. 

She would cheer me up. Tell me I was going 

to be ok. She would take me to stay over all 

the time just to get away!! Till this day I 

have a hard time looking in the mirror at 

myself. But my daughter keeps me going.  

It has come to my attention that my 

younger sister who is a freshman, is going 

through this and is being bullied. As well as 

my younger brother who is 9 years old. He 

has come home and told my parents he has 

repeatedly been pushed or punched because 

he is different. I have caught him multiple 

times hitting himself and saying he wishes 

he was gone. He wishes he could die. To see 

him go through this at the age of 9 scares 

me. He is young and he doesn't know what 

lies ahead. Soon he will be in Jr. High then 

High School. It will only get worse. I do not 
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want to lose him like I have lost so many to 

this problem.  

It was not stopped when I was in school 

and is not now. Kids are scared to say 

something because if they do it only gets 

worse. I have had 5 friends in 5 years take 

their lives because of bullying and it is 

something I take close to heart.  

As a mother, I now understand the love 

for a child and I cannot dream of her going 

through this or let her go through this. 

Because if I lose my daughter, sister, 

brother, or one of my many cousins, or 

friends, who go to school hurt themselves 

because of bullying I cannot help but blame 

myself for not helping or letting them know 

that I am here and I understand the pain. I 

want to help Lubbock take a stand against 

bullying and make it safe so when my 

daughter starts school I can feel 

comfortable and at ease. One day I will 

succeed and start a campaign. One day I will 

help many others overcome the feeling of 

hurt. One day I will help others know how 

wonderful and special they are. I will never 
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let them feel unwanted. I am a survivor and 

I made it through. I am a survivor and I will 

always be me, happy, successful, a mother, 

and beautiful. 
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Words Hurt by Courteney 

Words hurt like stabbing knives. 

Haunting you to the point where you start 

to lose your pride. 

Soon, all you can do is cry. 

Tears flow down your face without your 

control. 

You try to ignore the things people are 

saying but the laughter continues to grow. 

Words hurt like the sting of a bee. 

The hateful slurs are all you hear, yet the 

truth isn’t clear. 

You try to run and hide, feeling that there 

is no one by your side. 

Words hurt, Words hurt. 
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What I Think About Bullying by 

Andrea 

Bullying.  What is there to say about it? 

There are lots of things! For one, it’s not a 

good thing even if you’re the one being 

bullied, or if it is someone else being bullied.  

If you see it, find the nearest adult.  Don’t 

just let it happen.  If an adult is bullying a 

kid, tell a different adult.  If you are being 

bullied, do the same thing and tell an adult.  

It doesn’t’ matter it it’s a teacher, a mom or 

dad or someone else in your community.  

Just tell an adult.  If it continues, tell a 

different adult.  Tell SOMEONE.  

If you are the one who is bullying, stop 

and think for a minute.  Put yourself in the 

other person’s shoes.  You don’t know what 

could be happening at home for them.  Think 

about the fact that their parents could be 

divorced or could have lost their jobs.  

Maybe their parents don’t have enough 

money to put food on the table.  Just stop 

and think because you don’t know what that 

person is going though.  Bullying is not OK, 
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it’s not a good thing.  Bullying happens 

every day, all around the world.  Be a friend, 

not a bully. 
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What happened to me by Amanda 

When I was a freshman, I had come to the 

mental acceptance that nobody in my school 

liked me. I was teased, every single day. I 

didn't want to go on. 

One day as I was walking home on the 

train tracks, about 30 feet from my house. 

Three large kids -about 20 years old had 

begun to beat me violently. They knocked 

me down, and smashed my face into the rails 

where the train wheels’ roll. Right as I 

floated out of consciousness, a girl from my 

school caught my eye. She was laughing and 

telling me that I deserved it. 
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My School won’t help by Faith 

My bullying story started in my 8th grade 

year and I am now going to 10th grade. It 

started in November 2013, when this boy 

was sexual molesting and assaulting me. 

And I got tired of it so I told on him and when 

he came back from suspension they put him 

back in my class and he started bullying me 

and everyone else did too. They would call 

me names, threaten to beat me up, threaten 

to kill me, push me in busy streets, pull me 

hair, punch me, hit me, and more. I had many 

court cases against them and they still did 

not stop.  

Then I got a protection order against the 

boy who sexually molested me and harassed 

me. And when I got to 9th grade it didn't stop 

they started on my sisters. My high school 

does absolutely nothing about this and it 

won't stop! 

#StandForTheSilent 
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No Bullying Zone Picture by 

Nicholas 
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Life Goes On by Dakota 

I think I will start with my most common 

memory of somebody bullying me.  It was a 

Tuesday in the summer of 2010 and I was 

having a wonderful day.  In fact, it was the 

best day of the year.  But then the wonderful 

day ended and it was time for bed, so of 

course, I went to bed.   

I woke up to the sound of thunder.  My 

mom’s boyfriend came in the room, which I 

thought was an odd thing for him to do, right 

before he ripped me out of bed and slammed 

me on the floor.  I was hoping he was just 

drunk and didn’t know what he was doing, 

but then my mother walked in and I knew 

better.  This was my weekly beating I would 

get for being a useless beast of a son with 

no brains.  Together, they kicked me and hit 

me in the face and in the stomach and then 

in the face again.  I begged them to stop, but 

it went on for what felt like eternity.  Then 

they threw glass jars at me.  I wondered how 

they could do it, as I felt the pieces of glass 

in my back.  I started laughing with hysteria, 
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so they kicked me harder than before.  I felt 

hopeless that it would end, and then it 

suddenly stopped.  I just wanted to die; I 

asked them to finish what they had started.  

Instead, they just dragged me outside and 

left me to cry in the rain for about two hours 

before they brought me in and put me on the 

couch.  I fell asleep to the sound of the rain.   

The moral of the story is that life goes 

on, and you should never let anything get in 

your way.  If I can survive this, you can 

survive too. 

They Don’t Know Us by Shandi 

I feel bad when people point at us. 

When we go out with our friends to the mall, 

they talk about us behind our back. If they 

don’t have nothing nice to say, then they 

shouldn’t say anything at all. They really 

don’t know anything about us, or how it feels 

to be ourselves. 
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One Tuesday Morning by Kailisa 

It all started one Tuesday morning when 

me and my friend Maddie were doing a 

partner project. This girl in my class 

Dontrice kicked me in my back three times, 

turned and then ran. I felt so hurt.  

I decided to tell the teacher. When I told 

the teacher, she seemed really surprised. I 

told her not to say anything to Dontrice 

because I thought that Dontrice would bully 

me more. I wanted to cry and I had a 

migraine for the rest of the day.  

When I got home, I told my mom what 

happened. I’d been waiting to tell somebody 

what happened, and after I told my mom ...I 

busted out crying!  

The next day I found out that my teacher 

told Dontrice, and I was so disappointed. We 

had to go to the councilor that evening. 

When we got there, Dontrice got in trouble. 

Because she said that I hit her, we never 

talked again. 
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Finally Accepted by Elizabeth 

The bullying started when I was just 7 

years old. That was the first year that the 

other kids realized I was different from 

them. Everything was fine until I received 

an invite to be tested for my school’s gifted 

program. In such a small district, the news 

spread shortly. The week after the test a 

fellow classmate began purposely pushing 

the papers off my desk. The teacher made 

this classmate write me a letter of apology 

but that didn’t stop the bullying from her or 

other classmates. 

I’ve always been different. Growing up, I 

never enjoyed popular music, instead opting 

to listen to Oldies music such as The 

Beatles, Bob Dylan, etc.  

My classmates would harass me about 

my music options on a daily basis. So, I 

decided to change who I was to hopefully fit 

in with my classmates. I started listening to 

groups such as N’Sync and acting like I 

didn’t listen to Oldies music. It didn’t help. 

My teeth were imperfect and I was a classic 
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chubby adolescent so the bullies harassed 

me about my teeth and my weight. The 

stress from the bullying became too much 

and eventually I began pulling out my hair 

just to cope. 

The bullying became increasingly worse 

in middle school. When changing clothes for 

P.E. the other girls would accuse me of 

ogling them in the locker room, called me a 

faggot and insisting that I must be gay. I 

began getting dressed behind a shower 

curtain just to stop the taunts. I was teased 

for not being athletic. Due to my asthma, I 

couldn’t run as far or as fast as many of my 

other classmates. I attended church camp 

with many of my fellow classmates. The 

taunts did not stop there and, honestly, 

church camp was the last place I would have 

expected to be bullied. One cabin mate 

accused me of watching her get dressed 

when I wasn’t even looking at her. A camp 

counselor was present and I begged her to 

make my bully stop. The camp counselor 

simply shut her eyes and pretended to 

sleep.  
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I didn’t think the bullying could get much 

worse from high school, but it did. By high 

school I was completely ostracized by my 

classmates. The only contact I had with my 

fellow students was when they would push 

me against my locker when I was in the 

hallway. Otherwise, I walked alone and ate 

lunch alone. I wasn’t the only bullied either. 

I witnessed as classmates bullied our 

science teacher. I felt for him, but as a 

fellow bullying victim I was afraid to speak 

up for fear the taunts would turn to me. I 

attended summer school at a local high 

school because my parents thought if I didn’t 

get bullied as much there that I could just 

transfer into a new district. I was treated no 

different and these summer school 

classmates didn’t even know me that well. I 

was bullied because they assumed I was gay 

simply because I am not very feminine. 

Finally, by the second semester of my 

sophomore year my parents withdrew me 

from school and I transferred to a new high 

school over 2000 miles away. Finally, I 

found a place where I fit in and could finally 
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not be afraid to show who I really was. My 

classmates knew I had unique 

idiosyncrasies and they didn’t care. In fact, 

they loved my differences and embraced 

them. I finally was being treated like a 

human. I don’t know where I would be now 

if I hadn’t transferred to such a wonderful 

high school. 

I do think being bullied has informed my 

career choice. I want to work for a nonprofit 

as a policy analyst or community organizer 

and continue fighting for the underdog. To 

all the children out there who are currently 

being bullied, stay strong. You are 

somebody and it will get better. Stay 

focused. I was bullied for a majority of my 

school career and now I am a graduate 

student of Public Administration. It is not 

your fault that you are being bullied. Don’t 

change who you are either. The people who 

truly like you won’t care what clothes you 

wear or what music you listen to. Life will 

get better for you, I promise! You just have 

to pull through the difficult times. 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

79 | P a g e  

 

Dear Mrs. Wade by Kane 

You get on my nerves. You are lazy when 

it comes to bullying. There is bullying in our 

school every day. That is why we had three 

suicide attempts and one suicide, and it was 

just last year. You could have saved Ame, 

Christian, Kaleisha, and Pashime, especially 

Ame. 

 She died all because you let them junior 

jocks talk about raping her and calling her a 

slut because she got pregnant.  

You make that school look like crap. No 

wonder we don’t have as many sponsors as 

we had this year.  
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When I Get Picked On by Tayln 
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A Silent Cry by C.L.S 

Behind every smile, every tear, 

Behind every person’s fake disguise is 

someone nobody knows, 

The real emotions wrecked, broken, tore 

down. 

Struggling to be recognized and not judged. 

Everyone has a story, 

But not everyone has the strength to be 

bold and spill their feelings on the floor 

hoping not to be stepped on by the 

unconsidered jerks. 

Here’s my story. 

The biggest fear of my life is to just keep 

being hurt by the one’s I love. I know what 

to do to stop being hurt but my love gets in 

the way of my strength and I believe 

everyone on this earth can relate. I am the 

kind of person that will walk up to a stranger 

and strike a conversation, just like I knew 

that person for years.  I’m also that kind of 

person who is an open book, but behind all 

that I am broken trying to heal myself.  
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I feel so fake that I am scared to come 

out and be myself. I cry all the time, wiping 

away my tears so no one see’s the weak 

side of this strong girl I pretend to be. 

Nobody cares unless you’re pretty, rich or 

dead. 

I know what you’re expecting, you’re 

expecting me to have this BIG secret, or a 

dark twisted childhood, but you’re wrong. I 

am just a victim of something that is 

happening all over the world, something that 

takes the lives every day of young and even 

older people. For some reason, everyone 

chooses just some examples to make a big 

deal out of it and the rest of us just go silent. 

“Sometimes bullies are your friends and 

very rarely do bullying prevention tips 

acknowledge this fact or what to do about 

it.”  -Rosalind Wiseman 

 Bullying is happening all over the place 

and has been forever. I am victim of 

bullying. You hear of bullying in schools and 

cyber bullying and what toll it takes. It 

causes mental disturbances, lack of 
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socialization, and the worse of all, can lead 

to suicide.    

Worst of all, bullying can be caused by 

the ones you trust the most! I was bullied by 

my whole school, kids I didn’t know, 

teacher’s, authority figures, my family 

member’s and my “friends”. It turned me 

into a piece of crap that doesn’t feel as 

though she belongs here.  

I was strong enough to leave and go to a 

new school and it helped. Everyone was 

very nice and helpful but it took me years to 

leave, I had to wait until I was of age 

because my parents thought it was the best 

to stay and not “run away“from the hurt.  

If your child comes home and continually 

telling of you how she or he feel’s and you 

go to the school all the time because of the 

way she or he is being treated over the 

years and there is no change, believe them 

and transfer them or home school them. Do 

something because they may do something 

I tried many times over the years, no parent 

wants to hear, they might kill themselves 
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thinking it’s the best way from the pain. 

People only start analyzing the problem 

once a young teen has taken their life.  

So, do your job as a proper figure of 

authority and show them that bullying is not 

right! Be the bigger person. It always starts 

from home. Just think the bully is the victim 

themselves just prying on the weak. I know 

that because I turned into a bully. Me, 

someone who was bullied, turned into a 

bully. Being in charge made me feel like I 

was finally in control. It’s not right, no one 

should go through this. 

Leo Tolstoy said, “Everyone thinks of 

changing the world, but no one thinks of 

changing himself.” The first step of 

changing something is to start within 

yourself. A smile or a shoulder to cry is a 

step up. If you see something about 

someone you don’t like shut your mouth 

don’t say it out loud, which could save a life 

or make somebody’s day.  Just stand up and 

be a bigger person. If you’re a victim of this 

cruel thing called bullying just remember, 
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life goes on and you’re the stronger person 

and you lived today. 

Just take a moment and remember people 

everywhere are struggling and screaming 

that silent cry. 
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Getting It Out by Conner 

For years I’ve been bullied, saw bullying, 

and sometimes bullied others.  The worst 

time I was bullied was at school in Kansas 

City.  I kept getting kicked, and hit and 

punched in the private area, but I was afraid 

to tell anyone, because I was afraid I would 

get beat more.  Every day, I would get the 

stuffing beat out of me, and I was scared.   

When I would get home, I would get beat 

again by my mom, and my dad wasn’t around 

anymore.  My mom would pick me up by my 

neck and throw me at my bed and beat me.  

All I wanted to do was beat her back.   

For years I got beat until I finally told the 

principal at the school.  The principal called 

social services and I got shipped to foster 

card, and never got to see that scary person 

again.  I am glad because she won’t beat me 

again.  It feels good to get this out.  
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Stop Bullying Picture by Chloe 
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No More Bullying by Savaya 

Sometimes I’ve been a bully. It’s not fun 

to see other people get their feelings hurt. 

When they hurt, I hurt. I’m not going to do 

that bully thin anymore. I’m stopping.  
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Scars of My Soul by Kathleen 

 

Every time I've hurt someone 
It comes back to my mind 
And I wonder how I could 
Be so cruel and so blind. 

 
Be it friend or foe, 

Four-legged or two, 
I will regret it always 
With wishes to undo. 

 
The hurt we cause to others 
Leaves scars upon the soul 

Even if we don't realize 
They begin to take their toll. 

 
So my friend I say 

Be careful, wise and true 
So the scars of the soul 

Do not come to you. 
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Bully by Tyler 

 

When I went to school, I was bullied, but 

I did not like it.  I asked if he would stop, but 

he would not stop.  So, I told the teacher, 

and after that, we became friends.  We did 

everything together.  One day, he decided 

to bully me again.  Last, we were friends and 

he said he would never bully me again.  You 

should do what is right. 
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Don’t Let Them Stop You by 

Samantha 

It’s hard growing up for anyone. It’s even 

harder when you feel like you have no 

friends. I was overweight and even obese 

for most of my childhood. I was in fact “the 

fat girl”. When I was young and in 

elementary school I remember my friends 

asking me to run with them to try to help me 

lose weight. It wasn’t bullying, but it hurt to 

know they noticed and even believed 

themselves that I needed to lose some 

pounds.  

Around third grade I began to notice that 

people would drift away from me in lines and 

stray from me on the playground. The older 

I got, the worse it got. Kids began to call me 

fat, gross, even ugly. They would make the 

stereotypical ground shaking noises and 

yell, “Earthquake!” whenever I got up to 

walk anywhere. Never once did someone 

stand up for me or say something to one of 

these kids. The worst part of bullying, to 

me, is not necessarily what is said or done, 
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but having to take it all alone and not once 

be stood up for. The feeling of loneliness 

that hits me when I look in a crowd when 

being bullied and not seeing one friendly 

face is one that has to be experienced and 

could never truly be described. 

One of my most memorable moments 

was while standing in line in the seventh 

grade. I was standing in line and in front of 

me was a group of guys. I could see them 

whispering and glancing at me. After a few 

moments, the guy from the group that was 

immediately in front of me made a disgusted 

face, scooted away from me, and they all 

laughed. No one said a word and no one 

offered a kind word.  

By the time I was a freshman in high 

school I had taken up drugs and self-harm. 

My plan to solve all of it was to have gastric 

bypass. I had the surgery September of my 

freshman year. One of my only two best 

friends was mad because I had the surgery 

saying that, “It’s not really necessary and 

it’s the easy way out.” The sad truth of all 

of it is that it was a way out of obesity, but 
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not bullying. I lost 100lbs and I was still the 

ugly, fat girl. The ground shaking noises, the 

avoidance, all of it was still there. It 

happened again and again and again. I was 

miserable and in counseling, still self- 

harming, still doing drugs, and even 

contemplating suicide. 

However, this story is not hopeless and I 

pray no one else’s story is either. I 

graduated high school. I am in college. I 

have a job. I also have a very loving family 

and I have friends that support me every 

step of the way. Most of all I’m learning to 

love myself for who I am and not who those 

people made me out to be. I won’t lie and 

say that the hateful words stop when you 

grow up because they don’t, but there is a 

way to cope with it all. I made it out and 

found a life for myself and so can everyone 

else who goes through bullying. It takes 

some effort and you have to learn that 

people’s opinions can hurt, but they don’t 

define you and you have to remind yourself 

of that. The worst thing you can do is let 

someone’s words or actions keep you from 
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living your life or chasing your dreams, and 

I pray that none of you cut your precious 

lives short because in spite of hate life goes 

on.  
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My Cousin was the Bully by 

Vanessa 

I have a cousin named Pearl that makes 

me feel upset.  We were friends, until one 

day she kicked me in the leg, and lied about 

it.  She keeps on using excuses that can 

never be true for that situation at all.  

Sometimes I talk to her, but most of the 

time, I just ignore her.  She can never seem 

to quit talking to me.  I keep telling her to 

stop, but she never quits talking.  I have no 

idea why she keeps doing it, all I know is 

that she keeps talking to me and I refuse to 

answer. 
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It Started in February by Ariya  

It all started in Mid-February when a lot 

of people tried to fight me. I was walking 

home from school and I saw a group of 

people coming toward me. A boy walked 

past me and said they are going to try and 

fight you so leave now.  

As I started walking, more people 

approached me and told me to go into the 

library so I wouldn’t have to fight. So, I went 

into the library and called my father and he 

came to get me.  

The following week the students 

returned to my school and repeatedly tried 

to fight me. I went and told adults I side of 

the school, but day after day it continued. 

Shortly, after a while my parents finally 

went to the boarder of education and talked 

to the superintendent of all the public 

schools and talked to him.  

Shortly after, at the end of each school 

day there was a school security guard at 

every corner of the school. After that day, 
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no one has said anything to me about that 

day.  
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Bullying by Olivia  

It was a hot summer day at our school. 

Matthew and Taylianna were playing chess 

and Matthew won. He was bragging so bad 

that he kicked Taylianna. 

Taylianna told. I was a witness so 

Matthew got in trouble and he had to 

apologize. It made me sad in the beginning 

and happy in the end.  
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It Gets Better by Danny  

When I was about seven or eight years 

of age, a boy, some three or four years older 

than I and much bigger, snatched my prized 

‘Davy Crockett’ hat from my head and ran 

off with it. I chased after him, grabbed him 

by the shoulders, spun him around and 

landed two punches. One landed squarely on 

his nose, which then bled, and I retrieved my 

hat. Neither he, nor his friends, ever 

bothered me again. 

From that early age I grew up a very 

self-reliant person, never asking anyone to 

fight my battles for me. I became, at both my 

Junior School and at Grammar School, the 

defender of the bullied, willingly standing up 

against many on behalf of those less strong. 

That attitude of complete confidence stayed 

with me throughout my varied life, even 

carrying me through the fights that I lost, 

but it was shattered eight years ago in 

London. 

I am a licensed London taxi driver and 

was at work that fateful day, stopped at a 
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red traffic light when a van ran into the side 

of my cab. Although I was admitted into St. 

Thomas’s Hospital and kept there for a time, 

it was not the physical injuries that troubled 

me in the next three and half years, it was 

from mental pain that I suffered. I was 

clinically diagnosed as having Post 

Traumatic Stress Disorder, seeing a 

multitude of psychiatrists, psychologists, 

physiotherapists as well as a neurologist 

and, of course, my general practitioner. 

One thing that I never told any of those 

professionals was that at the time of the 

accident I saw death, and heard it speak. 

Having been a Police Officer I knew that 

I had to give my name at the scene of the 

accident, and it was with this on my mind 

when I saw that apparition. As I was trying 

to get out of my cab I saw a bright white 

light with an indistinguishable face in the 

center. The voice said to me, “You don’t 

have to bother, I already know your name.” 

What frightened me from telling this, at all 

the therapy sessions I attended, was the 

stigma of suffering from a mental disorder 
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that would, I imagined, been diagnosed 

worse had I of done so. I kept it a secret, 

but it bothered me. 

I had many sessions of Cognitive 

Behavior Therapy, (CBT) whilst on 

prescribed medicine never, as I say, telling 

the full truth, but it was one question in 

particular that made me sit-up and think: 

“If your car was scratched, would you 

throw it away?” 

That was me. I was scratched but wanted 

to end it all by throwing my life away. I had 

seriously thought along those lines. The 

realization that not all was worthless about 

myself slowly led to a recovery, via three 

months of sheer hell coming off an addiction 

to pain killers. It was either that, or 

morphine for the rest of my life the 

neurologist told me. I saw countless 

psychiatrists, as antidepressants were 

prescribed in varying degrees of dosage. I 

saw private psychologists, some, I’m sure, 

interested more in money than cure. 

Through it all my doctor was my 
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professional pillar of strength, as was all 

that I saw in the good old National Health 

Service, and it was she, and those, who got 

me on the course of Eye Movement 

Desensitization Routine (EMDR) that helped 

to cured me. 

I don’t believe that it was purely 

medication or therapy that led to recovery, 

but a combination of both certainly helped, 

along with the acceptance that life had 

changed. What did it for me was finally 

coming to terms with my vulnerability. I was 

not superhuman after all and could not walk 

through walls, but I could fight this sickness. 

I did, and I won. If I can, then so can you! 

I have come across many people who 

suffer as I did, and it’s that stigma that 

sometimes holds us back from admitting that 

we need help to recover. Talking is a cure, 

not simply comparing ourselves with others, 

each pain is separate; purely personnel and 

hurting. Each day, trying to do what could 

not be done yesterday helps. Believe you 

can do it, and eventually you will. 
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Joining social groups is a huge task to 

come to terms with, but it will help. Ones 

that share an interest of yours, be it reading, 

knitting or talking about films, anything that 

you can involve yourself in. The internet 

may seem imposing, but it’s full of people 

who are searching for peace of mind, and 

others to communicate with.  

Blogging is another way to connect. 

Don’t worry about grammar or spelling, and 

don’t worry about saying silly things, just 

get out there and mingle. Let others help 

you to restore your faith in your own ability. 

There is no overnight cure for 

depression nor anxiety, but you will come 

through it. It will be you who drags yourself 

to recovery. On the other side of those dark 

forbidding days is not utopia, that doesn’t 

exist, real life awaits with all the problems 

that brings. You have been to hell and lived 

through it, what can life throw at you now? 

Have you been sad long enough? Get 

better; and rejoice that you are on the road 

to being well again. Good luck to you. 
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It’s not Cool by Ariana 

Bullying isn’t cool! Many people get 

bullied but I usually don’t see it. There 

should be more teachers watching students 

while outside or inside. But I think teachers 

usually don’t even care! They usually just sit 

there and watch or ignore and keep doing 

what they’re doing. There isn’t really 

bullying that I know but it’s really helpful to 

know and help others. To that’s all about 

bullying. 
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I Stopped a Bully by Payton 

I was out on the playground, and I saw 

another kid getting bullied.  I started to go 

help him, and before I could get there, he 

was pushed down.  I went over and helped 

him, and we took care of the problem.   
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About Bullying by Marian J 

Bullying is bad.  I used to bully people 

because I thought it was cool, and I was 

going through some hard times.  I stopped 

bullying others, and sometimes now I get 

bullied.  Bullying is not cool.  People do it 

because they think it’s cool and they are 

crying for help and nobody knows. Words 

are just words, they mean nothing to the 

bully, but it hurts the person that is being 

bullied. Don’t bully people and hurt their 

feelings so that they hurt themselves. 
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I Was a Bully Once by Clyde 

Being bullied is like get hit or abused by 

your family.  Kids want to kill themselves 

because they are bullied.  If you are a bully 

and you are reading this, I hope that crosses 

your mind, and you change your life.  If you 

see someone being bullied, you can go tell 

someone, or help them.  If you are bullying 

someone, please stop because it won’t get 

you anywhere.   

I was a bully once, and I am sorry for 

everyone that I ever bullied.  I hope they can 

forgive me. 
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The Story of My Life by Zarah 

I can’t help it, but all I can think about 

right now is dying. I feel sad, lonely and like 

nobody cares. I feel that everyone would be 

happier without me, like I’m just nothing but 

a waste of space consuming oxygen that 

people more important than me need.  

I was pushed around and shoved by 

people I knew would never love me. Every 

time they saw me their eyes were full of 

hatred and mine full of tears. The days got 

worse and worse the urge to die got 

stronger. Even though I moved schools my 

depression was strong and caused me to 

self-harm. The cuts got deeper and deeper 

and deeper. I am afraid if I stop harming that 

I would be flooded with suicidal thoughts 

again. Some people to this day still don’t 

think I have any emotion and hurt me.  

I feel alone in this world. There’s no one 

to trust, no one to go to for help and 

absolutely no one that will love me. 

Surprisingly I’m still alive but I can feel 

myself slowly going under.  
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If I never got bullied I bet I would have 

never ended up like this, I’d be a normal 

happy child with good friends and not the 

quiet depressed kid that has scars. I guess 

that I just don’t fit in. I’m just and angel that 

wants to return back to heaven. 
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Tell an Adult by Natalie 

Hello, I’m Natalie.  If you were a bully, or 

you are a bully, QUIT!  Lots of kids have 

hurt themselves because of what you do. 

  If you were bullied, please don’t hurt 

yourself.  I was bullied when I was 9 years 

old, trust me, I know what it feels like.  It 

hurts a lot.  They call you names, they do 

lots of mean things, but I am telling you, 

don’t hurt yourself because of it.  You can 

get through it.  I know it might be scary.  I 

know you might think they are going to hurt 

you worse.  Tell an adult, it will help.   

My friends were all bystanders, except 

one friend named Lane.  I was scared my 

bull was going to hurt me, but he convinced 

me to tell an adult.  I was so scared I almost 

cried, but I just wanted it to end.  Because I 

had the courage to say something, I was 

never bullied again.  Don’t be a bystander, 

don’t just take it, tell an adult! 
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Cruel Kids Don’t Win by Michelle 

Kids can be cruel ...really cruel.  

Especially when you have interesting 

features or that “something” that makes you 

a little different.  Having that “something” 

can make you feel like you are wearing a 

neon sign that says “Pick on me.  Make fun 

of me. Bully Me.” As bad as it stings to be 

bullied, it’s even harder when EVERYONE 

laughs, then it feels like that neon signed 

turned into a spotlight, and you are onstage 

alone. 

I still don’t think about my years in Junior 

High.  Even though the memories are from 

long ago, the pain is still fresh.  When I think 

about it, I can still feel the heat rise into my 

neck and face, and tears stinging the back 

of my eyes, just like then. 

I can still feel my frustration and 

embarrassment, chasing after the boys that 

took my glasses, trailing after them trying 

to get them back while they ran up and down 

the hall, making fun of me, and mimicking 

me.  And I still feel the hurt when no one, 
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not the teachers, not the ones who called 

themselves my friends, would stand up for 

me, or help me.  They too just laughed as I 

stumbled around. 

What made the whole situation even 

tougher was that I LOVED school.  I was 

smart, I was talented, and I loved to learn. I 

was nice to anyone that needed my help, 

always willing to share.  None of that 

mattered to the boys that tormented me.  

The place I loved became a prison.   

It always happened at the end of my 

absolute favorite class, which was choir.  

The boys that tormented me were also in my 

choir class, and the class time was right 

before lunch.  This meant my daily torment 

started as soon as the lunch bell rung, and 

fully bloomed while the teachers were 

distracted with long lunch lines and 

adolescents clamoring for some attention.  

Somehow, the teachers always missed the 

spectacle of me – chasing after my 

tormenters, begging for my glasses, begging 

to just be left alone. My favorite class 

became my most dreaded. 
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And while choir class was where the pain 

started, it also became the place of my 

redemption.  I was good at singing …better 

than most of the class, and way better than 

the boys who tormented me.  The solace I 

found to get me through was by constantly 

reminding myself that they were just jealous 

of me; that they made fun of me because I 

was better and had something they didn’t.   

As the years have gone by, I have 

experienced other types of bullying, and 

found that what I experienced in Junior High 

was ultimately true of bullies everywhere. 

People who feel they are weak, or feel they 

are lacking will often find someone to bully 

so they can feel better about who they are.  

People will try to shift their feelings of 

inadequacies to others.  That kid that says 

you are fat is being told at home that she is.  

That kid who says you are stupid is 

struggling to understand things that are 

easy for you.  The kid that makes fun of your 

appearance cringes every time he looks in 

the mirror.  
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I have learned that my worth comes from 

me, not from what other people say about 

me.  At the end of it all, those that bully will 

ultimately lose, and if you can just hang on, 

you will emerge from the fray stronger, 

better, and victorious.  Not only can you 

survive after being bullied, you can thrive. 
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Bullying by Jestiny  

One time I got bullied in the 3rd grade. 

Lamont called me a name that I did not like 

and I cried so hard that my face turned red. 

I was getting ready to hit him, but I didn’t 

know that someone was telling on him as I 

was about to hit him. The teacher walked up 

and stopped my hand. I’m glad she did 

because I would have been just like him. 

That was it.  
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Stop Bullying Now Picture by 

Elaine 
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Why I Stopped by Dominic 

I go to the middle school in my home 

town in Missouri.  I used to be a bully.  I 

remember the first time, this kid was at his 

locker, and he had this little smelly thing in 

it to make his locker smell good.  I told him 

to give it to me, but he said no.  I got really 

mad and I started to push him around and he 

was getting upset.  I started calling him 

names.  He tried to go tell a teacher, and I 

grabbed him and started choking him and he 

started to cry.  The teacher told me to go to 

the office.  I got in trouble, but I didn’t really 

care.  I kept bullying him and being mean to 

him, until one day he got down on his knees 

and started praying.  I never bullied him 

again because I was afraid he was going to 

hurt himself when I found out how bad it was 

hurting him.  I started tearing up and feeling 

bad.  That is why I never bullied again. 
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Bruised by Randi 

I was bullied simply because of the way 

I was born. I have Tourette syndrome, and I 

get bullied because of it. It made me feel 

very unwanted and unloved. 

Here is my story. 

On the first day of school I thought it was 

going all good and that. But people always 

stared at me. I guess because of how I 

dressed, because I wore a big top. But then 

it started getting worse I started seeing how 

everyone dressed so pretty with makeup 

and that and nice tops so I wanted to try and 

fit in so I tried to act like very one else, and 

not be who I wanted to be. 

This made me uncomfortable. But then a 

few months later my Tourette syndrome 

started getting worse, and I started shaking 

my head, and I can’t help it. I was trying to 

keep it in but I just couldn’t keep it all in! So 

it just came out and I can’t help it everyone 

started looking at me, and making fun of me. 
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One day, a group of students pushed me 

into the fence and left me with bruises all 

over my body, and some cuts too. People 

would walk up to me and pinch me, and leave 

purple and blue bruises that some would 

bleed, and it really hurt. I felt like I wanted 

to end my life and I did try a few times. I 

tried taking pills and that. I was ready to die. 

People in my class always would talk 

about me and call me names. Names like 

shaky head. I would be walking down the 

hall way and people would stop and look at 

me and laugh and whisper to their friends. I 

always felt like maybe I’m fat, so I try to 

suck in my gut all the time at school. 

I was always trying to fit in -which I 

don’t think a girl should have to do. It made 

me feel very sad and people in the school 

started to know about me even more! Like 

their parents and even this girl’s great aunt 

knew about me …like how did she know? 

 

Every day I would come home and be a 

grouch. I’d take it out on my Nana cause of 

how I got treated at school. Some things I 
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wouldn’t tell my nana because I was scared 

that they would hunt me down. 

Now every night I have nightmares. I feel 

like I was just a clown, like everyone hated 

me, and when I grow up and when I die no 

one will come to my funeral. 

Because they hated me, and I never told 

anyone this before -but I’m telling you now. 

People would stare at me in the changing 

room when I changed. I would think “OK I 

may be fat and all but you don’t have to treat 

me like this, I may be different but I’m all 

the same.” People have made my life hard. I 

should not be treated like this. I may want 

to fit in, but I don’t want to be a stuck-up 

snob like the rest of them. 

I also never told anyone this: I would 

always lie to my gym teachers and say I’m 

not feeling good so I don’t have to do gym. 

I’d tell them I have asthma and my face turns 

bright red and that it’s really hard for me to 

run. I can’t run like the others. 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

121 | P a g e  

 

People would leave me out at lunch, and 

I would sit alone at the bench and be a loner 

like usual. I was scared of what I ate 

because people might judge me and 

sometimes I would starve myself at school 

because I was always scared. There was 

this really nice teacher at the school and she 

always let me sit inside and eat lunch with 

her in her class room. That made me feel 

like she cared …which she did. 

I saw I guidance counsellor a few times, 

and the principal. 

At recess, I would sit outside with my 

head down or else people would come and 

point and laugh at me with their friends. 

People always told me that they hate me and 

they would pinch me and stuff. It really hurt 

but I tried to hide it all the time …the cut and 

bruises. 

But now I’m home-schooled, and I like 

being home-schooled because people can’t 

see me. It makes my life easier. I feel like 

the school didn’t care about me, and also the 

school put me into a different class room but 
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it’s still all the same, now every night I have 

nightmares about what happened, and 

sometimes I just want to die. 

Every day I would come home and sit in 

my room with the lights off, and play on my 

computer. My computer is my life, and I 

don’t need friends, I have my cats and dog. 

They cheer me up and every time I come 

home, and cry my cat Molly would come and 

try to bite me and sit on my head because 

she didn’t want me to cry. 

SO, LEAVE ME ALONE AND I’LL BE 

HAPPY and now things are actually being 

dealt with! THANK YOU! 
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I was Bullied by Paxton 

My name is Paxton and I have been 

bullied before.  I was playing tag at school 

and a kid came and pushed me.  I said, “Can 

you please stop,” but he didn’t.  I went to 

the teacher and said, “Ms. Minor can you 

make him stop?” The teacher told him to 

stop, but he didn’t.   One day, he did it in 

front of the principal, and she told him, 

“Now you are going to sit in my office.” 
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Does it define us? by Marcie 

I realized one thing after going re-

entering public school in 7th grade after 

being homeschooled: I was very not cool. I 

tight rolled my jeans, which had been not 

cool for a very long time. I was chubby. Our 

family had little money, which means those 

tight-rolled jeans were very not cool. I 

didn’t know the lingo, the music, or how to 

conform. I was just me. In a sea of cool, I 

was not.  

I had friends- the girl whose religion 

required she wear long skirts and not cut 

her hair, the tiny girl ate like a bird during 

lunch, the nerds from choir. So, the not cool 

was friends with the other not cools.  

I remember Stacia and her little friend 

Jenny, walking behind me and whispering 

threats in my ear. I remember Nathan, 

singing dirty songs in my ear during class. I 

remember leaving class with my sweatshirt 

hood full of paper, which someone had 

shredded and thrown in. I remember the 
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kids on the bus yelling at me from the back 

while my chubby hips hit the seats.  

I would go home and tell my mom, who 

would get on the phone with the principal, 

who would talk to the bullies, who would 

then just be meaner because I had tattled. 

So, I stopped telling.  

Looking back, I am still angry when I 

hear stories about victims surrendering to 

suicide or extreme measures because other 

people feel entitled to cut down, judge, and 

decide that they are not good enough. What 

gives them the right?  

Many years later, I am still afraid of 

rooms of people I don’t know. I still have 

little confidence that I am indeed beautiful. I 

wonder if I am accepted for who I am. I walk 

away from social situations dissecting every 

word I said, sure that I was the loser in the 

group.  

Bullying doesn’t end when school is over. 

It is something you carry throughout life. 

The question has to be: what do we do with 
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it? Does it define us, or do we rise up and 

realize we are made for a purpose ...unique 

because we’re us, and worth it? 
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Scars by Nicole 

I stood in my front yard, staring at 

misspelled spray-painted words and 

splattered eggs on my house, and wondered 

how it came to this point.  

 Just a few months prior, I had 

considered myself to be incredibly lucky 

because I had a group of friends with a bond 

that seemed eternally unbreakable. We 

were sophomores in high school and had 

been friends for years. All of a sudden, 

almost overnight, there was a massive shift 

in our group dynamic. I had been ostracized, 

shunned, and was so far on the outside of 

the circle that I could barely recognize their 

faces. No one was allowed to associate with 

me, no one was allowed to claim to know 

me, and no one was allowed to grant me any 

shred of kindness that could be mistaken by 

onlookers as friendship. I could have dealt 

with their coldness (or at least I think I could 

have) but it wasn’t until their bullying turned 

into psychological warfare that it broke me.  
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  The people, who used to be my best 

friends, had formed a militia and I was their 

number one enemy. “They” vandalized my 

car and my house. “They” spread rumors 

about me. “They” engaged in aggressive 

behaviors toward me, tempting me to react 

physically.  “They “destroyed my ability to 

confide or trust anyone. “They” even 

divided classrooms with their regime on one 

side, those neutral in the middle, and me on 

the other side. “They” made my everyday 

life unbearable for their own pleasure. High 

school was brutal enough on its own without 

this added element but “They” were 

determined to bring me down. One such 

“They” even told me that it would be no loss 

to the world now if I were to kill 

myself….and I believed her.  

 Sitting in the same room we had 

recently had a sleepover in, I felt their 

entire wrath so heavily upon me I tried to 

take their advice. In high insight, very 

luckily, I was not successful.  

 So, as I stood in the yard, I had a 

decision to make. I thought I had lost 
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everything, was no one and no matter how 

true “They” wanted that to be, I felt, deep 

down, that it couldn’t really be true. I 

cleaned up the mess “They” had made, got 

ready for school that morning, and decided 

that I was going to go to the battlefield with 

a new plan of action; make a difference 

overall. 

 I decided to seek out people who 

would agree to accept my friendship. What I 

found was that there was a group of friends 

who had really been there all along, 

separate from the “They” and were waiting 

for me to find my way back from the depths 

of my perceived despair. I could not be more 

grateful for “Them” because of their 

strength and an unlimited amount of love. 

“Them” taught me that you, no matter how 

much you may believe it, are never alone 

and never will be.  Years and years later, I 

can still call “Them” my family. It was 

“Them” that were supposed to be the ones 

I formed my eternal unbreakable bond with.  

 I found a love for my life again and I 

found my voice. I discovered that I wasn’t 
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small, or meek, and that I wasn’t someone 

to be bullied; I wasn’t going to be a victim. I 

figured that I couldn’t stand up from myself, 

or for others experiencing things that I had 

or was, without falling first. I had fallen and 

was going to get back up, for good. At first, 

it seemed like it was going to be impossible; 

“They” had strength in numbers and were 

fueled by hate, but I couldn’t let that stop 

me.  

 I had a fantastic teacher and mentor; 

the kind of teacher you couldn’t ever 

possibly forget because if you did, a piece 

of you would be missing. He had his group 

of DECA students form a student coalition 

to perform an assembly, with student 

speakers talking about teenage issues 

including bullying. My heart pounded out of 

my chest when I volunteered but my hand 

went up nonetheless. I had stories to share, 

the ones I was living now and the ones I had 

accumulated prior and I knew that I could 

relate to someone. I knew that “They” were 

going to be among the faces in the crowd we 
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would be speaking to, but “They” were not 

the ones I was going to speak for.  

 The day of the assembly, I listened 

first to other students speak. Their stories 

resonated with me so deeply on so many 

things. I cried for each of them and my heart 

both hurt, and swelled. I heard stories about 

abuse, depression, bullying, suicide 

thoughts and attempts, divorce, loneliness 

and loss. There was such a powerful energy 

in the room that day. As my turn came, I 

gathered my papers and prepared to talk 

about my stories from the past and my story 

of the present.  

 I took my place at the podium and all 

I could think I was spoke, was “See, I’m not 

invisible. I’m not dangerous, or evil ...I’m not 

any of those terrible things people say or 

hear about me. I’m the same as all of you”. 

 I suffered some backlash as a result 

of the things I had to say from the “They”, 

and some of their counterparts. I knew that 

was going to happen. My teacher said to me 

“What you did was brave”. Brave? I never 
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would have thought that something that was 

terrifying to me could have been 

courageous, but it really was. It was brave 

for me to decide to live my life and share it 

with others.  

 Years later, the scars of the bullying I 

experienced were still there. No matter how 

brave you get, no matter how wonderful 

your friends or family or teachers are, no 

matter how old you get…those scars never 

go away. I wish I could say that they do but 

the good thing about those scars is they 

remind you that you are a survivor, a fighter, 

and a better person because of them 

because you know what it means to be on 

the receiving end. Those scars make you 

intolerant to seeing or hearing it being 

inflicted on someone else. Those scars 

make you aware and able to take action. 

Never stand idly by because that person’s 

scar will yours to bear as well.  
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Now by Kathleen 

You cannot live 
In the future 

You cannot live 
In the past. 

Right now is all 
You have my child 

So make this 
Moment last. 

The memories of the past 
Have brought you here today. 

The future's not yet come 
And will always be that way. 

So look around 
You here 

This is your time 
My dear. 

Enjoy each moment clear, 
Regrets be gone 

Will make you strong 
And make your 
Lightness near. 
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We Can Stop Bullying by Slater 

 

My name is Slater, and I have been 

bullied, been a bully and seen people be 

bullied and not be able to do anything about 

it.  But throughout most of my life, I have 

been bullied, mainly because I get angry 

very, very, very easily and I gave the bullies 

the attention that they wanted, and gave 

them more ways to make fun of me because 

of how I acted.   

So, I decided that enough was enough, 

and just started ignoring the kids that were 

bullying me.  I ignored them for about 3 

months, and still they kept on, making me 

wonder “why are they still making fun of me 

if I am not giving them the attention they 

want.  But, just a few weeks later, it stopped 

…the bullying finally stopped, the making 

fun of stopped.  Finally, I am able to just go 

outside and enjoy myself being with my best 

friends. 

But there is one thing about bullying ...it 

never stops bugging, hurting, annoying you 

or stressing you out until you stop giving 
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them what they want, and that is attention.   

Attention is what gives bullies the energy to 

go around like demons and evil spirits 

causing and spreading pain and agony, 

thinking that they make the world.   

And you may be thinking or saying, “Why 

do I care about bullying?” or “What’s the 

point in trying to stop bullying, it’s not like 

you can stop it.” Well, that is where you are 

wrong! 

You’re wrong because bullying CAN be 

stopped, and other people can halt someone 

from becoming a bully and destroying other 

people’s lives.  The one thing you have to 

do is believe in yourself, and say, “I believe 

I can stop bullying, I believe in helping 

others, I believe that I can stop evil. 

You just have to believe that this ...all of 

this will be over and that you’ll be living in 

peace and finally know what it feels like to 

be safe. 
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Take Heed of the Struggle by 

Catherine 

Picture yourself standing alone in a 

crowd 

and imagine that no one can hear you. 

Do you see the struggle in speaking out 

loud- 

and nothing you say will go through? 

 

Speak the words that are most often not 

spoken 

and visualize what you can describe. 

Can you read the way their faces are 

broken- 

And believe that their words are just lies? 

 

Listen to the people who never say a word 

and take heed of the pain in their voice. 

Do you understand why they are never 

heard- 

That all that they speak of is noise? 

 

Consider doing all that is thoughtful and 

right- 

and think of making 'one strong. 
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Can you image the good in helping one 

fight- 

everything you know that is wrong? 
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The No Bully Zone Picture by 

Kristi 
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My Story by Mickaela 

My name is Mickaela and I am an 18-

year-old girl from Sweden. I am today going 

to tell you about my story, my life being 

bullied.  

My own story, of a life being bullied, 

goes back to the first time I ever started to 

go to school. It was fall and I was 6 years 

old. I met a girl that also was starting in my 

class, and we became friends from the 

moment we met. For some reason we 

connected, I don't know how or why, but we 

did. And people in my class didn't like that 

for some reason and started to pick on me, 

like after only a week in school. I was so 

little that I didn't know what was happening 

or why and I didn't understand how people 

could be so mean, I was trying to be nice 

and be happy, enjoying life, but after the 

bullying started, they started to hurt me in 

so many different ways...  

I remember that my teachers walked up 

to my mother after the school day was over. 

They told her: “Don't be scared when you 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

140 | P a g e  

 

see your daughter but she doesn’t look 

pretty”. As I walked out my mother was 

scared, and it didn't really help her to see 

how I was looking. My head was filled with 

scratches so you barely could see the skin 

on my face. My nose was red after bleeding, 

from been punched. I had bruising all over 

my body from being jumped on or falling to 

the ground. I never understood why and that 

was how everything started and I lost my 

friends, they turned against me. 

It all went downhill after that. School 

always went well for me, I always had great 

grades but I was so scared of the people in 

school and I hated myself for not fighting 

back when people punched or hurt me, but I 

couldn't. I was never the person that bullied 

or punched people. That has never been me.  

I have never seen the reason to act the way 

people act to me, maybe I did wrong by not 

fighting back but even if I could, I wouldn’t 

have done that, I was the person anyone 

blamed even if I didn’t do anything.  

After the 5th grade I changed schools and 

ended up in a class where nobody knew me 
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and for the first time I was happy, I thought 

I could start all over …but I was wrong. The 

people that had bullied me from when I was 

six years old until now, spread rumors all 

around the school and soon they got my new 

class against me. Again, I was the one 

everyone blamed, even the teachers. 

I went to that school with tears in my 

eyes every day for 1 year and two weeks 

before I once again changed schools. I 

changed to a school that we all thought 

would be better but what I never knew was 

that almost everyone that had bullied me 

from when I was 6 until the 5th grade was 

going into the same class I was.  

When I found out, I was scared but I told 

myself that they may had changed, that they 

would be better. That the teachers could 

help me but once again I was wrong. I had 

one friend in that class but after a half 

year/a year she turned against me because 

the class started to bully her for being my 

friend. At first, I was mad at her but today I 

understand her. After a half year in that 

school, I got death threats by two people in 
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my own class one night. When the morning 

came, I told my mom that I wasn't feeling 

well, so I got to stay home from school that 

day.  

My mentor from the school, called me 

and asked how I was feeling, I told him that 

I was sick, but when he asked me if anything 

had happened, I lied and told him everything 

was fine. Then he asked about the death 

threat and I broke down in tears. He talked 

to my parents and they found out the truth 

from him. They got scared, and mad, so they 

called the police and reported it. The police, 

my parents and, shockingly, the school 

decided I was going to stay home for one 

week and that the person who sent the 

threats would be suspended from school for 

two weeks.  

I didn't want to go back because the 

other person that also was behind the 

threats still went to the school. I was home 

for two weeks (and during those weeks they 

both changed schools and the police closed 

the case because the person was a minor) 

and every day my mentor called to ask how 
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I was doing and when I wanted to come back 

to school.  

Finally, after two weeks I went back. I 

was so scared; I didn't want to go but I had 

to. I met some of my friends from different 

grades. They hugged me and was so happy 

to see me. Unfortunately, some in my class 

weren’t. They were angry and the bullying 

started again, the day I went back. 

 There were two teachers in that school 

that cared and wanted to help me. They did 

anything they could to help me and I think 

they were the only people I trusted and I still 

do trust them. I'm thankful for everything 

they were trying to do for me; they will 

always have a special place in my heart.  

When I went out from the 9th grade I got 

a scholarship in authorship, which was a 

true shock to me. I have always loved to 

write and my text has always been the think 

where I could get down anything I was 

feeling or things that happen, that I never 

could tell anyone. 
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 I started in high school with my best 

friend at time (we had been best friends for 

many years and my family and I helped her 

sooo much through the years) and the first 

two months everything was so nice and I 

started to trust people again. 

The mistake I made was trusting, 

because “my best friend” turned against me 

and the bullying by my classmates started 

again. I hurt myself, something I'm not proud 

of.  I went to that school for 6 months and a 

week before I left my family and friends and 

moved to a school far away from home.  

That was the best decision ever! After 11 

years of been bullied I was free. Everyone 

accepted me for how I was, no one there 

was bullied. I was free and I became happy, 

I became a person that nobody had seen 

before. My family and friends saw the 

change I made and together with the horses 

and people at this school I became myself. I 

found myself and I was showed how amazing 

the world can be, how wonderful people can 

be. They changed me forever and this 
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school is a place I calls home, because when 

I'm here I am free from everything.  

But during the time I went to this school, 

I got sick. Nobody knows why and nobody 

understands it, but it got hard for me to be 

in the stable or even on a horse. So, after I 

finished the first year at high school and 

went on summer holiday, it became clear 

that I couldn't ride anymore. So, after the 

best 5 months in my life at this school, I had 

to quit. On August 15, 2013, I quit the school 

and two days after my dad picked up me and 

my stuff and I moved back home to my 

family.  

I started a school in the fall of 2013, a 

school I thought was good and a subject I 

that was going to be good, but soon I 

realized that this school had nothing for me. 

It didn't interest me; I was so bored and just 

wanted to go home. And the promise the 

school made the day I was there to look at 

the school, soon become clear it was just a 

lie. I lost the friends I had and the bullying 

started over. This time though, I got some 

help from people in the class that thought 
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the bullying was wrong and they didn't like 

what the bullies in the class did to me.  

When I told them, on November 27, that 

I was going to quit and drop out they tried 

to get me to stay, but I was done. All I 

wanted was to go back to the only school 

where I was accepted, where I felt like 

home, even though that school was also the 

school I started go get sick at. I wanted to 

go back there no matter what. So, after 4 

months, when the winter break came, I told 

them goodbye.  In January, I moved back to 

the school with the horses, but sadly 

everything had changed and the bullying had 

started there, not as bad as it had been in 

other places, but the bullying is still there. 

 After 11 and a half years, I still am 

bullied, but not as much as I have been. But 

I won’t give up. I am trying so hard to show 

the world the real me that has been hidden 

for over 11 and a half years. I want to prove 

that people were wrong, that I'm better than 

what they told me. And I want to help people 

that feel like giving up.  
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I can't even tell you how many times I 

wanted to quit, to give up. I have been down 

so many times but somehow, I always pick 

myself back up and keep on fighting. I have 

been done so many times but I always end 

up fighting battles again. And there is a 

never-ending battle I am fighting with 

myself, and that is to move on from a life of 

been bullied. It is so hard to let it all go, to 

forget and move on.  

I have never hated the person that bullied 

me, I could never hate them, I still can't. I 

don't know why but somehow, I'm thankful 

that I can’t hate them. I can see what hate 

do to people and that is something I don't 

want to go true.  

 Today I know what’s right and what’s 

wrong. I know how it feels to be hated and 

to feel like you have nothing left to lose. I 

know how it feels to let the tears fall and get 

a panic attack. I know how it feels to be 

scared and not be able to trust anyone, not 

even yourself.  



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

148 | P a g e  

 

I know I am still not free from those 

feelings but I keep trying. I keep fighting 

every single day. The memory's is still there 

and sometimes I wake up in the middle of 

the night because of nightmares. I was 

bullied into silence; I ended up barely talking 

in school. I talked if I had to answer question 

or any of my friends wanted to talk, other 

than that I was quiet. When I was home I 

could talk a little more but I stopped telling 

what happen in school because I knew it 

wouldn't change anything. My family had 

tried for so many years to end the bullying 

but nothing could end it, so I stopped talking 

about it because I knew they were tired of 

fighting, just like I was. 

Today I talk more, sometimes people 

can't shut me up, but I am very shy and I am 

still scared of people. I have hard times 

trusting people because everyone I ever 

trusted let me down. And that is something 

I am still am working with. I know I am not 

free from bullying but I know I can make my 

dreams come true. I am fighting for my 

dreams and I am trying to don’t let the 
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bullies get to me but in the end the life of 

been bullied have hurt me so damn much. I 

have scares that will never heal and 

memories that will never go away but I know 

that I need to be strong and focus on my life 

that is ahead of me.  

In June, 2015 I'm going to graduate and a 

good life is ahead. I am feeling better but I 

am trying so hard to win this battle that I 

have fought my whole life. I started my blog: 

http://changelifes.blogg.se/ because I want 

the bullying to end for good. I want to help 

people feel better and to get past my life has 

been bullied my blog has helped me so 

much. I will fight to get an end to bullying 

until the day I die. 

This was my story, a short part of it. My 

story about being bullied can go on forever. 

I am still not free but I won’t give up. And to 

all of you that is getting bullied: Stay Strong 

and Never Give Up Hope! You are strong 

and beautiful, you can make it true, trust me, 

you can. But never forget, you are never 

alone even if you feel like it. 
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Memories of Joseph by Rebecca 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

151 | P a g e  

 

Don’t Bully by Kelly 

Hi, I am Kelly. I have been bullied half of 

my life and it got worse when I started 7th 

grade. I had been used by people as a joke 

and just plain hated. Then, I started to self-

harm, and got addicted to it.  

I moved to a new school thinking, “Hey, 

it's a new start!” Everything was fine, just 

the occasional girl calling me a slut or 

bitch... Then one day it got physical. I 

started cutting more. Words hurt and they 

affect people hard. Don't bully. 
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No Longer a Bully by Tiras 

I know it was wrong, but I did it anyway.  

I hung out with this group of friends, and 

they bullied a lot of people.  I always joined 

in because I was afraid they would ditch me 

or start bullying me.  Inside, I would see the 

faces of the people we bullied and I felt bad 

to see them hurt like that.  But I bullied them 

anyway.  The one day I got the courage to 

tell myself that it was time to stop.  I moved 

and met a new set of friends that didn’t 

bully, and I saw how nice people were.  I 

saw how real friends should act. 
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Dear Principle by Kyra 

I feel like Mr, Beckham don’t like me. 

Every day during advisory he would always 

say something to me. Somebody could be 

walking around and then I will go throw 

something away and he will say something 

to me.  

On Thursday, I got wrote up because 

somebody said something so I went to chase 

them down and he wrote both of us up. A 

few minutes before that the same person 

who said something about my head was 

fighting with another person. Mr. Beckham 

sat there and watched them play fight but 

didn’t write them up.  

I got sent out of class one day because 

somebody kept throwing stuff at me and I 

started yelling. Now, if I’d told the teacher 

he wouldn’t have done anything. So, I got up 

and was about to go off on my bully, but he 

sent me out. I don’t like Mr. Beckham. He 

used to be a real fun teacher, but he just 

annoying now. 
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How I took a Stand by Lexis 

I'm a very social person. With cheer, 

pageants, school, and community service, I 

have a handful of responsibility. I love 

everyone I meet and have never had a 

problem speaking in public or performing on 

stage. 

When I hit middle school, I was somehow 

declared "popular." Then the stereotypes 

started flowing in, "Oh she must be a brat." 

They'd say, "Don't talk to her unless you 

wanna be a sl**, too." I could handle that, 

because once people got to know me, they 

realized I wasn't either of those things.  

Like every teenage girl, I'm a little 

insecure. But when I hit seventh grade, I 

was drug down hard! This is when the 

bullying really happened. 

The beginning of the year was great. We 

were reunited with friends, I was spending 

time with my boyfriend (me and him were 

together for a year and a half), and I was 

back where I could get my social time in. 
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About one fourth way through the year, I 

was starting to be called, "fat," and "ugly." I 

was fine for a while, laughing it off was 

easy. But then I was called those names 

every day, from a wide variety of people. 

My boyfriend would call me "fat." My distant 

friends would say I was a, "lazy, fat, b word." 

And the only people that didn't were my four 

best friends.  

It started to affect my behavior. I would 

lash out at my friends, I went home and 

cried, and even my teachers asked me if I 

was okay. I told everyone I was fine and just 

didn't feel well. But honestly, I wasn't well, 

and a cold or the flu was not the problem. I 

stopped hanging out with my friends, I didn't 

want to go to cheer, and I even cut myself 

once (which I soon regretted).  

My friends noticed that I was acting 

different, but didn't take action until my best 

friend since fifth grade saw where I had cut. 

She made me talk about my feelings, and 

explained that I NEEDED to talk to my mom. 

So I did, I told my mom how I felt. But I was 
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still being called fat and ugly, and I still cried 

myself to sleep a lot!  

My mom decided to make me go to the 

doctor, and that's when I was diagnosed with 

clinical depression. They gave me medicine 

and referred me to a psychologist. I was 

consistent with my medicine, but didn't see 

much of a difference.  

That's when I took a stand. As a title 

holder in pageants, I used my crown and 

sash for good. I started talking to schools 

about bullying and its effects. I also took a 

stand in my school. I vowed to stand up for 

anyone who I knew about being bullied, or 

anyone I saw being bullied.  

When I found the Stand For The Silent 

organization, I started handing out their 

bracelets and the cards with the promise not 

to bully. And honestly, I'm starting to see a 

change. People don't think its "cool" to bully 

anymore. People aren't being left out as 

much and different groups are mixing 

together. My insecurities have faded away, 
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as well as the comments. And it's all thanks 

to Stand For The Silent! 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

158 | P a g e  

 

Go My Child by Kathleen 

 

Be successful 
In all that you do 
Find your purpose 

And know it is true. 
 

Success is not measured 
In fortune or fame 

Success of the heart you 
Will know by its name. 

 
For in this success 

You will find vision clear 
You will find worth and meaning 

And your heart so sincere. 
 

You will lose yourself 
And your sense of time 

You will cross many mountains 
You didn't know you could climb. 

 
So go my child 
Be who you are 

Forever look forward 
And follow your star. 
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I Know How It Feels by A’Brianna 

 

This one time I got bullied in the 4th 

grade by this boy named Adam.  He kept 

messing with me, and I told my counselor.  

She told me to stay away from him.   

The next day we had a substitute 

teacher.  I wanted to be alone, but he came 

over to me and kept saying “Why are you 

sitting by yourself?” and he kept laughing at 

me.  So I yelled at him and said “LEAVE ME 

ALONE.” But he would not leave me alone.  

I felt like I was a crumpled piece of paper. 
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My Bullying Story by Dustin 

Back when I was in 2nd grade I was the 

new kid to the school. No one knew me and 

I didn't know them. It was a long adjustment 

year and it opened my eyes because the kids 

that became friends with, and the other kids 

I got to know had already starting to bully 

kids and pick on them.  

 

They were picking and making fun of this 

one kid because he didn't always fit in, or 

smell the best. They picked on another kid 

because he was a little distant from 

everyone, and stuck to keeping his school 

work done up or had his head in a book. 

They would also bully another kid because 

he was able to skip a grade and became the 

smarter kid in the class and they didn't like 

that.  

My real start to being bullied came when 

I was in 5th grade. The class mates that I 

was by everyday decided that they thought 

it would be cool to start hanging out with the 

more popular kids in 6th grade. By doing 

that they started to be more out spoken and 
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open about their bullying at recess. Soon, I 

became their target and they decided to go 

after me.   

I started to be made fun of by calling me 

names and poking fun at things I did, like the 

way I ran, or walked or the way I talked, how 

shy I was, or who I was talking to. I tried 

making other kids feel a little better by 

talking to them. I tried to defend them when 

someone was talking bad about them. That 

could be part of the reason of why I became 

their new target. They made fun of my 

uniform clothes I wore, my hair cut the way 

I carried my books. You name it they found 

some way to make fun of it. Then the next 

year came around and I was in 6th grade.  

Much of the same continued. The kids in 

my grade decided to continue where things 

had been left off on the previous year. They 

started calling me more names and worse 

names. It got bad during sports weather it 

was during football or baseball. During 

football, it was hard being the center on 

offense. They would poke fun at me for that, 

they would say things like he likes the 
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quarter backs hands under him, or things 

similar. They would make fun of me in the 

locker room, because of how I looked, and 

how my body was built. During baseball 

season, they made fun of me during 

practices and games because I didn't throw 

how some of the other kids thought I should, 

so every day they would pick fun at that. 

They would make fun of how I wore my 

uniform, how my batting stance or swing 

was, or how I ran the bases or slid.  

My way of handling this bullying was to 

keep it inside and I never talked to anyone 

about it. I would just let it go and not say 

much. I dealt with a lot of stress and 

sleepless nights. Somehow, I still decided to 

try to be friends with them thinking that if I 

would be friends with them like other kids 

the bullying would stop. But that just 

seemed to make it worse.  

I honestly started keeping to myself and 

began focusing on just going to school 

making it though the day and getting home. 

Trying not to deal with anyone more than I 

had to. This was one of the first times I had 
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many thoughts go through my mind about 

how to make it all end. I thought about 

suicide thinking that it would make it all 

stop. The more and more I thought about it, 

I decided that it wasn't worth it.  

I decided that if I did that it was letting 

them win. So, I decided that I would just let 

it go on and let them see that I am strong 

and could handle it. Then fall of 7th grade 

football came around and once again it all 

started again by the 8th grade group. There 

was a group of four that could always be 

found together. Then there was 4 -5 of my 

class mates that would always follow in their 

footsteps and this would cause you to be 

bullied on a continue basis.  

So, during school, gym days were always 

fun, I would have to deal with one kid that 

kept wanting to make fun of something 

about me or how I was doing something. I 

let it go for a while and it wouldn't stop. 

There were other kids that started to do the 

same things when the others weren't 

around. I got to the point where I tried to 
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talk to them and use my words to get out of 

it. But that seemed to just make thing worse.  

I’d gotten sick of this always eating away 

at me on the inside. Always having to watch 

my back. Always hating going to gym class 

and being forced to change cloths around 

them. I would take my time in there so I 

could be one of the last ones changing so 

that I didn't have to worry about someone 

making fun of the way that I looked.  

One day I ran out of options. One of the 

class mates that was my age started picking 

fun and I couldn't take it anymore. I did 

something that to this day I do not say was 

right but is what I felt was my only option 

because I was not going to give in and end 

my life as I had thought about multiple times. 

I decide to fight back.  

Physically fighting with someone is not 

the right move, but I felt that I had no other 

options. I turned a corner and pushed him 

and we fought. I got in trouble for fighting in 

school and had to serve the detention for it. 

But the one thing that it did for me at that 
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time was show that one bully that he wasn't 

going to keep picking on me and me take it. 

That was the hardest day in my life I felt like 

no one was standing up to help me and I got 

tired of the bullying.  

I was raised by my mom and she always 

taught me that I should never start a fight or 

be in a fight. But on this day when I had to 

explain what happened to her, she didn't 

punish me for starting the fight. She sat 

there and listened in a way that shocked me 

...she agreed that it was the only way that I 

may get it all to stop. This day like I said, 

changed my life.  

While sitting in the principal’s office 

talking it, I realized two things. The first 

being that the principle wasn't going to do 

much for protecting students being bullied, 

and the second was by me standing up for 

myself and not backing down -the bully 

ended up telling the principle that he should 

be the one that got in trouble because he 

started it by calling names. I gained respect 

from him because he seen I wasn't going to 

accept being treated like that. Many things I 
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did during 7th and 8th grade that resulted in 

violence I am not happy about, because 

violence is not the right step by any means.  

My 7th grade year was hard on me, my 

body and my feelings. After this run in with 

the bully it got better for a week and I 

opened up a very tiny bit with my mom, not 

a lot because I knew that she had a hard time 

herself dealing with work problems. Getting 

up at 1 in the morning so that she could be 

to work at 2 am and barley getting off at 3pm 

sometimes 5pm. Being a single mother 

raising two kids was extremely hard. She 

would work two jobs in order to support us. 

She tried to provide us with somewhat name 

brand cloths throughout our whole life. She 

often put our needs first before her own. 

She made sure that we had cloths before she 

ever bought herself new cloths. So, after 

this run in with one of my bullies, me and 

her bonded and I told her a little about what 

was happening. 

There were a couple days where she 

would pick me up so that I didn't have to 

walk home even though I only lived two 
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blocks away. One day I am glad that she did. 

She was parked and watching me walk out 

to get in the car. I made it about 1/4th the 

way there when I felt someone coming up 

behind me and all of a sudden, I was punched 

in the head. By the time I turned around the 

kid was running to his dad’s car.  

I could tell that it was one of the other 

kids that was consistently making fun and 

bullying me. I never have seen my mom in 

such a furry and move so quickly. She was 

out of her car and to the window of the dad’s 

van before I could really determine what had 

happened. She confronted the dad about his 

son’s behavior and the dad just dismissed it 

and didn't seem to care that his kid had just 

assaulted a kid that never even seen it 

coming.  

After she got her words in with the dad, 

we went in and forced the principle to take 

a few minutes to sit down and talk. While 

talking to him, once again he continued to 

dismiss what was happening and the 

seriousness behind what was happening and 
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refused to handle the situation because that 

bully’s parent was on the school board. 

 That evening was one of the more eye-

opening nights of my life, as I talked with my 

mom about what was happening. She had 

never approved of violence but also hated 

seeing someone come up and hit her son in 

the back of the head and never get a chance 

to defend them self. The weeks following 

during gym that bully would poke fun calling 

me a mommy's boy and that I needed 

mommy to take care of things. I got to the 

point that I wasn't taking it anymore and in 

front of our whole class knowing that at 

least a 1/4 of them were on his side, I called 

him out. I told him in front of everyone that 

if he had a problem with me and wanted to 

keep poking fun and if he wanted to be a 

coward and punch me in the back of the 

head then let’s settle it right now when I had 

a chance to defend myself. 

 My bully didn't like that and it put him in 

his place and showed every one of his 

followers what he really was. I'm not sure at 

this point which part I'm most sad about -
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that I resorted to violence to try to solve a 

problem, or the thought that no one in my 

class or even teachers or principles tried to 

stand up for me or the other kids that were 

being bullied.  

After calling that bully out things died 

down for a month or so. Then he had talked 

another kid in to pressuring me and poking 

fun of me. So, it started again. Once again, I 

got sick of how things were always falling 

on to me to take care of. I was sick of being 

the one soloed out, yet at this point the kids 

that use to be bullied had also turned and 

slowly became one.  

Even still another bully had started to get 

more aggressive and more physical. One 

day he pushed me and I pushed back. He 

once again thought violence was the answer 

after someone stood up to him and pushed 

back. We got in a fist fight and well once 

again I got in trouble and so did he. 

However, this made him stop bullying me 

and bullying some other kids. And the other 

bullies seen that I was not backing down. At 

this point I was becoming scared that I was 
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going to get kicked out of school for being 

violent or I thought that I was going to have 

to go through anger management classes or 

something.  

I made it through a few more months 

when once again we were in gym class, I 

think at this point I would have been better 

not being in gym. We were playing 

volleyball, and well I'm the first to admit that 

I am not the best at volleyball or over hand 

serving. I had a girl that decided she wanted 

to fit in and she decided to start bullying me. 

Well that day we were playing volleyball and 

I accidently served it and it went right to 

that girl and hit her. She took off and came 

right at me thinking that I did it on purpose. 

She decided to swing and try to hit me. I 

protected myself from getting hit and did 

probably a hard thing for a lot of people. 

That was not punching back and defending 

myself. The teacher decided that she would 

give us both the yellow slip for fighting to 

make a point even though I didn't fight her. 

I talked with my mom after this and once 

again she talked to the principle and he 
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would budge to take a stand and speak up 

about the practice.  

While explaining to my mom what had 

happened, she did an awesome thing and 

stood by my side. She sat in on the detention 

with me and voiced her opinion with the 

teacher and got the same answer, that she 

was doing it to prove a point and had at one 

point even agree that it wasn't right. I 

learned more about how no one would help 

stand up for people bullying others. Shortly 

after this I really thought at that point I 

would be expelled from school and create a 

hard problem for my mom to figure out what 

to do with me. I got very lucky. I don't know 

if finally, I had someone standing up for me 

or not but later that year I found out I had.  

My 7th grade teacher one of the inspiring 

role models that came in to my life was 

going to help ensure that I would get out of 

junior high in one piece. My mom explained 

what was happening during a parent teacher 

conference. Mr. Weber was shocked by 

what was happening and that nothing had 

been done to help it. He offered to help 
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watch out for it me. He told me that anything 

I ever needed that I could go talk to him and 

he would see how he could help. This was 

such a relief with my schooling that I was 

able to relax a little and not live on such an 

edge. He also said that he would ensure that 

next year when they separated the classes 

he would keep me in his class and separated 

from the kids that I was having problems 

with. 

Walking in the 1st day of 8th grade was 

such a relief when I saw that he was 

upholding his promise, and I was in his home 

room. This allowed me to keep my thoughts 

more focused on my school work and not 

having to worry about being kicked out for 

fighting this year. I was able to graduate 

junior high and go on to high school.  I 

thought that most of this would end, but oh 

boy how was I wrong.  

I started playing baseball in 8th grade. I 

thought that everything would be great and 

I would get a few friends and start out a on 

a better foot entering the scary world of 

high school. Baseball was still the sport that 
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I loved to play and dedicated a lot of time to. 

I was usually the first one to show up and 

the last one to leave. But boy was I wrong. 

Once again, I found a set of bullies, kids that 

had been really tight friends and stuck 

together. I put up with being bullied all 

during my baseball career in high school, 

from being called names many of which 

questioned parts about me that no one else 

would ever know.  

I can’t count how many times they called 

me gay or some variation of it. I never have 

figured out why they ever thought that. Most 

of these kids I had never done anything to, 

or treated them with any disrespect. Once 

again many of the bullies wanted to 

somehow become physical, so I spent many 

practices looking over my shoulder 

wondering what was going to come next. My 

baseball coach never did anything about. 

Most of the time, he looked the other way 

and let it happen. 

 We had kids doing drugs and drinking 

and the coach never did anything about it. 

Let it happen and let the kids play. Here 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

174 | P a g e  

 

again no one ever stood up to the ones being 

bullied and everyone would look the other 

way. I once again became very shut off, and 

wouldn't tell anyone what I was enduring 

while I was at school or on the baseball field. 

Baseball was always a sport that I had loved 

to play and be a part of. But being bullied 

and talked down to by players and the coach 

along with feeling like there was nothing I 

could do right or being treated like crap 

every day and taken advantage of ...took a 

toll on me.  

……………………………………………………… 

Throughout high school I had medical 

problems from keeping everything inside 

me, and not telling anyone what was going 

on. This caused me to have high blood 

pressure and doctors questioning what 

could be wrong with my heart.  

 Even after high school it continued. I 

was working at a job where I was being 

pressured by members of management to 

think a certain way or to do something that 

was not right. I decided that I was going to 
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stand up to them for what was right and 

voiced my opinion. It was here that Justin 

(my manager at the time), stood behind me 

and told them that they were wrong. He told 

them that they needed to focus on their jobs 

and have some respect. This has continued 

to other positions I have held with that 

company and I still just stand my ground and 

tell them why I cannot do something or why 

I need to do something a certain way.  

 

My story of bullying isn't like most 

peoples. I tried standing up for many kids in 

school, but it forced me to become the 

victim. I don't know how many times I 

thought about ending my life or not going to 

school or a practice. I know that I just 

wanted it all to end so I resorted to the only 

option I had and that was to confront them 

head on, and hope that all their followers 

would back down and not stand behind them 

if they did decide to fight me.  

Somehow, I survived school and 

overall it made me a better person to be able 

to handle all that, even though it dragged me 

down mentally and physically. It caused a 
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few health problems and some terrible 

uneasiness with family if they hit a button. 

But I survived the years and am stronger 

now.  
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My Story by Darylin 

 

My story starts in 3rd grade. People 

made fun of my weight. Then it led up from 

there. In middle school, they started calling 

me very mean names such as w****, b****, 

and most of all s***. I asked my friends if I 

was dressing like a s*** and they said “No.” 

A couple days after that, I started losing 

most of my friends. By the end of the year I 

only had one.  

By then I had to move to another place. I 

moved to Michigan for my last 2 years of 

middle school. At first I was doing good and 

making friends. Then one girl turned on me. 

She started a rumor that I sent nude pictures 

to this guy. Everybody believed it. I tried not 

to let it get to my friends but it did and I lost 

them all. Once it got to my crush he didn't 

know what to think, because he did not know 

a lot about me.  

I went through my 7th grade having to 

watch out who I talked to. Because if I said 

hi to the wrong person, they would start a 
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rumor or call me some name. I know it 

sounds untrue. But sadly, it happened.  

At the end of 7th grade an ex-friend 

befriended me and stupidly I trusted her. 

About a month before school ended we were 

in math class and I let her stupidly borrow 

my phone and she went on my Facebook and 

posted as me. She said as me "I’m a lesbian", 

"I like all the girls in my grade" and 

something like “Come on girls, I’ll date you.” 

The next day I was so scared to go to school 

because of the humiliation and I know no one 

would believe me that it wasn't true.  

Another girl around the same time came 

to my locker and called me trailer park 

trash. In 8th grade I was pretty quiet, and 

got used to the fact I didn't have a lot of 

friends or no one at home. At the end of my 

8th grade year the same girl called me a 

b**** in class and the teacher did nothing. 

She supposedly didn't hear it. If I came to 

math class, they would call me names and a 

scaredy cat because I wouldn't fight this 

girl. They would always talk about my family 
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and how I dressed. I went to the councilor a 

principal thousands of times they did 

nothing, ever. I finally got the courage to get 

into sports. I did and the girl that called me 

trailer park trash gave me a concussion.  

One day after practice she came up to me 

and said, "So you won't fight Maya?” I said, 

“No, I won't.” She said, “So you’re a scaredy 

cat!” I turned and ignored her. She started 

pushing me, and I pushed her back in 

defense. I was holding the door open waiting 

for my dad during this and she pushed me 

again and I fell back off the step and hit my 

head. If I didn't have a pony tail in, I probably 

would have died or had a serious injury.  

Back in 7th grade another girl pulled me 

back when I was running, and I fell and hit 

my head and blacked out for I don't know 

how long to this day. The last incident in 

middle school was 8th grade. The same girl 

cornered me at the lockers and started 

calling me names trying to fight me. I 

wouldn't, so she started pushing me against 

the lockers. In a short time, almost all of 7th 
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and 8th graders were watching. I ran off and 

ran home, luckily it was after school. No one 

was there for me when I got there. I got used 

to over the years no one there for me ever 

when I got home.  

This takes me to 9th grade. Now I know 

who my enemies are, and the very few who 

aren't still called me names. If I simply 

looked at them, they would call me 

something. I was so scared to do anything. I 

went home and I went to the bathroom and 

just cried and cried and cried. I thought 

there was no hope in the world. November 

20th was the first time I ever cut. I never 

thought it would get that bad. I had a 

boyfriend now and he didn't realize it was 

this bad.  

He went to the principal and councilor 

and told them about the bullying they did 

nothing. They never have and never will do 

anything. I thought the bullying would never 

stop. I moved back to Texas during my 9th 

grade year. I moved to Texas City after 

almost three years in Michigan. It was going 
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good I thought it was stopping. Until I 

realized it was the same if I talked to the 

wrong person they would call me some 

name.  

I’d go to lunch, and I’d have no one to sit 

with. One day this boy asked me out and a 

week or two later I went over to his house 

met his family and played some video 

games. The next day at school he wouldn't 

talk to me. I tried to ask why but no answer. 

I found later that day he spread a rumor that 

I slept with him. Nobody would believe me 

that it wasn't true. I found this out about a 

month and a half after we broke up because 

it finally got to me. At this time, I had a 

different boyfriend that was much more 

trustworthy and wanted to wait until we 

were 18 for everything. He stupidly 

believed the rumor. He did ask me, and I told 

him the truth that nothing happened.  

Every time I came down the stairs after 

school I would get called a b**** from this 

guy in math. One day I trusted a friend 

enough to ask her for help. All she did was 
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told and some people started making fun of 

me ...want to kill myself. I had to go to the 

office and all they did was talk to me. Only 

about me. They didn't ask what caused me 

to want to.  

I actually got enough friends to have a 

sleepover with, so I did. We ordered pizza, 

watched a movie and talked about boys. 

After the weekend, the same girl spread a 

rumor saying that I wanted to sleep with all 

of these guys. And everyone believed it. I 

just went to the bathroom and cried. I went 

home every day with no one there to help 

me with this.  

My dad was never home. He was either 

not home or arguing with his girlfriend on 

the phone at home. One day I came home 

and I ran inside yelling for my dad if he was 

home and he wasn't. I just ran to my room 

and cried for hours. Because I really 

believed this was never going to end. During 

this time, I just kept cutting and wanted to 

die so bad. I finally got to my mom’s for 

spring break. I ended up living with her.  
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Everything was good for so long. Then it 

was coming to the end of the school year. 

This guy asked me to prom and I said, 

“Yes.” It was a couple of days before prom, 

and we were finding out rides and stuff. My 

two friends and I were talking. My date says, 

"Wait you really thought we were going 

together?"  

“You sounded pretty serious.” Then my 

other friend Seth said, “Of course she did.”  

“No, I was totally kidding! It was a prank to 

see if you would say yes.” I got up and went 

to the bathroom and looked at myself. Let’s 

just say if I was at home I wouldn't be here 

telling you this story today. Because I 

thought the bullying stopped and I gave up. 

From that point on he would call me s***, 

b****, etc.  

At lunch, my friend and I would move, 

but he would keep sitting there. One day I 

walked out of the lunch room and ran 

outside. The last thing I heard was, “You are 

a jerk! Why do you think you can do that?” 

The guy that stood up for me was my best 
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friend his name is Seth. He walked me back 

in and walked me in the hallway. He asked, 

“Are you ok?” 

“No.” He hugged me and said, “Don't believe 

him, he doesn't know anything.” I thank Seth 

every day for being there that day because 

I don't know what would have happened if 

he wasn't. I went to three different schools 

my 9th grade year cause of bullying, and me 

doing badly in school because of it. I went 

home to nobody and cried so many times. 

I'm very lucky that God saved me and put 

me at my mom’s. If I wasn't here with her 

now, and I never met Seth -I can tell you 

right now that I know for a fact I wouldn't be 

here. I thank my mom every day for being 

here and helping me with my depression 

from bullying. 
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I Remember by Sharon 

I was bullied all through school for being 

shorter and skinnier than all the other kids. 

I was always the shortest kid. I stood 4'11 

my junior year of high school and I am 

barely 5'2 now. I can remember games of 

keep away and the name calling was the 

worst. I got called short stack, skinny 

minnie, midget, teeny tiny, mini skeletor, 

and the list goes on and on.  

Even teachers would taunt me in their 

own ways. Some would have me do work on 

the top part of the board and wouldn’t allow 

me a chair, or work on the lower part where 

I could reach. I hated school. My sister was 

a bully too because she always called me 

shorty and patted my head. I felt all alone 

and isolated. I even got teased because I 

always had to roll my jeans up and or tailor 

them.  

It got so bad I eventually would just cry 

in the store because nothing looked right on 

me. Kids at school would also trip me by 

stepping on my pants leg or skirt hem if I 
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wore a long skirt. I remember eating alone 

in the solitary of the bathroom just to 

escape. 
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When I was Bullied by Kristi 

This girl’s name was Angel.  She wanted 

me to put $20 in a book bag.  I said no, that 

I would not do it.  Then I got a note that said 

she would kill me if I didn’t do it.   

I showed the note to my grandma, and 

she called the cops.  We gave the note to 

the cops, but Angel tried to say that I wrote 

it when I didn’t.  I showed them that I did not 

write the note, and Angel got in trouble and 

got in school suspension.  She told me that 

she would not bully me again, so we became 

friends again, and we have been friends 

ever since then. 
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No Amount of Beauty by 

Courteney 

They say make up does wonders. But, that 

is only on the outside, not the inside. 

It takes more than a tube of lipstick to love 

yourself. 

They say clothes make the person, but 

fame makes a star. 

No matter what they say, just love the 

person you are! 

You stare at your reflection in the mirror, 

seeing nothing but flaws. 

Flaws are what make you special, so work 

with what you got. 

When they see you, deep inside they envy 

you. 

Hold your head up with pride and never 

look down. 

Never let people see you frown. 
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Because once they do, they’ll try to snatch 

the happiness away from you. 

Be confident. 

Love your flaws. 

Let them talk and pray for them all. 
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Stop Bullying Picture by KJH 
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My Sister is my Bully by Nate 

My sister is a bully to me.  I laugh every 

time she gets in trouble, but she tells on me, 

then comes into my room and beats on me 

and my big brother.  One time when we were 

riding in the car, she began to pinch me 

really hard and made me bleed. It gave me 

scars. 

Today when I was in the music room, she 

was picking on me.  She was hitting and 

kicking me.  It makes me not like her.  At my 

G-Ma’s house she was calling me names 

while she was on her laptop, and then 

showed it to our sister.  It makes me feel 

very uncomfortable. 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

192 | P a g e  

 

Elementary School by Capri Sun 

Back when I was in elementary school, I 

think in the third grade, I was the new kid.  

After I was introduced, I took my seat and 

every kid in the class was just looking at me.  

I just looked dead at my teacher. 

Lunch came around, and a girl I had 

known named Cara came up and sat next to 

me so we became friends.  I managed to 

make it through the first week. 

The second week I walked in, and a boy 

that was shorter than me and had a lot of 

friends, pushed my crayons off the table and 

called me a “piece of meat”. I had tears in 

my eyes when I looked at my teacher, but 

she just told me to pick it up.  The kids 

sitting at the table all snickered.  All I could 

do was just tough it out and make it through 

the day strong.   

Some advice for those that are a bully.  

Bullying isn’t fun or funny.  Some people 

already go through a lot.  Kids come from 

homes with abuse, and when they constantly 
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get picked on then they take it to heart, and 

take their own life or do something else that 

destroys their life.  So, take my advice, don’t 

be a bully or a bystander.  If you bully 

because you are hurting too, one way to 

release the pain is to write about it.  Write 

about it, or go to therapy, but don’t be a 

bully. 
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Dreading School by Jakyia 

By the end of my fifth-grade year, I was 

really beginning to hate school because I 

was being bullied. I dealt with kids calling 

me names, and calling me out of my name. 

The thing is, I had not said or done anything 

to them for them to be saying the things they 

were saying about me. They talked about 

my hair, and they talked about my clothes. 

It got to the point that I didn’t even have the 

friends that I once had. Those friends 

started avoiding, ignoring and socially 

excluding me. 

Oh, let me not leave out the physical 

aggression. I had a girl come up to me, and 

asked me for my homework. I told 

her, “No.” That’s when she got mad at me, 

and started slapping me across my face. It 

got to the point where I didn’t want to be 

alone at school, so I tried to be friends with 

some of the same girls that bullied me in 

hope that they would be nice to me. That 

didn’t work because I didn’t like the way 

they treated people. It just wasn’t me. 
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Summer came, and was coming to an end. 

I began to feel the pressure, anxiety, and 

fear of going back to school. It got so bad, 

that one day when my mom, my sister and I 

were riding and talking about school, I began 

to cry. I confided in them that I just wanted 

to die and that I hated school. They both 

begin to ask me “Why?” Remind you that I 

never told anyone what was going on. So, 

they were surprised to hear me say the 

things I was saying. They kept on asking me 

why I felt this way. I broke down and told 

them, and of course that made them furious. 

But the thing is, I felt like they were mad at 

me. In a way they were because I didn’t tell 

someone sooner. 

When my sixth-grade year began, my 

mom and sister came to school with me on 

my first day. As we sat and waited for my 

name to be called, I had a breakdown. They 

talked to me, and I felt a little better. I still 

had an overwhelming day because I was in 

class AGAIN with most of the girls who 

bullied me during my fifth-grade year. But 

by finally telling my mom what was going on 



The Bully Diaries      A #writeforthesilent Project  

 

196 | P a g e  

 

with me, it began to make things better. I had 

gotten to the point, where I felt so worthless 

and unloved, that I began to bully myself 

mentally. I was always saying to myself that 

I wasn’t good enough and other negative 

thoughts. 

My mom and grandma has stepped up as 

loving parents and got me help. So what I 

would like to tell anyone going through 

something (in my case bullying), is to speak 

up so someone can help. If no one knows, 

how can they help? Since I spoke up and 

started praying about my situation, doors 

have been opening for me to tell my story. I 

have had someone tell me that my story 

helped them! That makes me feel good. I 

have to say …things are getting better. I feel 

better day by day. What the devil meant for 

my harm, God is working out for my good. 

Tell somebody, stand up for yourself, 

take action, just speak up! You, I and 

everyone deserves to feel safe at school, 

work or wherever. We deserve to be able to 

be ourselves and be respected. With 

scripture, prayer and support from my 
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family, I am winning this battle and you can 

too. 
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When Will the Peace Begin? by 

Catherine 

Have you ever been lied to? Judged or 

picked on? 

Do you truly know the difference between 

right and wrong? 

If you suddenly have an answer to that 

question, 

Can you admit to witnessing domestic 

aggression? 

 

Haven't we all been bullied? Physically or 

mentally abused? 

Can you relate to being cheated on or 

missed used? 

If you can replay the moment when you felt 

like nothing, 

Would you be the person to stand up and 

do something? 

 

Have you ever watched someone's smile 

disappear or fade away? 

What did they do to be thrown so far at 

bay? 

Can you imagine where all the saddened 
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people have run or hide? 

Do you know what it's like to keep pain on 

the inside? 

 

It shouldn't matter if someone is strictly 

straight or bi. 

Why does it matter if someone lives 

transgender life? 

Do you believe that everyone is born to be 

happy and free?- 

No matter what race or color that person 

may be? 

 

Will you speak up if someone is threatened 

or mistreated?- 

Would you help prevent a past from being 

repeated? 

Have you ever wanted to give up or stop 

trying? 

You can be the change that keeps one's life 

from dying. 
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About Stand for the Silent 

Stand for the Silent was 

started in 2010 by a group 

of students from the 

Oklahoma State University 

-Oklahoma City Upward 

Bound Chapter after they heard the story of Kirk 

and Laura Smalley’s son, Ty Field-Smalley. At 

eleven years-old, Ty took his own life after being 

suspended from school for retaliating against a 

bully that had been bullying him for over two years. 

Stand for the Silent exists as a platform that allows 

Kirk and Laura to share their story while offering 

education and tools that will prevent their tragedy 

from happening to another child and family.  

Kirk and Laura’s mission is to continue to change 

kids’ lives and bring awareness to bullying and the 

real devastation it causes. Since May 2010, Kirk 

and Laura Smalley have traveled to hundreds of 

schools and spoken with more than one million 

students.  For more information, go to 

www.standforthesilent.org. 
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Support Us 

“To move forward, you have to give back.” -

Oprah Winfrey 

 

National problems require national solutions, 

and we believe that we’ve developed a powerful 

solution to the response of the juvenile crime and 

poverty rate here in the US. We call it: Writing for 

the Soul Workshop™. 

Writing for the Soul Workshop™ is a sponsored 

project of Fractured Atlas, a non‐profit arts service 

organization. Contributions for the charitable 

purposes of Writing for the Soul Workshop™ must 

be made payable to “Fractured Atlas” and are tax‐

deductible to the extent permitted by law. 

Visit: www.writingforthesoulworkshop.org. 
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We all have a story to tell. Have you ever been bullied, 

or seen someone being bullied? Have you ever been a 

bully? Here is a chance to share your story. 

Write your story here: 

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________
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________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________

________________________________________________ 

If you would like to submit your story for publishing in 

The Bully Diaries Series, send your submission to: 

TGIM Digital Publishing 

c/o Submissions 

1617 Park Place Ave, Suite TGIM 

Fort Worth, Texas 76110 

 

Please note that if you want your submissions returned 

to you, please include a self-addressed stamp envelope. 
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