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@ ii% ﬂ % @ was the dark cloud over my head.

The voices of the kids who bullied me were the raindrops

that flooded my day. And their hateful glares were the
lightning bolts that I tried my best to dodge.

I didn’t realize how much bullying had taken over my
life until my family and I moved across the country at the
end of 8th grade.

I realized how much I had been suffering, but I also
realized how strong I was. I started writing poems,
screenplays, and stories. I put all of my pain into my
work. I had finally found this incredible outlet. And
through this outlet, I found my first mission in life.

I knew that there were millions of kids all over the
world suffering in silence from bullying. In my sleep, I
could feel their fear, their helplessness, and their pain. I
dreamed of a way that I could help them and show them
that they weren’t alone in their battle.

One day, I realized that I had to create a little yet
powerful survival guide that any kid could use when he
or she was being bullied in the gym, the cafeteria, the
locker room, the classroom, the hallways—anywhere.
A guide that could help any kid dry their tears and put
a smile on their face. A guide that could convince a kid



to come out of that bathroom stall that they had locked
themselves into and see the flickering light at the
end of the tunnel. A guide that could be a road map, a
flashlight, or a friend.

So here it is. This book is my gift to you. The
advice is based on all of my experiences throughout
the many years I was bullied and conversations with
parents, teachers, and other victims of bullying. I also
collaborated with mental health professionals.

Welcome 1o my book.
and NOUr™ new beginning!
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