
My Story





Hi, my name is Anne and this is me 
when I was 4 years old.





As a child, I loved colours, especially 
rainbow colours.

We lived in a house with a large garden 
and I used to dream about decorating 
the trees with multi-coloured ribbons.





This is my first day of school. Even 
though I was small, I felt especially 

small that day.





In the classroom there were so 
many strange faces, sounds and 
smells, I just wanted to escape.





Being in the playground felt 
especially scary.





Other kids would crowd too close to 
me, or barge and shove past me 
like I was  somehow invisible.





It was only when we did Art that I 
really felt at home.





In the playground, I felt like 
everyone else knew how to make 

friends, except me.





And when I tried to join in, I just 
ŷżŷƁLƇ ƆŸŸƀ ƇƂ KźŸƇ żƇ.L





Sometimes the other children 
laughed at me and called me 
names, just because I was a bit 

different.





A lot of the time it was easier to be 
by myself.





From time to time, kind children 
would ask me if I wanted to play.





But I still felt different and awkward.

The other children noticed this.

ŭŻŸƌ ŷżŷƁLƇ ƆŸŸƀ ƇƂ ſżžŸ KŷżŹŹŸƅŸƁƇL. 
They preferred being with children 

who were like them.





I decided that if other children 
ŷżŷƁLƇ ƊŴƁƇ ƇƂ ŵŸ ƊżƇŻ ƀŸ ŴƆ Ţ ƊŴƆ, 
then I would have to pretend to be 

more like them.

Maybe then, they would like me.





I got very clever at working out how 
other people expected me to be.

If someone expected me to be 
ŻŴƃƃƌ, Ţ ŶƂƈſŷ ŷƂ Ŵ ŻŴƃƃƌ ŹŴŶŸƑ





In class, I thought the teacher wanted me 
to be clever and know the answers, so I 

pretended I knew what I was doing. 

But this meant I found it really difficult to 
ask for help when I really did need it.





But there were times when the pretending did 
work.

Sometimes other children wanted to be friends.
śƈƇ ƇŻżƆ ŷżŷƁLƇ ƀŴžŸ ƀŸ ŻŴƃƃƌ.

Why? Because I figured they were just liking the 
pretend me.





I thought that if they saw the real 
KƀŸL ŵŸŻżƁŷ ƇŻŸ ƀŴƆž, ƇŻŸƌ ƊƂƈſŷ 

change their minds.





Every day as I walked to school my 
head would fill with worries and 

fears about the day ahead.
I felt like I must have done something 

wrong to feel like this.
I was too ashamed to tell anyone else 
about what was going on behind the 

masks.





When I left Primary School I 
thought I could stop pretending.





But no, I still felt different. 
I still had to pretend, in order to be 

like the people around me.
Inside though, was hidden the real me, 

along with these black clouds.





The black clouds were all the painful 
memories and fears.

As I grew up, whenever I felt afraid or 
anxious, the clouds just got bigger 

and more threatening.





ũƅŸƇŸƁŷżƁź ƇŻŴƇ Ţ ƊŴƆƁLƇ ƆŶŴƅŸŷ Ƃƅ 
anxious was hard work.





I felt like I was the only person in 
the world who had to pretend to 

fit in like this.





I found ways of distracting myself, 
of pretending to myself that I was 
ok,  but these things just made me 

feel more lonely and ashamed.





Sometimes I tried to make myself 
extra busy, then maybe for a while, 

I might forget about what was 
going on inside. 





But the more I tried to ignore them, 
the bigger the clouds became.

They slowed me down and made me 
feel tired and grumpy.





It was only when I did what I 
enjoyed doing that I felt a happy.





When people said they liked me. Or if they 
said I was clever, talented, funny, caring, 
ƃƅŸƇƇƌ Ƃƅ žżƁŷ, Ţ ŽƈƆƇ ŶƂƈſŷƁLƇ ŵŸſżŸƉŸ 
them, because I still believed that the 
ƅŸŴſ KƀŸL żƁƆżŷŸ ƊŴƆ ƁƂƇ ſƂƉŸŴŵſŸ.





ŢƇLƆ ŹƈƁƁƌ ŻƂƊ ƇŻŸ ƀƂƆƇ ƈƁŸƋƃŸŶƇŸŷ ƇŻżƁźƆ 
happen when you are grown-up.

I met a man whom I love and we got married.
Ţ ƇƅżŸŷ ƇƂ ƇŸſſ Żżƀ Ţ ƊƂƈſŷƁLƇ ƀŴžŸ Ŵ ƉŸƅƌ źƂƂŷ 
Ŧƈƀƀƌ ŴƆ Ţ ƊŴƆƁLƇ źƅŸŴƇ ƊżƇŻ ŶŻżſŷƅŸƁ.





śƈƇ ƇŻŴƁžŹƈſſƌ, ŻŸ ŷżŷƁLƇ ŵŸſżŸƉŸ ƀŸ.
Now we have three beautiful boys.
And one of the most special things 
about having children is that they 

love you just the way you are.





śƈƇ Ţ ƆƇżſſ ŶƂƈſŷƁLƇ ſƂƉŸ ƀŸ ŽƈƆƇ ƇŻŸ 
way I was.





I still felt I needed to pretend not to feel 
scared when I was in places like 

playgroups of playgrounds. 

It reminded me of feeling scared when I 
was a child in the school playground. 





But, then one day, something 
changed.

There was a knock on the door of 
the room inside.

Could I pluck up the courage to 
open it?





I was just too tired of fighting the 
black clouds on my own, so I decided 

to open up.
Choosing to open the door and 

become open to the compassion and 
love of other people, changed my 

life.





Because, when I let people in, when 
I let them see the real me and the 
ŵſŴŶž ŶſƂƈŷƆ, ƇŻŸƌ ŷżŷƁLƇ ƅƈƁ ŴƊŴƌ.

They told me that everything would 
be OK, and that we could face 

things together.





Suddenly, I knew I no longer had to 
face life on my own.





Even the black clouds looked less 
scary now I had friends to share 

my fears with.





I found that when I listened and 
trusted those around me, that the 

most amazing things could happen.

I found people who had been through 
experiences just like me.




