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INTRODUCTION
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Have you ever felt like no one really understands you? Like everyone talks about you, but no one actually listens? Like adults speak about teenagers as if we’re just some “phase” to be endured—instead of people who are already living real, serious, sometimes unbearably heavy lives? 

Being real is the bravest thing you can do.

Teenage years are strange. One day you feel like the king of the world—everything makes sense, everything feels easy. The next day you just want to hide under the blanket and never come out. Your thoughts spin in circles. One word from a friend can ruin your whole day. One look from a teacher can make you doubt yourself. One careless comment from your parents can cut deeper than they will ever realize.

The pressure is everywhere. How you should look. What you should say. What you should be interested in. Everyone wants you to be something—but rarely do they want to know who you really are. The pressure to be “cool.” To fit in. To talk the way others talk. To smoke when you don’t want to. To go to that party when all you want is silence. To pretend everything’s fine when inside it feels like everything is falling apart. And then there’s the phone—like the center of the universe, yet the biggest thief at the same time. It steals your peace, your time, your sleep, your real life.

Sometimes you feel invisible. Other times you feel like everyone is staring at you—watching, judging, waiting for you to make a mistake. And that’s when the questions start: 

Who am I? 

Why do I feel the way I do? 

Is it normal to feel like this? 

What should I do when it’s all too much?

This book is not a manual. Because there is no manual for being a teenager. There isn’t one single “right” answer. This book is an attempt to talk the way we talk to each other. When there’s no need to fake it. When you can be real.

I wrote this because I’m living through the same feelings I’m writing about. Because I know how hard it is to trust yourself. How painful it is to feel misunderstood. How terrifying it is to make a mistake when it seems like everyone is watching. How sometimes you just want to run away. Or scream everything out. Or simply whisper to someone: 

“I’m struggling. Can you just listen?”

I’m not writing as a teacher. I’m not writing as a psychologist. I’m not writing as someone who has it all figured out. I’m writing as one of you. As someone who gets stuck. Who asks. Who feels. Who observes. Who’s searching too.

If you’re reading this, it means it matters to you. 

Maybe you want to understand yourself better. 

Maybe someone is pressuring you. 

Maybe you’re just tired of being someone you don’t want to be. 

Or maybe you simply want to hear that you are not alone. 

That everything you feel—it’s normal. 

And that there is strength in how you feel.

You don’t need to be perfect. You don’t need to always be “good.” You don’t need to know it all. You only need one thing—to be real. Even if it’s scary. Even if no one understands. Being real is the bravest thing you can do.

So if you’re ready for the journey—keep reading. Adolescence is not a mistake. It’s your beginning.
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Chapter 1. WHO AM I?

[image: ]


[image: ]

Sometimes I ask myself: who am I? And not just “who” as in my name or face in the mirror, but who I really am inside. Not what others say about me. Not even what I see in my reflection. But that deeper part of me—the thoughts never written down, the feelings I can’t always name, the voice I sometimes ignore.

“Who am I?” is not a question about labels. It’s a question about identity, about meaning, about whether there is a place in this world where I can honestly say: Here—I am truly myself.

We, teenagers, often say we’re searching for ourselves. But I think it’s more than that. We’re searching for a way to be ourselves in a world that’s already trying to decide everything for us. Sometimes it feels like everyone else already has it figured out. They have their style, their opinions, their friend groups. They look confident, clear, strong. And me? I’m still asking. Still wavering between who I want to be and who I pretend to be. It’s like there are several versions of me inside, all fighting for the chance to come out.

How many times have we been told how we “should” act, what we “should” choose, how we “should” look? How many times have we heard: “It’s just a phase,” “You’ll understand when you grow up,” “Your whole life is ahead of you”? As if what we feel right now is temporary. Unimportant. But that’s not true. We’re not living “later.” We’re living now. And what we feel is real.

Be yourself—it’s worth it

When feelings hit—anxiety, joy, anger, jealousy, confusion—they feel like a scream from the inside: “I exist! Notice me!” But the world often answers: “Be quiet. Not now. You don’t understand yet.” So we silence the voice that is trying to speak for us. And in that silence, we start to lose ourselves.

Searching for yourself means facing questions no one else can answer: What do I actually like? What really matters to me? Why do I feel safe with people one day and want to run away the next? Why do I feel strong one moment and broken into a hundred pieces the next? These questions don’t have right answers. They’re not in any textbook. Teachers don’t assign them in class. But they live inside us—restless, moving, alive. And sometimes the only way to hear yourself is to step into silence. Without the phone. Without the noise. Just listening to your own soul. And that might be the hardest part.

Our identity isn’t one single word. It shifts. It grows. It disappears. It comes back. Some days we feel like ourselves. Other days it’s foggy—as if we’re standing among everyone, but not really with anyone. Life often feels like a stage, and we’re all playing roles. One in the classroom. Another at home. A different one online. But where’s the real me? Maybe it’s the one quietly waiting behind the curtain, when the play ends and we’re alone with our thoughts.

I think we all want the same thing—to be accepted as we are. But we’re often afraid to show our true side. Afraid they’ll laugh. Afraid they’ll say: “You’re too sensitive.” “You’re weird.” “You’re not like everyone else.” But maybe that’s the point—we are not like everyone else. And maybe that’s what makes us special. Because differences aren’t flaws. They’re colors. And if we were all the same—would we even know who we are? Would life be interesting? Maybe the very “weirdness” we sometimes try to hide is actually our biggest strength. Our greatest gift.

Sometimes it feels like if I’m too much myself, I’ll end up alone. But the truth is—when I try to be someone I’m not, that’s when I feel the most alone. Because then I matter to no one—not even to myself. I’m still learning to be myself. Sometimes I fail. Sometimes I try too hard to fit in. Sometimes I stay silent when I want to speak. Sometimes I speak and regret it. But still—I keep walking. Every day, one small step. Searching. Doubting. Believing again.

And you—if you’re on that search too—know this: you
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