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If You Have No Choice but to Work

Do you have ADHD? I do. Have you ever worked in an office? I have. Why did you start working? For me, it was a necessity—I had no other choice. Were you incompetent or competent at your job? I was competent, yet I was treated as a scapegoat, forced to carry the weight of other people's blame.

If you have ADHD, my honest advice is this: try to avoid the typical office environment if you can. But life often leaves us with no choice. What do you do when they target your ADHD, weaponizing your traits against you? What do you do when they dump their impossible workloads onto your shoulders, claim the credit for your results, and then dismiss your value entirely?

When you are bullied, when your work is stolen, and when you are left to take the fall for everything, you cannot just cry and run away. That is not the right path, nor does it serve you in the end.

In the opening paragraph of "Reading" in Walden, Henry David Thoreau writes, "If a man were more reflective, he would be a student and observer of nature, for the nature and destiny of man are essentially the same."

Even without ADHD, we should carefully choose our work to fulfill our destiny more beautifully. However, reality demands we earn money, sometimes driving us into a corner—leaving us no choice but to survive. There is a force that pushes us into a standardized world of work, preventing us from living according to the unique vessel we were born with. This force appears at times with the face of our parents, at others with the face of our teachers, or as the crushing weight of peer pressure.

Without a moment to hear the inner voice asking, "What do I truly want?", we are swept away helplessly. Because we are young and ignorant of how this world operates, we are met with veiled threats masked as concern: "What are you going to do for a living?" Thus, we are driven into the "slaughterhouse" of office life to sustain ourselves. At twenty, we are too fragile and know too little. Many of us lack the guidance of good parents or the safety net of a reliable foundation. We are left with no choice but to sell our education, our labor, and our time for a wage. We enter the corporate machine and submit to labor, not out of passion, but out of absolute necessity.

So, I, too, entered the corporate world, biting the bullet. Clutching my hard-earned diploma, I knocked on the company door in terror, trapped by the vague sense that all paths were blocked except for the one labeled "employment." Fortunately, because I was young, reasonably presentable, had decent grades, and looked persistent enough, I landed a job. And there, my friends, I witnessed another kind of hell.

They say the boundary between this world and the next is so blurred that many don't even realize they’ve died. There are stories of spirits visiting mediums, worried that people no longer look at them or acknowledge their existence, only for the medium to reveal, "You are already dead."

I will teach you how to tell if you’ve crossed over in your sleep. They say the afterlife is the exact "inverse" of this world. Here, mountains are high and valleys are deep; there, mountains are low and valleys are elevated. Here, the sun is bright and the night is dark; there, the sun is dim and the night is luminous. In that place, language and actions are reversed: "Go" means "come," and "eat" means "spit it out." Left and right are flipped, so you button your collar or wear your shoes on the wrong feet. The entire orientation of existence is the mirror image of this world.

In the corporate world, I witnessed how the personalities of so many people were inverted, their values twisted inside out. It was a place teeming with individuals possessing warped characters—a realm I came to realize was the "other world," specifically, a hell. In a place where such inverted values prevailed, every strength of my ADHD naturally became a liability. But did my weaknesses turn into strengths in return? Of course not. Hell is never a fair place. Every strength I possessed was treated as a flaw, and the company exploited my every vulnerability. I felt as though I were being tortured in the very heart of that hell.

My sharpest edges grew dull; I became foolish, and my cognitive faculties withered. After five years at my first job, I resigned. When an oriental medicine doctor, while taking my pulse, asked, "Since when has your mind stopped working?", I burst into tears right there. I had felt it for so long, and I had pleaded for others to understand, but no one had ever listened.

So, my friends, what do you do when you are forced into the corporate world, only to have every trait of your ADHD weaponized against you—doing all the work while taking all the blame? Your hyper-focus and immense productivity, your pure, warm nature that refuses to exploit others, your refreshing honesty and lack of pretension—all of these stir up the deep-seated insecurities and envy of others, yet you, in your innocence, never see it coming.

You are insensitive to the unspoken rules and the suffocating atmosphere; you don't grasp the rigid hierarchies, seeking equality instead. Because you are unfamiliar with petty protocols and struggle with executive function, you inadvertently create more work for those around you, drawing their irritation and spite. You are distracted, always noticing everything and meddling in matters you shouldn't. You blurt out truths—things that are painfully accurate yet "forbidden" to say—driven by an impulsivity that makes you laugh it off, even as it seals your fate. How do you survive in a place like that?

What if the company is not an open-minded, progressive workplace, but one that feels like it’s stuck in the 1980s? What if it is packed with corrupted souls in their 40s and 50s, clinging to archaic, twisted views of gender and power, where only hierarchy and office politics matter? How do you keep going when your very existence as an ADHDer makes you a target?

I lasted five years at my first job, seven at my second, and one at my last before finally stepping away from the corporate life. In these pages, I want to share what I endured during those seven years at my second company.
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1. A Start Built on Deception
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From the very beginning, the company felt off. It was rude. While I was still a candidate awaiting my official start date, Director A called me on a Friday afternoon and demanded I come to the office immediately. I was appalled at such a baseless, amateurish approach. I had been out of work for 14 months and had fought hard to land this position, having already turned down other offers. Though I felt it was incredibly personal and intrusive, I dressed in a suit and made my way to their office in Jongno.

Director A spent an hour beating around the bush, rambling on about this and that just to wear me down. Then, he dropped it: 'Our company treats contract and permanent employees exactly the same, so let’s just sign you on as a contract worker.' At thirty-one years old, with five years of experience in a legal department, did he really think I couldn’t distinguish the difference? I shot back, 'I don’t see how that would be to my advantage.' Taken aback by my response, he immediately backpedaled, saying, 'Well, that’s for you to decide.' In the end, I was hired as a permanent employee.

It was only long after I had joined that I discovered the truth: my position was never intended to be permanent. A U.S. attorney who had been handling the legal affairs had requested a one-year leave of absence for a twin pregnancy, and they needed a temp to fill the void. Director A had bungled the process, delaying the job posting; realizing it would be nearly impossible to attract a competent candidate for a one-year contract, he had left it ambiguous whether it was a permanent or contract position. I had verified with the headhunter that it was indeed a permanent role before proceeding, and somehow, the headhunter had confirmed it as such all the way through to my final offer.

What I never anticipated, however, was that Director A would take it upon himself to call me on his personal mobile phone on a Friday afternoon, rambling on only to drop that 'contract-worker bomb' on me. Despite the absurdity, my judgment remained sharp; I held my ground and defended my position. I later heard that for that very stunt, he was absolutely shredded by the Foreign Vice President.

Though I hadn't been swindled, my second corporate life—born from such a petty, devious lie—was destined to be tainted by deception and bullying from start to finish. The company had just finished a round of restructuring and had brought in the U.S. attorney to bolster their legal capacity; when she fell pregnant, they needed someone who was not only fluent in English but also practically experienced. It came down to me and a junior U.S. attorney in the final interview, and I had won the spot based on my experience. I had even passed an English interview. I expected to build a relationship of trust, but having been nearly blindsided before I even walked through the door, I felt an ominous chill about what lay ahead.

This was my second company. During my time at my first job, I had been under siege from all sides. After graduating and starting work, I went to my family, only for them to swarm around my income, exerting such pressure that I couldn't even think for myself. The agony of that familial torment spilled over into my relationship with my bosses, severely impairing both my work and my interpersonal dynamics—yet I couldn't see the root cause. I simply didn't have the courage to face the abuse from my own parents and siblings.

Under extreme stress, I uttered things I shouldn't have, which turned my superiors against me. Still, I endured for five years, thanks to my innate resilience and superior work performance. Since the only way they could attack me was by nitpicking at my work, I truly believed I was incompetent, and I was devastated. I left, thinking, "Fine, everything is my fault, I'll just leave." But to my surprise, a friend on the same team told me later that after I left, the department atmosphere became a hundred times more toxic than before. I had been the scapegoat both at home and at the office, silently absorbing the brunt of the burden and acting as a buffer, and once I was gone, the department's true, ugly face was laid bare.

The sense of being a scapegoat, groomed by my parents, haunted me wherever I went. In every company, I ended up in the same role: I did all the heavy lifting, yet I took all the abuse. Unconsciously, I mimicked the aggressive, demeaning tone my thug-like, manipulative parents had used on me, projecting it into my workplace. Having spent decades in a state of constant, extreme hostility, my brain was permanently locked in "emergency mode." That is how my ADHD brain calcified and became pathologized through abuse. Without the mental capacity to consider the feelings or contexts of others, I communicated in the same way I had been treated—and that, in turn, became yet another catalyst for my isolation and bullying.

More than a decade after cutting ties with my family, and five years after leaving that job, I heard a small voice inside me one day: "I am finally safe." It was then that I realized I was finally emerging from the wreckage of my ADHD symptoms, and my brain had begun to forge new, positive neural pathways.

When parents spend a lifetime deceiving their children, offloading unfair burdens, and fostering an atmosphere of terror that breeds confusion, those children become desensitized to the deceptions they encounter in their professional lives, rendering them unable to respond effectively. It is as if they are watching a scam unfold right before their eyes, yet they fail to grasp the reality of the situation. Is it because they lack intelligence? Not at all. It is because when the very people who were supposed to protect you—your own parents and siblings—are the ones perpetrating the deceit, you become incapable of facing the truth and resort to deceiving yourself instead.

I had successfully blocked their initial ploy to trick me into a contract role, but I never imagined that such petty and grand deceits would become a constant feature of my daily work life. Consequently, I ended up trusting people who were fundamentally untrustworthy. Director A constantly probed and prodded me, watching to see how I would react to his manipulations and whether his tactics would take hold. Even as these psychological attacks occurred every single day, I was left wondering, 'Why am I so anxious and struggling so much?'—never realizing that I was being targeted, and thus failing to protect myself from the toxic environment.

Furthermore, I was scrutinized for my ADHD-specific work habits—a typo here, an overly creative suggestion there—which they used as ammunition against me. This company was a world apart from my previous one; the Foreign Vice President surveilled and meddled in every single detail. I fell right into that radar, becoming his primary target. For years, I endured the harassment, forcing myself to walk through the halls pretending as if nothing were wrong.

Director A, with his viper-like, glistening eyes watching me intently while he pulled that 'contract-worker stunt,' had become a 'Senior Managing Director' (Jeonmu) within mere days of my arrival. I thought to myself, 'What kind of chaotic, nonsensical hierarchy is this?' The fact that a newly minted Senior Managing Director would summon a prospective employee privately via personal mobile as if calling a friend, and the company’s structure that allowed such meteoric promotions in just a few months—everything about it felt deeply suspicious and unsettling. Yet, driven by circumstances I couldn't escape, I found myself crossing that threshold nonetheless.
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2. Harassment as Psychological attack
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My first company was owner-managed, and the internal politics revolving around the owner were intense. The president was a young, brilliant, and self-made man. Executives scrambled to gain his favor, and some young women even became his lovers. I heard stories of executives bowing at ninety degrees to these female employees simply because they were the president's girlfriend.

My second company, this foreign subsidiary, lacked a clear owner, which only fueled a different kind of fire. As the saying goes, "When the tiger is away, the fox plays king." Because there was no ultimate authority, the political maneuvering was rampant; everyone was fighting to be the "king." In my first company, though the political games played by a female supervisor were deeply repulsive, most ordinary employees—distanced from the young president—could keep their heads down and focus on their work. In this second company, however, everyone was desperate to "pick a side," believing that aligning with the right person was the only way to secure comfort and opportunity. I had fled the fox's den, only to walk straight into the tiger's lair.

It is often said that most victims of workplace bullying lack power and influence. People with ADHD are inherently creative and free-spirited; we cannot even comprehend why anyone would crave power in the first place. Naturally, we have no power, no influence, and no connections. Our minds are perpetually preoccupied with what is new, essential, and interesting; we find it impossible to understand the "why" behind office politics, power trips, or climbing the corporate ladder. To an ADHD mind, these are nothing more than a pathetic waste of human energy.

As a permanent employee who had "forced" my way in—when they had originally intended to hire a temp—I was a target of gossip from day one. But what truly made me a thorn in their side was my total lack of interest, ability, or desire to play their political games. The Foreign Vice President was a short, unattractive man with a bald head; perhaps he was compensating for a childhood of being unpopular by playing office politics. He built a clique of his own, laughing loudly and reveling in their own little kingdom, while making everyone else around them unable to even breathe. They were nothing more than thugs who believed that because they held the titles of bosses and executives, they had the right to monopolize the happiness of everyone else.

The other employees remained so silent all day that I wondered if they had lost the ability to speak; only the occasional "Yes, I understand!" in a foreign language broke the stillness. Being an ADHDer sensitive to my environment, I felt a deep, pervasive anxiety in that office, and as always, I tried to release it through words. I suspect I was suffering from Generalized Anxiety Disorder. I had spent my entire life walking on eggshells, haunted by the memory of a father who chased me with a knife, demanding perfection. I couldn't bear the stress. Whenever I found a listener, I would pour it all out. To be brutally honest, I used people as emotional trash cans, and I paid the price for it over and over. People were initially drawn to my bright, open, and radiant energy, but they would all flee once they saw me struggling to contain the sewage of my upbringing, spilling it out as if I had no choice. In every setting—family, church, work, or social circles—my status would start high, only to crash to the bottom. I was under such unbearable, lifelong stress that I was too occupied with merely trying to survive to process it properly. It was almost instinctive. If my brain was always stuck in "emergency mode," my father’s brain—the one that constantly rained abuse and torment upon me—was always "at war."

So, I chattered incessantly to the "parachute" hire sitting next to me. Having never learned proper communication, I also suffered from the habit of constantly asking "Why?" Being fundamentally driven by my own interests and living in an internal world, I was oblivious to the power dynamics and the unspoken rules one had to navigate to survive. I was the type who could only learn by suffering—feeling the sharp sting of pain before realizing, "Ah, so this is forbidden. If I don't follow this, I will be punished." But who inflicts such profound pain on a new hire? Everyone else just watched in silence. Like a monkey in a zoo, every word I uttered was broadcast live throughout the office.

The sharp-eyed Foreign Vice President clearly decided that I was not a good fit for his organization. His way of picking a fight was remarkably petty: he would take the proposals I submitted to Senior Managing Director A and, despite being a foreigner, critique the grammar and spacing of our Korean documents. It was a cowardly, manipulative tactic—using his status as a foreigner to shame Koreans in their own language over trivial formalities, all to break our spirits. I heard a story about a courageous manager who once threw a proposal back and shouted, 'You do it yourself, then!' Of course, that manager was effectively paralyzed afterward, trapped in his seat, barely able to even breathe in the office.

The Foreign Vice President and Senior Managing Director A subjected me to various tests, probing my intellectual capacity, English proficiency, problem-solving skills, and writing abilities. They picked apart every single detail, launching psychological attacks at every turn. Heinz Leymann, the pioneer in workplace bullying research, defined mobbing—or psychological terror—as 'hostile and unethical communication, directed in a systematic way by one or a number of persons, mainly toward one individual.' He was right. The essence of such harassment is psychological terror. They attack in ways that are subtle but insidious, designed to shrink the victim’s confidence, degrade their performance, and then use that decline as proof of their 'incompetence,' while simultaneously spreading rumors to isolate them from colleagues. Once the ground beneath the victim's feet is stripped away, they are left with no choice but to quit.

They began this process within months of my joining. The psychological onslaught had commenced. It always started with 'the gaze.' They surveilled me. Whenever I looked up from my work, I would find eyes fixed upon me—whether it was the Foreign Vice President himself, Senior Managing Director A, or one of their hand-picked loyalists. They were constantly monitoring my every move, gathering intel, and waiting for the slightest opening to tear me down.

But who was I? I was a survivor who had endured nine years under a stepmother with a personality disorder, all while excelling in my studies and eventually gaining admission to prestigious schools to the applause of my extended family. I was, in a sense, inoculated against such abuse. Through that early 'education,' I had been trained not to get caught in the traps they set.

One day, having been shredded by the Foreign Vice President, Senior Managing Director A spotted me waiting for the elevator—completely unaware of his earlier misfortune—and his suppressed rage exploded. He snapped, 'Why are you staying late to work?' I replied, 'I have work to finish.' He sneered with a vile tone, 'Try delivering some results before you talk like that,' and shoved past me into the elevator. We stood in an awkward silence as it descended, and when we reached the ground floor, I acted as if nothing had happened and said, 'Have a great weekend.' He glared at me and walked away.

The harassment continued, piling up one incident after another. One morning, shortly after I arrived at the office, Senior Managing Director A abruptly called me over. He threw out an English word—one with a nuance difficult to define in Korean—and demanded, 'What does this mean?' I don’t recall the exact word now; it seemed like a legal term, or perhaps it wasn't. I replied that I wasn't entirely certain, but that it 'likely meant such and such.' He immediately snapped, 'I thought you claimed you were good at English to get this job—you’re a fraud.'

I was stunned. This man, who had lured me into his office in broad daylight, beat around the bush for an hour, and tried to trick me into a contract role by lying that it was the same as a permanent position—and now, he was calling me a fraud? It was always like this. People like him are masters at projecting their own inferiority and shame onto others; it’s the only way they can keep their consciences from stinging. But having undergone that early, involuntary 'training' under my stepmother on how not to trip and fall, I simply smiled as if nothing had happened and walked out of his office.

Senior Managing Director A, apparently believing my English proficiency to be my weak point, brought me a legal document and ordered me to translate it into English. Once I submitted it, he demanded I translate it back into Korean. After I complied, he had the exact same task assigned to an HR staffer, then compared our work to belittle me. 'I thought you claimed you were good at English to get this job—you’re a fraud,' he repeated. When you are under such constant psychological assault, even the English you once mastered inevitably starts to slip. I realized these tasks weren't legitimate work instructions, but transparent attempts to trap me. From then on, I began to subtly avoid these assignments that were clearly designed for the sole purpose of finding fault.

When the Managing Director of Strategic Planning was about to ask me to draft a letter in English for our headquarters, Senior Managing Director A shouted so loudly that the entire office could hear: 'Who else is better in that department? She can’t do it!' Eventually, the Strategic Planning Managing Director even blurted out, 'I miss (the former predecessor's name).' This was a calculated move—to plant the prejudice in everyone’s mind that I was incapable of drafting a simple letter, effectively 'poisoning the well' so that if they fired me later for 'incompetence,' it would seem entirely justified.

None of this had been mentioned when I joined; my job description and responsibilities had perfectly matched my professional background, which is why I applied and was hired. At my first company, I had earned my position by ranking first in an English contract translation test. Yet here, after a few casual verbal questions during the interview, they had hired me only to turn around and launch psychological attacks, claiming my English practical skills were lacking. I pondered how to navigate this, while they strategized on how to deal with me, as I was proving far more resilient than they had anticipated. In the end, they forced the American attorney—the woman who had taken a one-year maternity leave—to return to work earlier than planned. She began showing up with a visible scowl, and with her arrival, the psychological warfare against me became significantly more sophisticated and vile.
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3. “I’m Not Saying This for Your Own Good”
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Upon joining, I realized the company’s structure was bizarre. The person with the title of 'Senior Managing Director' was nothing more than a henchman for the Foreign Vice President, a man who played petty and pathetic political games. He was a man of intense inferiority, possessed by ambition yet lacking in talent, and capable of trusting no one. Senior Managing Director A had teamed up with the Foreign Vice President during a corporate restructuring, effectively seizing power. Much like how Prince Suyang purged the brilliant scholars loyal to King Sejong to usurp the throne, they cut off anyone who was capable and decent.

The Foreign Vice President's inferiority complex was so profound that I heard he would even slander talented executives or employees who had left to join competitors, actively sabotaging their new employment. That company was ruled by shameless people, marinated in their own bottomless inferiority, unaware even of why they acted the way they did. When no one else would assist the Foreign Vice President, Senior Managing Director A had raised his hand to become his collaborator. He sold his soul, and in exchange, he received a meteoric promotion—from manager to director, and then to Senior Managing Director in just a few months.

"So, how did Senior Managing Director A distribute the positions under his authority? Just as the Foreign Vice President had done, he handed them out to 'emotional dumpsters'—those who would kowtow to him and sell their souls to soothe his bruised ego. The Parachuted Hire placed under me was one of these designated emotional dumpsters. And what of the Female Superior who originally held my position? She, too, had managed to land the role through a recommendation from a prestigious law firm, thanks to her father’s connections. She didn't begin her professional career until she was forty—the very age at which I had already decided to step away from corporate life. After moving to the U.S. in her twenties to follow her husband, she obtained a U.S. law license, returned to Korea, drifted through various roles, and finally landed here as a parachuted hire in her first real professional job."

Perhaps Female Superior looked at the way the office was run and thought, 'If I just align myself with the right people, I could score big here, too.' Much like Senior Managing Director A, she did her utmost to win the Foreign Vice President’s favor. She would coddle him like a child, buying him meals and drinks, constantly sucking up to him. When I received my first paycheck and didn't offer any sycophantic gesture or tribute to Senior Managing Director A, he grew furious and shouted at me, 'Go ask Female Superior how she used her first paycheck on me!' He was genuinely incensed by my 'insensitivity'—my inability to take his hints until he blew up in my face—and he went so far as to spit out that command. I, however, simply thought to myself, 'Why on earth are you commenting on how someone spends their salary?'

Upon returning from her maternity leave, Female Superior even 'offered up' her own husband to demonstrate her loyalty to the Foreign Vice President. She pitched him to the Foreign Vice President as a top-tier talent, claiming he had graduated at the top of his class from a prestigious U.S. university, effectively framing his recruitment as her own personal achievement. Thanks to this 'contribution'—combined with the 'effort' of returning to work earlier than expected—she climbed from Senior Manager to General Manager, and then to Department Head, all within just a few months. At the time, I didn't understand the situation at all and simply wondered, 'Why on earth would a couple want to work for the same company?' Years later, I finally learned the truth when I heard the husband’s boss remark, 'She practically handed him over to the Foreign Vice President, but now that he’s returned to his home country, what is she going to do?' She was the kind of person who would sacrifice absolutely anything, including those closest to her, to climb the corporate ladder.

In a place where everyone else was groveling so obsequiously—a place where people would sell their souls or even 'offer up' their own husbands just to secure a position—I did none of that. I dressed in my own style, laughed happily, and sometimes even laughed out loud. I made friends, formed groups, and spoke my mind. Because I refused to sell my soul or perform emotional labor, my very existence made me a 'traitor' in their eyes. My perspective on life, my approach to work, and how I viewed my superiors—everything was different. I didn't have to do anything specific; my mere presence was enough to invite their hatred.

It seemed that upon her return from maternity leave, Female Superior had received a special mission from the Foreign Vice President and his cronies. I suspect the order was, 'Harass her until she quits in tears.' If she succeeded, she likely expected another reward in return. One day, she called me in while I was quietly doing my job and said, 'I have no choice—the executives told me not to address you with the customary professional honorifics, so from now on, I will just call you "Senior Manager"—devoid of any respect.' It sounded like a confession of her 'mission': she had to tear me down—starting with stripping away my professional title’s dignity, then attacking my work, my character, or even using sexual harassment—to drive me out, even if it meant dragging me through the mud.

From then on, Female Superior would scream my name and title—'Senior Manager [Name]!'—at the top of her lungs, in a shrill, piercing voice clearly intended for the Foreign Vice President to hear. To anyone unaware of the situation, it would have seemed as if I were constantly making grave mistakes. Thus began a period where she would nitpick everything I did, from typos to minor particles, dragging me over the coals with nonsensical accusations. This endured for seven years, until the day I finally resigned, with the intensity of her harassment ebbing and flowing.

During an organizational reshuffle, my desk was moved. When I arrived at work, I found myself sitting at the very front by the entrance, a full ten meters away from Senior Managing Director A and Female Superior. To people as obsessed with status and public perception as they were, shoving me into such a spot must have felt like their ultimate act of revenge—their masterstroke. But I didn't care. I have never placed value on such trivialities, as I am someone who always focuses on the essence of things. I understood exactly why they were doing it. Knowing that it was their own deep-seated 'inferiority' that had driven them to push me to the fringe of the office, I felt no pain at all.

Whenever she screamed my name in that piercing, shrill voice from across the office—'Senior Manager [Name]!'—I would respond in a clear, melodic tone, 'Yes, General Manager!' and approach her with a smile, looking for all the world like someone about to receive a compliment. I maintained a high, cheerful pitch—a voice my husband once called 'a nightingale’s song'—and as I approached, she would pointedly tear into me, as if everything I had done was worthless, illogical, and entirely wrong. The very first time, she had devastated me on a Friday afternoon by berating me for not spontaneously completing a task she had never actually assigned, and I had teared up at her cruelty. But after that, I never gave her the satisfaction again. I kept my 'nightingale's voice' and my smile, no matter what.

I would put every ounce of my effort into fixing everything Female Superior pointed out, ensuring that the same criticism would never arise again. After every scathing, vitriol-filled lecture, I would bow deeply, beam at her, and say, 'Thank you for letting me know, General Manager!' After this continued for some time, she finally couldn't hold it in anymore and screamed, 'I'm not doing this for your own good!'

Senior Managing Director A, Female Superior, and Parachuted Hire took turns picking apart my work, my attitude, my attire, and even my way of speaking. Under that level of relentless assault, a normal person would have been expected to break down and run out in tears—but because I fixed everything they complained about and responded with nothing but gratitude and a smile, they seemed to be losing their minds. Every time Female Superior—who arrived late every single day—tried to sneak into the office past my desk at the entrance, I would greet her loudly and mockingly, 'Good morning, General Manager!' and she would grimace in utter agony.

This battle between their spear and my shield concluded with my victory after a year of confrontation. As the atmosphere shifted toward the Foreign Vice President returning to his home country to advance his own career, they found themselves suffering more from the effort of tormenting me than I did. It must have been exhausting, even for a woman raising a child, to spit on the face of someone she saw every day and to plot such malicious ways to drive them out. Yet, she genuinely loathed me. To her, I was the origin of the 'unpleasant mission' she had been given—to 'push that woman out'—and because she ultimately failed to do so, I became the root cause of her losing the reward she expected to receive from the Foreign Vice President.

Throughout all of this, the office was no longer a place of work. It was a site of constant psychological warfare—a permanent theater of abuse where organized bullying was the norm. Yes, someone once said, 'If the company is a battlefield, the world outside is hell.' But a place where people rotting with inferiority complex hold the power? That was the true hell.
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