
ADHD Warrior

The Journey

Of

a Girl with ADHD 

––––––––

By: Dr. Annnamaria R-Z

Editor: Athena Basiratnia


Table of Contents

Title Page

ADHD Warrior. The Journey Of A girl With ADHD

Introduction

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Sixteen

“Dedicated to all individuals with ADHD, both those diagnosed and those undiagnosed, yet still navigating its consequences."

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Introduction


[image: image]


This book is a reflection  of my life and the lives of others like me. The names, time and places are all fictional. Even though some parts are based on real life experiences, it is still mostly fictional. As you turn these pages, you’ll encounter moments of doubt, struggle, triumph, and revelation. You’ll see how ADHD, often perceived as a hindrance, became a unique lens through which I viewed the world, offering challenges and unexpected advantages. 

––––––––
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THIS BOOK IS FOR ANYONE who has ever felt different, for those who have struggled to fit into the conventional mould, and for the silent warriors battling their minds every day. It’s a reminder that success is not always a straight line.

The guidance in this book has been effective for me, but it may not be universally applicable to all individuals with ADHD, and some therapists may have different opinions. I hope this book serves as a helpful guide for those navigating this condition.

Annamaria  R-Z
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Chapter One
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Before School

You might find it surprising if I told you that I am an adult with ADHD. Despite this challenge, I have managed to achieve a high level of education. But to truly understand my journey, we must start from the very beginning, my childhood. It is there, in the early, chaotic days of my youth, that the story begins.

The morning sun filtered through the lace curtains, casting delicate patterns on the worn wooden floor. I sat cross-legged on the carpet, my toys arranged in perfect symmetry, just as Mama liked it. Everything had its place, and there was no room for disorder in our home. 

Mama’s voice echoed from the kitchen, sharp and insistent, as she berated me for leaving a single crayon out of its box the night before.

“Why can’t you ever do anything right?” she snapped, her words stinging more than any physical blow could. I hung my head, my small fingers fidgeting with the hem of my dress, trying to make myself invisible. Mama’s world was one of precision and control, and any deviation was met with her relentless criticism.

Mama had her moments, though. Sometimes she would disappear into her room for days, the door firmly shut, leaving me with Grandma. Those were the times I dreaded most. Grandma’s house was a stark contrast to our meticulously kept home. It was filled with the scent of incense and the heavy presence of religious icons staring down from every wall.

Grandma was a woman of faith, devout and unyielding. She believed in the omnipresence of God and the inherent sinfulness of mankind. According to her, every mistake was a mark against my soul, an indication of my unworthiness in the eyes of the Almighty.

“God does not like naughty children,” she would say sternly, “You must repent for your bad behaviour.”

I spent countless hours in the dimly lit church, the air thick with the scent of burning candles and old wood. The sermons were long and incomprehensible to my five-year-old mind. I would sit there, bored and restless, my legs swinging beneath the pew, longing to be anywhere else. Grandma’s gaze would fall on me, a silent reminder to behave, to repent.

At home, I lived under the weight of Mama’s compulsions. Every room had to be spotless, every object in its rightful place. I learned to move quietly, to make myself small and unobtrusive, hoping to avoid her anger. 

Mama’s moods were like storms, sudden and unpredictable, leaving destruction in their wake. And in those moments, I was left to navigate the sea of my childhood alone.

One day, as I sat in the living room, carefully aligning my toys, Mama’s voice cut through the silence. 

“Why do you always make such a mess?” she demanded, her eyes blazing with frustration. I flinched, my heart pounding in my chest. 

“I’m sorry, Mama,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

“Sorry isn’t good enough,” her fingers gripping my shoulder with a force that made me wince, “You need to learn to do things right. God knows I’ve tried to teach you.”

The guilt and shame were my constant companions. I internalised her words, believing that I was fundamentally flawed and incapable of meeting her exacting standards. I began to associate my self-worth with my ability to maintain order and follow the rigid rules she imposed.

The visits to Grandma’s were no reprieve. There, I was reminded of my moral failings and my need for divine forgiveness. The church became a place of penance rather than solace, a reminder of my shortcomings.

“You must pray for forgiveness,” Grandma would say, her hands clasped tightly around her rosary, “Only then will you find redemption.”

But the prayers felt hollow, the words empty. I didn’t understand what I was asking forgiveness for. I was a child, yearning for love and acceptance, but finding only judgement and condemnation. My self-esteem withered under relentless scrutiny, and my confidence eroded by the constant criticism.

The days blurred into weeks, the weeks into months, each one marked by the weight of expectations I could never quite meet. Mama’s anger, Grandma’s disappointment, the oppressive atmosphere of the church—it all melded into a suffocating blanket, leaving me gasping for breath.

—————————————————————-
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ONE DAY, MY OLDER COUSIN brought a ping-pong ball to Grandma's house. He played with it, throwing it forcefully onto the ground. The ball produced a lovely sound that I had never heard before. I watched him with great interest and asked if he would give me the ball, as I wanted to play with it. 

But he refused, saying, "You’re just a child and will destroy it." He continued to play in front of me, unfazed by my request.

Three days later, to my astonishment, I saw that Grandpa had brought a cardboard box, carefully arranged with numerous ping-pong balls. I wondered to myself, "How did Grandpa know that I love them?" Grateful and curious, I followed him. He placed the box on the table in Grandma's kitchen and left the house again. I wondered why he hadn't given the balls directly to me. Perhaps he wanted to surprise me with them?

I thought that it would be no problem if I grabbed two of the balls to play with and then put them back in the box afterward. I loved the sound they made when they hit the ground. I wondered if they might make different, interesting sounds if they knocked against the wall. I couldn't wait, so I quickly picked up two of the balls and threw them at the clean kitchen wall. As I had imagined, the balls produced a different sound upon hitting the wall. However, to my surprise, they had suddenly burst open, their yolks splattered all over the room.

At that moment, I realised my mistake: the "ping-pong balls" were eggs. The sound of them bursting had alerted Grandma, who came up from the basement, her face a mix of anger and disbelief. She scolded me harshly, her words sharp and unforgiving. I stood there, feeling the weight of my error, the remains of the eggs still dripping down the kitchen walls.
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In some quiet moments, when the house was still and the shadows grew long, I would retreat into my mind, crafting stories of escape and adventure. In my imagination, I was strong and capable, free from the chains of my reality. I was battling unseen foes and emerging victorious. 

Those fantasies were my sanctuary, a place where I could be anything I wanted, unbound by the expectations of others. They were a glimpse of a future where I was more than just a collection of flaws and failures—a future where I could rise above the limitations imposed upon me and forge my path.

———————————————
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ONE SWELTERING SUMMER afternoon, I wandered into Grandma's garden, seeking refuge from the atmosphere of the house. The garden was a wild, tangled place, a stark contrast to the rigid order inside. Here, I could lose myself in the chaotic beauty of overgrown plants and the buzzing of insects.

As I explored, I noticed a large, shiny beetle scuttling across the stone path. Fascinated by its iridescent shell and determined to capture it, I reached for the nearest object—a delicate, handcrafted mug Grandma treasured. Carefully, I placed the mug over the beetle, hoping to trap it, but as I lifted the mug to peek underneath, the beetle darted out. In my panic, I dropped the mug. It shattered into countless pieces, the sound echoing throughout the garden.
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My heart sank. The mug was one of Grandma’s prized possessions, a gift from her mother. The vibrant colours and intricate patterns that once adorned its surface now lay in a heap of broken shards. I stood frozen, a cold dread creeping over me as I heard Grandma's footsteps approaching.

“What have you done?” she cried, her voice a mixture of shock and anger. She knelt by the broken pieces, her hands trembling as she picked them up. “This was my favourite mug. How could you be so careless?”

Tears welled up in my eyes as I struggled to find the words, “I’m sorry, Grandma,” I whispered, my voice choking with guilt and fear, “I didn’t mean to break it. I just wanted to catch the beetle.”

Grandma’s eyes, usually stern, now brimmed with disappointment, “You need to be more careful, child. You can’t just go around breaking things. This was very important to me, and now it’s gone because of your thoughtlessness.”

Her words cut deep, leaving scars on my already fragile self-esteem. I wanted to explain, to make her understand that I never intended to cause harm, but the weight of my mistake was too heavy. All I could do was promise, over and over, that I would never do it again.

The rest of the
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