




Well, it’s senior year. I’m looking back, 
and I’ve changed so much since I walked 
into this place, a bright eyed naive 
freshman with a bunch of *ssholes for 
friends and a hilarious sense of 
optimism in their head.
 
I hated my friends but stuck with them 
because I didn’t have a choice, but I had 
a 4.0. That was the year when I learned 
some self value. Which I’d later lose but 
anyway, I realized I deserved to be 
treated like a human being and no 
grades in the world were worth being 
treated like the dumbest loser at 
Lynbrook. It still took me a year. And I 
never confronted them. It remains a 
source of my pride and shame today, 
that I never exploded, just healed and 
moved on to people who value and 
respect me on my own. I learned 
patience in the healing process. 
 
And my self worth took many plunges. 
My heart broke repeatedly. I spent ages 
being terrified and hurt and I couldn’t 
stand to be around myself. Which can 
get really tough. Sophomore year was 
endless turmoil and misery and I could 
barely stand on my own two feet. But I 
learned my own strength when I stood 
tall and aced my SAT after all that. Isn’t 
that such a Lynbrook thing to say? I 
think so too.
 
 
 
 

Junior year was keeping my head 
down and finding who I really was. 
Who am I? The answer would shock 
all of you if you know who I am 
versus who I was and who I planned 
to be and what really happened. But 
I stand proud. I learned that I am 
valid. I am okay. I am me and none of 
your judgemental *sses can stop 
that. I hope I never see any of you 
again for the pain the fear and reality 
of being judged by you brought. I’m 
talking to almost everyone at this 
d*mn school.
 
And here I am, senior year, still 
working too hard to be this 
imperfect and still unable to 
appreciate an amount of work that’s 
left others speechless about me. I’m 
not perfect, but I’ve grown and I’ll 
never stop growing. That’s my 
journey.
 



The first time I remember feeling self-
conscious about the way others 
perceived me was in middle school, 
when my friends didn't invite me to 
go trick-or-treating with them. 
Frankly, I was shocked. These were 
people I knew since I was five or six, 
and I considered them my best 
friends. They wouldn't tell me why, 
either. My memory has forsaken a lot 
of details, but I remember being in the 
car with all of them and my mom 
asking them why they didn't invite 
me. They finally said something along 
the lines of "she's kind of annoying" or 
"she complains too much." At that 
time I was really hurt by the fact that 
my closest friends didn't actually like 
me as much as I thought. But I also 
thought, wow, am I that unlikable of a 
person?
 
Things got worse from there. I've 
always been pretty close with my 
mom and comfortable enough to talk 
with her about my life and problems. 
But during the past few years, 
whenever I went to her for 
consolation, she always made some 
sort of remark like "maybe you need 
to change the way you talk to people, 
the way you talk can make people feel 
uncomfortable." I'll admit that my 
speaking style is more blunt and 
maybe not as positive as some people 
would like, but being told by your 
mother over and over that every 
social conflict you have is probably 
your fault really ends up wearing 
down your self-confidence.

when I was in sixth grade, I never felt 
weird settled in my own skin, never 
wanted to be anyone else, never 
thought about who I would be. i was 
never worried about who I was. sixth 
grade was a time of hot red dust 
coating my fingers, pre-algebra, and 
just living my best life. days, weeks 
and years started to pass, and I lost all 
sense of ignorance and became so self 
aware. i started to notice everything 
wrong about me and started to notice 
others more. i wanted to be loud like 
the girl with the pink sweater, 
laidback like the boy in the hoodie, 
patient like the teacher with glasses, 
intelligent like the girl with adidas- I 
 wanted to be everything and I felt 
like I was nothing.
 
currently, I'm somewhere near feeling 
like I’m nothing and not knowing who 
I am- and honestly, it makes me 
frustrated, frustrated that I’m not 
who I want to be, frustrated I don’t 
know who I am, frustrated that I keep 
changing. frustrated.
 
i guess I’m just waiting on time to 
make me who I’m supposed to be and 
help me figure out who I am.



A piece of advice for my fellow 
teenagers: you don't need to have a 
mental illness to get help and use your 
resources. There are plenty of people 
at Lynbrook who are in bad mental 
health, even if they don't have 
depression or anxiety. Like me - I 
don't have a mental illness (I think), 
but I feel better after starting to talk 
to a therapist and learning methods 
for how to change the way I think.

I wish my mom could have seen 
things from my perspective and 
been more empathetic - maybe then 
I wouldn't blame myself for 
everything.
 
I'm not sure how I got here. Maybe 
it's partly the things people like my 
mom have told me over the years, 
maybe it's a genetic predisposition. 
There are periods of time in which I 
feel extremely self-conscious or 
hyperaware of other people's 
judgment, and there are other times 
that I feel pretty confident about 
myself. Junior year I thought my 
confidence was going up, but this 
year it's taken a dip again. Every 
time someone reacts negatively to 
me, I start overanalyzing - did I say 
something wrong, what if they don't 
like me, am I being annoying? I just 
wish I could stop caring about what 
other people thought of me, but 
obviously that's not going to happen. 
I'm overly critical of myself, to the 
point that I made the decision to 
start seeing a therapist to change the 
way I talk to myself. I'm just tired of 
feeling so negative about myself and 
others all the time.
 
 



I think I've become someone who's 
really adaptable, because of moving to 
and from different cities. Every 5 years, 
my family has moved to a different city 
(in India and in the US), and I have had 
to adjust to a different environment, 
people, language, culture each time. It's 
given me the trait of adaptability, 
something that has helped me relate to 
people more easily. Since there is 
always the need for social interaction, 
no matter where I am, I'm able to find 
something in common and start a 
conversation. I have also learned to read 
people pretty well, and I've developed 
empathy.
 
The downside to this is that I feel like I 
am conforming to the environment. I'll 
change my style of fashion, my accent, 
my music taste, my likes and dislikes 
pretty easily, all just to be able to fit in 
and make myself feel comfortable. And 
that's also what makes me a push-over: 
to try to make friends and get them to 
like me, I try my best to please them, 
which usually means letting them have 
their way.
 
 

I wish to become someone who is 
confident and isn't afraid of 
accepting loneliness and solitude, 
and stays true to their original self 
and values by not conforming just to 
fit in. I wish to become someone who 
is able to relate to people without 
having to try so much, and is able to 
find happiness in doing things by 
themselves. I wish to just discover 
my own morals and values so that I 
can stay true to them no matter 
what.

if my child self met me now, i hope 
that they would like me. i dont know 
what ive become but i know that ive 
changed, and maybe thats enough.



I used to think I was selfless and put 
others before myself. That was until I 
had gotten a boyfriend. I was peer 
pressured and my feelings for him 
were artificial. I sincerely thought I 
did love him, but I was still young. I 
didn't know what real love was like, or 
what a real relationship required. His 
neediness and selfishness exhausted 
me, and my relationship with my best 
friend worsened. I felt completely 
lost, worthless, and played with. I did 
try my best to balance my 
relationship with my ex and my ex 
best friend. There was a night where I 
was close to committing suicide. 
Luckily, a part of me wanted to get 
better and give myself a chance. 
Though I wondered, was it all my 
fault? But the fact is, my best friend 
always avoided the problem, while I 
tried to confront it. It was always up 
to me that had to fix every single 
problem. That's when I realized that I 
really was never happy. It was all 
superficial. And so, the end of 8th 
grade has been hell for me. I couldn't 
wait to leave. Summer was when I 
starterd getting better. I traveled out 
of state with my family and started to 
appreciate the things I didn't before. I 
was at a state of epiphany. When 
freshman year started, I only had one 
friend at the same school (it went 
from 6th grade to 10th). He stood by 
my side everytime and I'm very 
grateful for that. We eventually 
expanded our group, where I found 
my true friends. 

I was genuinely happy with them and 
I realized, this is it. This is the future 
that was awaiting for me. They 
influenced me into become a much 
more open minded and better person. 
Despite the depressing episodes I still 
experience and my eating disorder, 
I've never been this happy and woke. 
I've become more appreciative and 
learned that relationships aren't 
everything. I have my friends and 
family that love me. People will 
disagree on me with this, but, this is 
my story and this is what I believe. 
When I look at the snaps of two years 
ago and see how they progressed to 
this day, I see a new and bright me. If I 
were to go back to the 8th grade me, I 
would've told her, "You have great 
things awaiting for you, trust me on 
this. Don't give up and learn to love 
yourself." Self-love can be difficult to 
acquire, but it doesn't have to be 
perfect. Whatever makes you happy, 
go for it. Just like how music, sports, 
and my loved ones (can't forget food 
and sleep lol) make me happy and 
passionate.



Once college rolls around, you'll be 
able to hit restart. The slut shaming 
disappears because the people you go 
to school with are adults. You find 
your identity more, learn about 
different lifestyles, and you can truly 
be anyone that you want to be. Chin 
up, buttercup!

I am an alum of Lynbrook High. I 
graduated a few years ago, but some 
of my most passionate words ever 
recorded are archived here on this 
website and I only just yesterday 
remembered this website exists. What 
better prompt to come back to than 
"Who I've become", right?  Lynbrook 
was cool-- I didn't really have a 
problem with the schooling and the 
teachers. The problem I had in my 
high school years was all the shame. 
As a girl, I was ashamed for wanting 
sex. I was slut shamed when the boys 
I hooked up with told everyone about 
how good I was in the sack. I was 
ashamed of the amount of weed I 
smoked and hid it from literally 
everybody, including my therapist of 
the time. I was ashamed about being 
polyamorous, and as a result I had a 
long streak of cheating before I even 
knew what polyamory was. I was in a 
sh*tty place. If you're a Lynbrook 
student and you relate to this on even 
remotely, let me give you a teeny little 
nugget of knowledge:  once you 
graduate, you will never see over 99% 
of the Lynbrook population ever again 
(unless, of course, you're actively 
seeking them out). I'm dead serious-- 
ask any alumni ever. You may see a 
small handful of peers on campus, but 
I go to school less than 20 miles from 
Lynbrook and I've only seen maybe 5 
or 6 people I recognized.
 

When I was 11 and living, just living 
was a misery, I would write letters to 
my future 15 year old self. I would 
write about my hopes, my fears and 
dreams. I would tell her about my 
mother's illness, my grandfather's 
problems with cancer, my dad 
suddenly losing his job. When there 
was no one else I could talk to, I would 
just write down the hurricane of 
thoughts swirling through my head. 
Sometimes I would write asking about 
the future. Asking if I became more 
confident, responsible, and if my 
mother and grandfather was feeling 
better. Other times, I would just write 
about other things; trivial, but no less 
important to me. Have I become more 
open? Can I talk to people without 
making the conversation awkward? 
Am I still single? (Spoiler alert: you 
single AF) 



At the time, those letters were my 
only hope that things would get 
better. That my future self would be 
strong and capable and would know 
how to handle the problems that 
overwhelmed me at the time. But as 
the years gradually passed by, and I 
wrote more letters, and just hoped 
some more. I didn't actively try to be 
the person that I wanted to be... I just 
sat back, and hoped that I one day I 
would get around to it. One day after 
endless waiting and hoping, I 
eventually saw it on my calendar. My 
15th birthday. It was only a few 
months away. And I realized that I 
was still facing the same problems 
that I had years and years ago. The 
same mistakes. The same. The same. 
The same. I-I should have figured out 
what to do by now... I shouldn't have 
been facing these same problems... my 
life should have been better by now, 
right? And I beat myself up about it 
for months. That I did nothing and 
that my life was passing by and that I 
did nothing. Nothing. absolutely 
nothing... And I felt that way for so 
long. But I would eventually see the 
truth, that I had CHANGED little by 
little. I became more compassionate 
after seeing my family members 
suffer, and I became more humble 
after my dad lost his job. And I 
became a little more confident in my 
own skin after knowing that I had 
experienced that much hurt, but I had 
survived. I did it. The most difficult 
years of my life so far, and I survived 
it. 

I was still hurt, and experienced the 
same problems, but I was able to 
make it through. And that was enough 
for me, and I'm proud of myself for 
coming this far. I am not sure if the 
person who I am now is what my past 
self wanted me to be... but now I know 
better. I know I need to control my 
own life. I can't take a back seat 
anymore. If I was told to define 
myself, I would like to say that I am 
confident, brave, compassionate, and 
smart. I believe that I am some of 
those things, but for the most part, 
I'm undefined. I don't know how to 
define myself. I don't know who I'm at 
this moment. And I don't think I'll 
ever know who I will become. But I 
suppose there is some comfort in not 
knowing. Confident. Brave. Smart. 
Kind. I could be it all. And this time, I 
won't step back.










