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My name is Ryder Demmings, I am nineteen years old and I have graduated high school. If 

there’s anything I have learned in school is if one person hates you, than pretty much everyone else in 

the school will hate you. Also people never truly know the real you. For me everyone thought I was 

someone I’m not. Perhaps it was my fault that I hid behind a mask but if anyone knew the real me they 

would have ran away and thought me to be a crazy person. In the beginning of my senior year I finally 

let go and started acting like the real me. Yeah I lost a lot of friends, but I gained the most trustworthy, 

amazing person ever. People have twisted my story so badly that I felt it my duty to tell it how it really 

happened. 

I need to start back to when I was a little boy, for after all that is when everything starts. My 

parents lived in North Carolina and they fought a lot. I was six years old when they got divorced and I 

can still remember the day it happened. They thought I was in bed but I remember leaving my bedroom 

and entering the dark hallway landing. I had with me my big brown teddy bear that I had had since I 

was one years old. I heard screaming so I was scared and I stopped at the top of the stairs and sat down 

hugging my teddy in front of me. I watched them through the banisters and both of them were facing 

each other screaming, and saying things I didn't understand at that age. I heard my dad saying he was 

leaving her an taking me, and she started crying and screaming at him harder. He hit her. I was terrified 

and I didn't understand what had happened. I ran back to my room, where I scurried to my closet and 

sobbed hysterically into my teddy for the rest of the night. I remember feeling alone, scared, hopeless, 

and beyond confused. To this day I still have flashbacks to it, I can remember every single detail. The 

way everything had been so dark, the only light coming from the fireplace in the room they had been 



fighting in. I can smell the ashy smell of fire and the smell of fear. I can hear the ringing in my ears 

from their screaming, and hear the sounds of him hitting my mum. I still have the teddy bear actually 

but that comes up later in my story.  Anyway my dad had left and my mum started ignoring his calls 

and visits cause she did not want him to have me. 

A year later my mum and I were at the laundry mat. I happened to really like it there, because 

watching the clothes get tossed around was all the entertainment my six year old mind needed. I guess I 

was quite the observer back then (okay I still am but whatever) I loved to just watch people and things, 

so public places were entertaining for me. I remember I was watching this huge colored lady with this 

mole on her cheek when my mum quickly took our wet clothes out of the dryer, and put them 

haphazardly into the basket. Against my protesting she grabbed my arm firmly and pulled me outside 

where she threw me, and the basket of clothes into the back. As she was fumbling with her keys I 

spotted my dad coming towards us. Smiling brightly I said, “ hey mum look there’s daddy!” 

Hearing that her face paled and she let out a little squeal of terror and dropped her keys cursing. 

When my dad got to her his face was brick red and he started screaming at her, “where in the hell do 

you think you are going with my son!” 

They both went at it for awhile and than he pushed her into the door frame with a loud crack 

and she was screaming. My dad was yelling at me to get out of the backseat and I was about to comply, 

but through my long hair and teary vision I saw no way to exit because they were fighting in the door. 

So I cried louder, screaming along with them uttering the same word over and over, “STOP!” 

But of course neither one of them complied and after awhile my dad carried me to his jeep 

where I fell asleep still crying. My mum took him to court to get full custody of me and remembering 

the screaming matches between my mum and my older sister I begged the judge if I could live with my 

dad. Needless to say my dad won the case and a week later my dad left for Michigan leaving me at my 

mums. He needed to find work and a place to live at before I could go with him. 

So my mum was a terrible mother who half the time wasn't home so me, my two brothers, and 



sister often lived at my grandmas. And since she didn't like looking after us boys she would put us into 

this huge run down place for boys. I wanna say it was a foster home but not quite sure. Most of the 

boys in there were scary looking and huge, I was only eight when this took place. They had this huge 

playground in the back of the red bricked building, and during the afternoon all the boys would be out 

there playing. But I was really shy and scared, and I was on the other side of the building so you 

couldn't see me from the playground. Well these three big boys came around the side of the building 

and came over and I knew they meant trouble. My older brother was basically known as the beater he 

took no ones crap, and was a truly amazing fighter. Well my brother had made their lives a living hell 

basically so they wanted to take their revenge out on me. I wanted to run when they were walking 

towards me, but I was frozen in fear and I was being cornered. Honestly I have never been so scared in 

my life, its the kind of fear that only gives one thought in your mind, “I'm going to die.” Its the kind of 

fear that you get from a terrible experience that never leaves you even if your in your forties. All three 

of them started beating me up, by this point I was on the ground screaming my head off in pain. These 

guys were my brothers age too fifteen and stocky and here I am eight years old and a scrawny little 

twig. They tore out chucks of my hair gave me two black eyes, a bloody nose, and broken ribs. And all 

of a sudden one of the guys beating me was torn off from me. It was my brother and he was bloody 

furious. Me and my brother don't get along at all he always treated me like crap, and hated me cause I 

had a father who cared somewhat for me. Where as his father had locked him away in the attic til my 

mum got custody of him. But no matter I guess the saying you don't mess with family is true. Because 

all three guys had to go to the hospital, one was particularly dead almost, the other two had broken ribs 

and arms. My brother ended up going to juvie with a very light sentence. After that my brother taught 

me how to fight and since then no ones ever beaten me in a fight. Upon hearing what had happened to 

me and where my mum kept me, my dad came back to get me earlier than expected. 

So I officially lived in Michigan now, alone with my dad, where I was emotionally abused by 

him everyday. There were a couple of times he hit me, he once slammed me through a tv breaking more 



ribs. By the time I hit age twelve I was dealing with full on manic depression, cutting, and getting into 

fights left and right. Cutting was my escape, it was me controlling my feelings. The knife was sharp 

and its the best way to get lost when I needed an escape. My dad only noticed I was cutting one time 

and he wasn’t nice about it. He acted scared at first but then it turned into pure anger towards me, and 

called me a sissy, and said if he ever found out again he would send me to my mums. I hated that man. 

Never helped me, never said I love you, I would tell him I loved him all the time, and his response was 

shut up everytime. So sick of never being good enough for my dad and being abused, that I hate to say 

this, but there were nights in which I stood over him with a knife while he was sleeping. I wanted to 

kill him so I didn't have to deal with all the abuse, but I never did, and to this day I still act liking a 

starving dog to get any kind of affection from him. 

In 6th grade and 7th grade I had no friends and mostly got into fights to protect myself. People 

can be so cruel with their words and actions. At lunch no one would sit with me. Being forced to be 

there like some trapped zoo animal eating alone for the whole world to watch is embarrassing enough. 

Chew...Swallow...Chew...Swallow...Don't look up. They mocked  me, they laughed and they knew that 

I could hear them. And they flat out didn't care and I still got some of the same stuff in high school and 

I could not wait to get out of there. Everyday is one day closer to graduation. That day I would finally 

be set free and could move on with my life. And I want to clear something up all the fights I have ever 

gotten into was to save someone from bullies. There are too many people who just sit there and see 

someone getting bullied whether it be physically, with words, or through the internet. And they do 

nothing about it and just go on with their lives, and it sickens me. But try telling your principal all that, 

because I guarantee you will still get in trouble just like I did. Why I do not understand, do they not 

know what can happen to people who get bullied? But whatever now I don't get in fights, even though 

its hard to resist the temptation to, when I see someone being mean. 

When I entered ninth grade I got into a lot more fights cause believe it or not high school is ten 

times worse than middle school. I am sorry to anyone reading this who was hoping high school would 



be better, but it truly sucks even more. And from the bottom of my heart I am sorry that you have to go 

through all that just to get your education. In ninth grade I also went through the girl phrase where I 

had a new girl every other week. I was known as the schools player, I am however glad to say I never 

did anything sexual with them. I dated the girls because I was looking for someone, hell anyone to love 

me. I wanted someone who genuinely cared about me, and liked me for me. In other words I was 

looking for the mother I never had growing up, and its taken me this long to figure that out. It was my 

freshman year that I made friends, and of course it was the wrong crowd, but I would do anything to fit 

in and just have someone I could call a friend. I made up so much stuff to be accepted, and because I 

was in such a rotten state of mind I did the stupidest crap ever. All those kids I hung out with dranked 

and did pot, so guess what I did? I started drinking and doing pot just to fit in and discovered that it 

made everything hurt less. So my relationship with cutting was still going strongly at this point, but I 

turned to the weed and alcohol instead to cope. For awhile it worked it made me happy, and I forgot my 

problems. But I learned something no matter what you do, you can not outrun your problems. Even if 

you cover them up they will always be there, and will show up later. 

It wasn't til after ninth grade that I discovered that, and the realization of that made me drink 

and smoke more. I kept getting into controlling relationships. I was a wreck, I never slept, and I never 

was not high or drunk. My relationship (there was none so you can't even call it a relationship) with my 

father was worse than ever before. I never saw him ever, and when I did I wish I hadn't. By the time I 

hit midway through my tenth year in high school I had attempted suicide three times. Twice I 

chickened out, the third time I honestly do not understand how I did not die. I had been drinking that 

night and I was so sick of my life that I downed so many pills and passed out. I woke up two days later 

and I was mixed with a lot of emotions. Disappointed that I was still alive, confused on how I was, and 

almost relieved in a way? Since that incident I have never tried to kill myself again. 

Than in the summer of 2010 I hung out with a Sophomore named Aria and there was something 

different about her. She wasn't fake, she didn't play all the stupid games high schoolers play. She was 



such a nice person who generally cared about everyone, and she was the first person to ever truly love 

me. She knew right off the bat that the person I acted in school and with my “friends” wasn't the real 

me. She was the first person I told her anything, about what happened to me, and how I feel and yet she 

never looked scared or left me. And knowing this, and how much she loved me excited me but also 

made me scared as hell. I am afraid I put her through a lot of horrible moments and fights, but now that 

I am out of high school I have learned that I can't fight love. And if I can't love and trust her than there 

is no such thing as love and trust as far as I cam concerned. Remember how I told you that the teddy 

bear would be appearing later on in the story, well I gave her that teddy bear. She has kept that teddy 

bear for four years now, its a symbol of our love. She helped me overcome my addictions, and I got rid 

of the people in my life who were no good. It is now almost the summer of 2013 which marks four 

years of a lot of things. Four years of being with Aria, four years of not smoking and drinking, and four 

of not cutting. Also four years of being myself and not being afraid of that. 

There you have my story but I have not told you what I have learned. One: your mind is your 

wickedness enemy. The way you think effects not only your mood but the way you act, and the things 

that you do. I titled this story , “What lays in the shadows,” because the real you is never visible to 

people. Its hidden away in shadow, all your feelings, thoughts, desires, and things that you loathe are 

kept safely tucked away in the shadows of your mind. They hardly ever embark out of their its their 

secret hideaway. Your mind can take something someone says and twist it into self hatred or self love. 

Everytime I cut or drank it was because emotionally I couldn't handle a problem. Something so tiny 

could set me off that would send me spiraling out of control. You know that saying love is a fickle 

friend, well they got it wrong. Your mind is a fickle friend, one day your friend...the next your enemy. 

Second: people are downright cruel. They will take any chance they can to knock you down. I 

got bullied a lot but the worst thing you can do is sit back and take it. Don't let it run your life, don't let 

what they say keep you from being you, and doing what you want to do. Aria helped me learn that and 

the last few years in school, I was me I did what I wanted to do. I made some good memories and had 



fun. 

Third: Don't run from your problems and learn better ways to cope with things. I tried to outrun 

my problems by covering them up and it made things worse. I am telling you guys its not worth it to 

destroy yourself with drugs, alcohol, and self harm. To everyone who reads my story you may think 

dang you are emotional for a dude, well here’s a secret. Us guys are just as emotional as girls, only 

difference is we hide it. And when I started being who I really was in high school I got even more crap 

from everyone, which is why I had to tell this story. Another question I get a lot, how come you didn't 

live with your mum? Well like I said her an my sister always fought like crazy, and the only reason why 

she wanted me to live with her is for child support. My mum has had eight marriages so far, she dates a 

guy until she finds a time where she can divorce him and get all his money. She doesn't like her kids, 

she looks at them as being pawns in her sick little twisted game. So I would never spend my childhood 

with the loony master. My father is leaving Michigan and I am staying here. And it doesn’t bother me 

its time for me to be a man and start my new life.  I am glad I came to Michigan, I grew up and met the 

best person in the world. The only old thing from my past live I am bringing into my new live is Aria. I 

love her to the moon and back, and without her I don't even want to know how my life would be 

different. Aria makes me happy, and I hope if her an me ever married and have kids, that we try to be 

the best parents possible. I really want to take care of my kids, and try to give them what I never had. 

Aria tells me that me coming from a messed up home and her coming from a messed up home, that the 

odds of making it and being good parents are very slim. But why live your life thinking the way society 

does?  If you think the way society thinks than you will always be conformed and you won't be living. 

Anything can work, I don't care if you were the devil himself, if you want to change something, you 

have to be the change. Don't listen to what society says, go by what you say. And if you are still in 

school and get bullied, guess what you will get out soon! The best thing you can do is wait, and don't 

conform to what everybody is doing. When I graduated I was the happiest man on earth, I can't even 

begin to tell how it felt to drive away from that hell hole knowing I never had to set foot in there again. 



I must close my story, but to all who reads this...remember you can change yourself. Life will always 

be crappy unless you change your attitude and way of living. And always help people who need it, and 

don't ever let anyone take your personal story from you and turn it into something its not. I wish you 

guys all the luck in the world, thank you.

*All character names were changed to protect their identity. 


