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INTRODUCTION 

 

How I Became A Bully 

 

 

When I was 12 years old, my parents put me in a naval academy military school so that I may 

become more disciplined and improve my grades. I was a classic underachiever and public 

schools weren't the best option for me. I was overweight, had Coke bottle glasses, and braces. I 

was the perfect target for bullying with many different options on how to be bullied.  

 

At five in the morning on my first day, I heard a loud banging on the door. All the new plebes 

(their version of pledges) had to immediately get to the track for running and drilling exercises. 

When I got to the track it was me and 19 other children (10 to 19 years old) in the platoon. After 

about a halfway around the track, I couldn't run anymore no matter how hard I tried. I had to stop 

and go over on the side and throw up. I was told by one of the officers, who were only high 

school juniors and seniors themselves, that if I didn't keep running, my whole platoon would 

have to do push-ups because of me. Of course, I wasn't able to continue running because of my 

lack of previous exercise. I had to stand there at 5:30 in the morning and watch 19 other children 

do push-ups because I couldn't run. As I walked into my room completely distraught and not 

realizing what I got myself into, I started to get changed and before I could finish, I felt a hand 

grab me on the back of my neck. It was an older student, about 16 or 17 years old, who was a lot 

larger than me. He said, "If I ever have to do push-ups because of you again, I'm going to kill 

you." That was my first day. 

 



There was absolutely no communication allowed between the children and their parents for the 

first two weeks. Those two weeks were the longest two weeks of my life. I cried every night and 

wrote letters to my parents, telling them how much I love them and telling them how much I 

missed them. None of these letters ever made it out as my roommate, who was in there for 

beating up his mother, found them and tore them up before I ever had a chance to mail them out.  

 

I would be woken up in the middle of the night by my roommate who would go to the bathroom 

and on his way back, decide it was a good idea to punch me in my face while I slept. By day 

three, I was given a nickname by the "officer" who was supposed to be a shining example of 

what a good officer was supposed to be. They nicknamed me Gomer Pyle. I had never seen the 

movie "Full Metal Jacket" until 15 years later. Gomer Pyle's character in the movie was bullied 

(every mistake Pyle makes will earn punishment for the rest of the platoon, with Pyle being 

spared) and took his own life. I cried that night all over again as I remembered every last detail 

of what happened 15 years ago.  

 

During those first two weeks, I was repeatedly beaten up. I was thrown into shelves, pushed 

around repeatedly, and punched in the stomach with combination locks for better effect. I was so 

scared that I became constipated for a full week. There were many opportunities for me to fight 

back but we were told that if we got into one fight, we would be expelled and our parents would 

lose the $12,000 tuition immediately.  

 

After two weeks went by, our parents were allowed to come and visit. My father, mother, and 

sister came along with my dog. I told them everything that happened then I cried and I cried. My 



mother and father are both former Israeli military and all they were excited about was the fact 

that I had lost weight in the last two weeks. My mother didn't believe a word that I said and 

while I thought that I would be going home that day, they left me there. I never fought back 

because I was more afraid of the consequences at home than of what would happen at the school 

which in my mind now is absolutely ridiculous, but then again I was only a child back, as most 

bullying victims are.  

 

Things got even worse. On the fifth day after visiting day, someone had made a mess in the 

bathroom and had blamed me. I was told to go clean it up by several of the students and I 

absolutely refused. Because the true culprit never confessed, that night we were going to have to 

clean all of the toilet bowls with our own personal toothbrushes. You can imagine how upset 

everyone was and of course, they directed it towards me. One of the other plebes felt bad for me 

and gave me a heads up that I was going to get a "blanket party." I had no idea what that was. 

I've later found out that was when they throw a blanket over you to hold you down, put 

combination locks and bars of soap inside socks, and then continuously beat you with them.  

 

I immediately went to the officer’s room and barged in. They yelled at me for not knocking and 

at that point I didn't care. I told them what I heard and they laughed and said that nothing would 

happen to me. They didn't care. In my eyes, no one did.  

 

I understand the fear and terror that goes through a bullying victim’s mind right before they 

make a choice that could be a terminal one. At that exact moment, in my mind, there was only 

one option. I walked to my room and saw my roommate and one of the other kids who had been 



bullying me. I opened up my closet, grabbed the first thing that I saw, which was a bottle of 

Brasso® (belt buckle cleaner), said "down the hatch" and proceeded to drink it.  

 

My roommate knocked the bottle out of my hand as I spat whatever I didn't swallow all over the 

floor. I was immediately rushed to the hospital. The doctor knocked me out so that he could put a 

scope down my throat and see how bad the damage was.  

 

Two months later my parents put me back into public school. There was one thing very different 

about me. I made a choice. And that choice was that I was never going to be bullied ever again, 

so I became a bully. 

>*******< 

 

This book is about my journey from victim to bully to a nationally recognized crusader against 

bullying. This book will show you many different various points of view from the various 

perspectives of the people who have an effect on the continuous escalation of bully-related 

violence. From parent to bully, to school official (principal, teacher) to victim, in this book you 

will walk in another’s shoes, see another side and maybe, just maybe,  you will make amazing 

changes in yourself. Seeing another’s side will be another tool that you can add to your Life 

Skills Toolbox. 

 

The first book in this series, Building the 21st Century Child, received great responses as to the 

ease of the story and how the toolboxes of learning got the reader thinking further. This book 

continues the adventure of our teacher/parent Julia and her two children, Zachary and Olivia. As 



you read through the book, there will be opportunities for you, as the reader, to explore and see 

the same situation from other perspectives. Think about when you walk into a clothing store to 

buy new clothes. Before you make your decision about each individual piece of clothing, you 

first try it on. Whether you agree with how the article of clothing looks and feels on you, to truly 

get an understanding of it, you must try it on like it was your own.  

 

That is my challenge to you as an adult who wants the best for the children in our lives. You will 

have your opinions and the inner voice in your head will come up and say “I don’t think like 

that,” or “that doesn’t make sense.” That is perfect. The invitation is to try on the conversation or 

point of view as if it were your own. The Life Skills Toolbox activities will gently guide you. 

Even after you try it on and it doesn’t “fit”, at least you were the powerful, responsible adult who 

tried. That is the first step. Maybe you’ll get a better understanding of how another person feels 

which could be beneficial for the future. Even if you completely disagree with them, 

understanding them will help them help you.  

 

Enjoy your adventure! 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

Chapter 1 – Standing up to the bully 

 

Olivia was very excited to go to her first birthday party in her new school. She had just started 

first grade and already made a few friends. Julia, Olivia’s mother, had helped Olivia pick out the 

perfect dress for the party. It was a dark purple dress with adorable ruffles. Soon after they 



knocked on the door, it opened up and a party atmosphere presented itself. Olivia saw her friend, 

Lucy, through the screen door and yelled to her with excitement. Lucy ran up to Olivia and 

hugged her the second she came inside. “Thank you for coming to my birthday party Olivia.” 

Lucy said. “Thank you. I really like your dress,” Olivia responded back politely. “You have such 

a lovely daughter,” said the person that opened the door. “I’m Lucy’s mother, Stella.”  

 

Stella brought Julia over to meet the rest of the parents as Olivia started playing in the backyard 

with the rest of the children. Julia was happy that she was getting to meet some new parents in a 

non-work environment. As an elementary school teacher, most of the time she meets a new 

parent it’s to have a parent-teacher conference about their child. “This was a nice change of 

pace,” she thought to herself. Julia struck up a conversation with another parent and on occasion, 

like every parent would, glanced over towards Olivia to make sure she was okay. 

 

Olivia was enjoying the Princess-themed party and was really looking forward to going into the 

bouncy house. “That looks like a lot of fun,” she thought. Lucy asked Olivia, “Do you want to go 

into the bouncy house before the pizza comes?” Olivia’s eyes lit up like to twinkling stars. When 

her mom put her in Yogarate (Yoga & Karate) two years ago, she always wanted to practice a 

jumping kick that she saw one of her favorite cartoons do and this was her chance. Lucy and 

Olivia ran over to the bouncy house and got in the line. Olivia waited in line excitedly as she 

watched the children in the bouncy house having a great time. Her turn would almost be here. 

The anticipation was building up. 

 



All of a sudden, another girl stepped in front of Olivia and Lucy and cut the line. “Sarah, no 

cutting. This is my birthday party. Wait in line like everybody else.” Sarah was a third grader 

who came with her younger sister to the party. Sarah turned to Lucy and said “Shut up!” And 

pushed her. Olivia was always taught to stand up for her friends and she stepped in front of Lucy 

and told Sarah to leave her alone. When Sarah went to push Olivia, Olivia stepped to the side, 

stuck her foot out and tripped her, just like she was trained in her karate class. Immediately after 

Sarah hit the ground, she got up, ran to her mother and started to cry. “That girl pushed me!” 

Sarah said to her mother, and pointed to Olivia. Sarah’s mother, completely oblivious of the 

situation, started heading towards the bouncy house. Julia caught this out of the corner of her eye 

and went there as well. 

 

Sarah’s mother immediately started yelling at Olivia. A few seconds later, Stella and Julia 

arrived on the scene. Julia asked Olivia, “What happened?” Olivia responded, “That girl,” 

pointing to Sarah, “pushed Lucy on the grass when Lucy told her not to cut the line. I told her to 

leave Lucy alone and she tried to push me. I did what Sensei taught me and she fell on the 

ground.” Sarah’s mother exploded. “Is that what you teach your child?” Julia calmly looked at 

Sarah’s mother and said, “To defend herself? If that’s what you’re referring to then that’s exactly 

what we teach our children. We put her in a karate school so that she would know exactly what 

to do in the exact situation like this when dealing with a bully. Maybe next time, your daughter 

will think twice about picking on someone smaller than her.” Julia put her hand out and Olivia 

gladly took it. They both walked away as Sarah’s mother turned her anger towards Stella.  

 



“Mommy, did I do anything wrong?” Olivia asked with a concerned look on her face. Julia 

squatted down, looked her in her eyes and said, “You did a wonderful job. I’m so proud of you. 

You stood up for your friend and you stood up to a bully bigger than you. I also know that you 

could have used your karate on her and I’m very happy that you didn’t.” Julia smiled at Olivia 

and gave her an amazing hug. “Your daddy is going to be so happy to hear what happened today. 

I’m going to call him right now!”  Julia started to dial her phone to call her husband. Being a 

martial artist himself, she knew he would love to hear what happened. She also knew that she 

needed to initiate another positive enforcer for Olivia so that this life lesson would be looked at 

as a positive.  

 

She was certainly happy that this event didn’t happen at school. As an elementary school teacher, 

she knew all too well about the over abuse of Zero Tolerance laws in the schools. Olivia would 

have been suspended for at least three days. “How does that teach a child anything?” she 

thought. She remembered years ago when she was in elementary school and she got into a 

scuffle with another girl. She was sent immediately to the vice principal’s office. The vice 

principal sat both girls down, figured out what happened and who started the fight, called both 

parents, and gave out a punishment to the child that started the fight. Even after all that, the other 

girl didn’t stop picking on her. Nothing the principal or the bully’s parents told her made her stop 

picking on Julia. Then Julia’s older sister intervened and the bullying stopped immediately.  

 

Julia watched Olivia’s face light up as her father told her how proud he was of her. She barely 

noticed Stella until she was right behind her. “Boy, did I get an earful from her! I have a pretty 

good idea how Sarah learned how to be such a good bully,” Stella said and shook her head. They 



both made eye contact and laughed. The rest of the Princess party was a smashing success…and 

a bully free one. 

 

LIFE SKILLS TOOLBOX 

 

Here and now is your first opportunity to truly have a new experience from the reading of this 

book. I had a parent tell me that when they answered these questions for themselves, it helped to 

write down the answers and take a deep breath between each question. A cleansing of the mind’s 

palate, if you will. I invite you to answer the following questions for yourself: 

 

How did you feel as you read this first chapter? 

Did you find yourself taking a particular side?  

Was there a particular part that got your blood boiling? 

How would you respond if you were Olivia’s parent?  

Lucy’s parent?  

Sarah’s parent? 

 

Think about how you would want your own child to behave as the bully (Sarah), the victim 

(Lucy) and the bystander (Olivia). This isn’t a conversation about who was right and who was 

wrong. This is only to start trying on another person’s perspective in the hopes that this skill will 

help our children. Imagine if you can teach your children this skill as well. Try it on, for them. 

 

Chapter 2: Parents: Lead by Example 



 

Olivia and the entire family came out to watch her brother Zachary's brown belt testing at his 

Yogarate school. Zachary was sitting crisscross on the floor with the rest of his friends, 

anxiously awaiting the opportunity to show his stuff. He has been practicing his kata (sequence 

of moves) and Sun salutations every single day for the past two weeks. He watched as his Yensei 

(Yogi/Sensei) worked with the white and yellow belts to help them successfully get past their 

test. Olivia and the other green belts were up next. Zachary had spent time practicing with 

Olivia. As a green belt, it was the first opportunity for the children to actually spar in their class. 

Julia liked the fact that the children were sparring with light contact. As a teacher, she knew that 

the only way to really know if something that was learned worked is to try it and repeatedly 

practice it. The children were also being taught self-control, even though they were wearing 

foam pads on my hands, head, and feet. It boosted the children's confidence to know that what 

they learned in the class would actually be effective outside the class, if necessary. During 

Olivia's sparring, she was kicked in the stomach a little harder than she expected. Julia could tell 

that this scared her, as she saw tears swell up in her eyes. Yensei quickly went over to see if 

Olivia was okay. He squatted down next to her and waited for her to make eye contact. He asked 

her “What do we do when we get scared, mad or sad? We take a deep breath with our nose, like 

we're smelling flowers and breathe out with our mouth, like we're blowing out a birthday 

candle.” He then started to demonstrate by breathing deeply through his nose and out through the 

mouth. After a few breaths, Olivia started breathing with him and eventually, the tears started to 

disappear. Olivia looked around the room, slightly embarrassed and to her surprise, saw all the 

children in the room breathing with her. Once again, it was reinforced why Julia loved the 



Yogarate program so much. She even brought some of the breathing games and meditations that 

she saw her children learn into her own classroom.  

Zachary and the rest of the brown belts turns were up next. He began his kata smoothly. At one 

point though, he forgot a certain technique and became nervous. As he stopped in the middle of 

his kata, he remembered what Yensei said to Olivia. Zachary took a beautiful, deep filling breath 

with his nose and by the time his breath left his mouth, he remembered the technique that he 

forgot. He finished his kata and sat down back on his spot.  

There was one child, named Harry, who had a difficult time completing his kata. Zachary had a 

feeling that Harry had not been practicing anywhere near as much as he had. At the end of the 

brown belt testing, Yensei congratulated all the children on trying their best and emphasized that 

whether they passed the test or not, they should be proud of themselves for doing their best. 

Harry was the only child out of the five that did not pass his test. When he found out he wasn't 

going to advance to his brown belt, Harry started crying and ran to his mother.  

Zachary felt bad for him but he also knew how hard that he himself had been practicing and he 

felt that if Harry would have practiced just as long, then he would have been able to advance to 

the next belt. Julia went over to Zachary after the testing was over and gave him a big hug. Dad 

gave him a high five and told him how proud he was of him. As the congratulations were going 

around, Zachary saw Harry's mother raising her voice to Yensei. Zachary tried to listen in and he 

was surprised at what he heard. Zachary's mother said that she thought that Harry should get his 

brown belt like everybody else. She mentioned that in school, everybody wins, and it hurt 

Harry's feelings that he didn't get his brown belt. Yensei look at her and said, “What happens at 

your school and what happens at this dojo are two different things. My job is to ensure that your 



children get the best possible training for life through these classes. I understand that in their 

schools, things have changed and now children are receiving prizes no matter how hard they 

work. However, that's not how life works. Harry is going to face disappointment in his life and if 

you coddle him instead of supporting him in learning these valuable life lessons, then what kind 

of adult do you think he's going to grow up to be? Why would he try harder at anything if he's 

going to get a prize no matter how hard he works?” Harry’s mother was taken back and didn't 

believe what she was hearing. “I don't want to hear him whining to me that he didn't get his 

brown belt.” Yensei smiled at her and said, "And therein lies the problem. This isn't about Harry 

and his brown belt. This is about you not wanting to hear him whine. And instead of having him 

take responsibility for his actions…and showing him why he needs to practice more, you were 

trying to manipulate me into giving him a brown belt that he did not earn. Nice try,” Yensei said 

with a softer smile. He knew that this moment to possibly help her presented itself and needed to 

be handled delicately. “Our job as adults is to teach children how to be prepared for life as adults. 

What are you teaching your child right now? And please know that you are not the first parent, 

nor will you be the last parent, that comes to me with this concern. Remember that we're both on 

the same team and want Harry to grow up to be a good man. I'd like you to consider two 

questions that will make a massive difference in both of your lives. Are you ready?”  

It took a lot for her to swallow her pride as she thought about it, and then said, “I'm ready, but I 

don't think I'm about to like what you have to say to say.” Yensei warmly smiled and asked, 

“What is more important for you? To have your child like you, or respect you? Another way to 

answer that question is; are you more interested in being your child's friend or their parent? You 

can't be both.” She was taken aback by what he said. It wasn't that he was offending her. It was 

that he had hit home 100% and she felt that in her body. When she was growing up, her mother 



was very strict with her and she remembered getting a whooping one time for lying about 

cheating on a test in school. She ran to her room crying and she remembered saying to herself 

“When I have kids, I'm not going to be mean to them like mom was mean to me.” She thought 

back and giggled a little bit. Her mother didn't care if she liked her but she sure made sure she 

respected her. Right then and there, she looked at Yensei and said, “Thank you so much for 

being so honest with me. Not many people would say that to me. What do I do now?” He looked 

at her with warmth in his eyes and said, “Right here and now, take a choice to be his parent and 

not his friend. That doesn't mean that you can't be friendly with him, but you need to understand 

that he will test you. If you give in to his whining or another behavior that you don't approve of, 

like being disrespectful, then what life lesson has he learned and how will he be as a teenager 

and then as an adult? Right here and now declare to be his mother and his disciplinarian. Say it. I 

am his mother and his disciplinarian and I love him.” She said those exact words out loud and a 

sensation of warmth and power filled her whole body like she's never felt before. Day one of 

being super mom began. 

LIFE SKILLS TOOLBOX 

How was this chapter for you?  

As humans introduced to a new scenario, we usually take a side when we see a conversation or 

argument take place. Whose side did you take? Did you take the Yensei’s side or did it offend 

you? Did you relate with Harry’s mother? Are you tired of hearing a child whine about 

something that they didn’t get? Did they not get it because of their lack of being prepared? Did 

YOU not get something you wanted at some point in your life because you were not prepared? 

Some people displace their feelings that they have towards themselves onto others so that they 

can get a temporary sensation of relief as they shift responsibility off of themselves and onto the 



other person. For you to truly help the children in your life, you get to make a choice right this 

moment. The choice is simple. Will you throw away your responsibility as an intelligent adult 

and make this book about YOU or you would like to make this book about helping preventing 

and eventually eliminating bullying in your environment, whether it is at school, in public or at 

home? The great thing about choice is that you get to re-choose over and over again. Harry’s 

mother unknowingly chose herself initially and then at the end of the chapter chose Harry. She 

can re-choose all day and night. Today you can be the champion for all children and open your 

mind to the concepts in this book and tomorrow you may choose that your own life’s sob stories 

are more important than your commitment as an educator, parent or both. And either way works! 

You choose. The ultimate way that bullying goes around you and the people in your life is up to 

you. What will you choose?  

 


