
Blindfolded

We can’t step out of our own cage until we are willing to unlock the door.
This was what I was telling myself over and over again on my way to a group
that was standing next to the fireplace of the camp. The group leader said that
we were going to play a few games. I didn’t know what he meant with a few.
It could be one game or four. When I arrived, they smiled at me, I tried to
smile back but it didn’t work. I just didn’t know them. Breaking was hard,
recovery almost impossible, but I wasn’t ready to give up.
I wanted to stab the devil in the heart.

One of the boys suggested a game where you blindfold your eyes. Everyone
agreed. It seemed like no one was against it so I had to stick with it. We played
two rounds and I always acted like I wasn’t there and looked at the ground to
avoid being chosen. But it wouldn’t have been necessary, since someone
always volunteered. I didn’t understand it. How can anyone voluntarily be
blindfolded? For one thing, you can't see anything anymore, and on top of
that, you don't know anyone. How are you supposed to know that you can
trust these people? They could fool you. All that just for a game.
However, they had fun. They laughed and smiled, everyone was very
motivated and gave everything to help their team win. I also participated and
kept shouting something into the crowd, but no one knew who it was. I was
happy with that.

The last round ended and our team lost. They really wanted a rematch and
since there weren’t many of us, the others wanted to pick someone who
hadn’t been blindfolded yet. My hands were ge�ing sweaty, my breathing
more uncontrolled. I tried to breathe the way I was taught to breathe, but my
heart started beating faster and faster. I was looking at the dry earth the whole
time, when I looked up I had several eyes on me. They chose me. I was to be
blindfolded. I knew that they were talking to me but I just couldn’t answer
them.
Suddenly, someone came up from behind and put something black over my
eyes. I winced and tried to peek through the black fabric. There were the
silhoue�es of my group members and I heard muffled sounds.
I felt something cold in my hand. It was a pencil. Then a female-sounding
voice whispered a word in my ear. I stood still. I couldn’t move. I knew that
we were only playing the game, but it reminded me of it. Three years later
and I still had this strange feeling when I couldn’t see properly.



I felt lonely and like no one cared about me. I was a square surrounded by
circles. Somewhere far away, I heard people talking. I tried to hold back tears
and focused on my breathing. This time it worked and I listened to the others.
The round already started so I tried really hard to understand what they were
saying. I put the pencil on the board in front of me and started drawing the
word I got. They were all shouting and only a few seconds later a boy from
our group guessed the correct word.

I immediately took off the blindfold and breathed deeply.
Did nobody see how exhausted I was? Was I that good at hiding my rising
panic or were they too focused on the game? I didn’t have time to think about
that because they all wanted to continue the game. When I went back to the
others, I realized that I had goosebumps all over my body. I couldn’t focus on
the game anymore. A new round started and the others shouted terms into
the group. I tried to participate but everything blurred in front of my eyes. I
couldn’t stop thinking about it. I was supposed to control my breathing, but I
just couldn’t focus on this one thing. My mind was full of countless thoughts.
They swirled around like a storm. But the thought of being blindfolded again
and not knowing where I was, was very clear to me.
It drove me crazy.
I was brought back to reality as the others sighed in disappointment. We lost
another round. I was ready to go back to my tent but a boy in my group said
that we should play one last round. I looked down to the floor. Not again. I
could feel the adrenaline rushing through me. Then I heard someone saying
my name. The li�le spark of hope I still had, was gone at that moment.

They were staring at me again. I could have told them that I didn’t want to do
it but then they would have asked why. I wasn’t ready to tell my story to
people I barely knew. So I slowly walked to the board and picked up the
pencil. My hand was shaking and I couldn’t feel my legs anymore. It felt like
screaming at the top of my lungs without producing any sound.
A person came up to me but everything went so fast that I could only see the
black tie and the next second everything was dark. It was a darkness I knew,
the darkness I feared. There was this feeling of loneliness again.
The loneliest feeling is when you need someone to be there for you and you
realize that there isn’t anyone. I relived it all again. I was fighting for my life in
a burning building that was my own mind and body. My whole body started
to shiver and I couldn’t hold back the tears anymore. The fabric absorbed
them immediately. The breathing exercises didn’t help.



Suddenly, I felt someone standing behind me and breathing next to my ear.
There was laughter in the background. Then the person started talking. It was
a deep male voice. I couldn’t stand it anymore, he was here.
Subconsciously I knew he couldn't be here. But this time I was aware of what
was going to happen. This time it was worse. At that moment all the alarm
bells went off and I remembered every single movement from the self-defense
class. I took the pen and just stabbed him. I stopped thinking because all I
wanted was to survive. I still had the blindfold on and couldn't see where I
was stabbing but his screams were enough. After a few seconds, which felt
like hours, someone grabbed me by the arms and tried to get me off him.
But this time I would not stop. He will never be able to hurt me again.
At this point, several people tried to pull me off him. I got as tired as the
wings of a bird. But I did not let go. The last thing I felt was a hard object
hi�ing the back of my head.


