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For those who feel alone

Please let me tell you, you are never alone

Please remember to practice self-care before, during and after reading.
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Thank you for taking the time to read this. If you can relate, I'm sorry. I hope that you can at least find comfort in these words though. I just want to let you know that you are never alone and you are loved. You are important and you are loved.

1

I told her that when I feel like self harming

instead of scratching myself

with my nails or paperclips

I like to run a blue crayon across my skin  

she smiled a small smile

because she thought that I had found a way to stop

but when I told her that my scars

were the crayon’s doing

she lowered her head

and cried 

2

they forced me to see her

thinking it would help

when she made me tell her the ways

I’ve thought of ending myself

I listed a handful of the many ways

I’ve dreamed of

she made no comment on my favorite way

but she made a comment on my last resort

she told me

that dousing myself with gasoline 

and setting myself ablaze

was pretty 

bad ass

that was the only comment she made

and they said that she is supposed to help

3

I don’t know why they thought

that drugging me

up

was the best

only option

as far as I can recall

I never remember giving them permission to 

drug me

the first pill they gave me

they sat there and watched me swallow it

they did the same with the second dose

and the third dose

and the same with the last dose I just took

it all makes me want to laugh

they’re trying to make sure I don’t kill myself

by giving me pills that will

in the end

kill me

they just sit there

and watch me swallow my death

please

go ahead

and drug me up

till there’s nothing left

4

the first pills they gave me

were so strong

I was to take only half a dose

the day I took the first half dose

I was so high

I proposed to some random chick

in the middle of the halls at school

with a mandarin

that same day I promised to do it again with a pineapple

the day after that I was kicking myself

the timid me that wants nothing more than to 

disappear 

would never do something like that

even so

I brought her a pineapple the next week

she said

yes

5

I told them that I didn’t want to see her again

they told me that it was

for my own

good

so I tried to listen to her

nonsense

and she looked me straight in the eye

and told me

that my depression

was my god of death

she then compared it to a figure of death from

an anime

great

so now

my depression

is a winged 

apple eating

god of death

––––––––
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AND THEY TOLD ME

she will help

6

the first session I had with

therapist lady

my mom was in the room the entire time

therapist lady

asked me mental health screening questions aloud

I wanted to get up and just

silently walk out of the room

lovely

if my mom had ever sat down long enough

or even tried to pay attention before

I would’ve been here long ago

did she really think that my mom 

knew the answers

I would give

if you expect me to answer you

honestly

then next time try not to

bring someone into the room that

I’d rather jump out of the window

than make them cry

7

she told me to use

a rubber band instead

because a 

rubber band

can’t kill me

when she told me that 

during the nightmare session

I wanted to blurt out

all of the ways

I had immediately thought of

in that very moment

I wanted to shout out

all the ways 

I could

kill myself

with a flipping

rubber band

but I knew better than to

do so

so I lowered my head

and kept all of my 

angry comebacks

to myself

8

after that first session she told my mom to hide all the knives in the house

so I wouldn’t slit my wrists and kill myself

she told me to use rubber bands instead of cutting

I wanted to run out at that moment and scream that I don’t cut and that she’ll never help

I didn’t scream and run but I should’ve

two weeks after that 

nightmare of a session

my mom came up to me

and told me that 

she got me something at the store

she then presented me

with a bag of rubber bands

I was confused and thanked her for it

but when I tried to grab the bag

she gave me a pitying smile

and looked like she was going to cry

you know your life

has gone to the dump

when your mom

gives you a bag of rubber bands

and starts crying
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AH, I HATE MYSELF

9

she told me that my depression

is the soundtrack of my life

and told me that we have to work

together

to change my soundtrack

I asked her

what if I 

liked my current soundtrack

she looked at me like I 

had just slapped

her

I told her that my current

soundtrack

is all I know

and all I feel like

I will ever know

she ignored me and 

changed the subject

and told me that  

the soundtrack to her life

is The Little Mermaid 

10

when they first

put me on medication

my mom tried to tell

my youngest sister

that my pills that were supposed

to magically cure my

anxiety and depression

were just vitamins

so against my mother’s wishes

I told her what they were

and why I was

taking them

and she asked questions

and I gave answers

and the last question that she asked me that night

were about the scars

that were permanent residents in my

private gallery

she was the first person in my family to have ever asked me

I felt awful having to tell her that 

they were there because I wasn’t strong enough

and because I felt like I would never be

strong enough

what kind of a fuck up of a sister does that

make me

11

I don’t self harm a lot

but I was trying to limit myself to

doing it once a month or

not at all

a few days ago

I created two

new works of art

within a 

twenty-four hour

period

I almost made it three

you know you’re addicted

when you tell

yourself

that you’ll do it one last time

and then you have to keep on telling yourself

one last time

after your last one last time

is it wrong that I find them beautiful

12

they force feed me

pills that are supposed to 

keep my anxiety and depression

under control

they pay a lady

to sit me down

and lecture me for an hour

every week

about how it’s all in my head

all this effort is unnecessary

I already know how my story will end

I’ll die

along with anyone else who has ever lived 

I’ll die in the end

so what difference does it make if I

kill myself 

or if I 

happen to die naturally

13

I am medically not sane

but I’m not medically

insane

so what does that

make me

then

14

12:01 am

I’m up

with a headache

and a dark and twisted 

plan

that I’m afraid

I’m too

cowardly

to execute

12:02 am

I’m up typing

so I won’t pick up

another lovely crayon

or do something stupid

my chamomile tea

tastes like

chocolate

for some reason or

another

15

In less than a week

I am to meet

a grandmother I never see

in less than a week

I need two marks to heal

so I can conceal

them with makeup

and smiles

in less than a week

I need to fix myself up

and pretend

that everything is 

okay

in less than a week

I feel like I might crack

and accidently add another masterpiece 

to my 

collection

16

I’ve never felt

this strong of an urge

to irritate my flesh

till it turns

puffy and red

and starts to tear

and starts to darken

and starts to harden

and starts to fade

and begins to stay

as a reminder of everything I couldn’t do in the end

you may mock me for my weapon of choice

or try to analyze the reason

but that small stick of wax

kills me just to

look at it

because one look is all it takes

for my fingers to start itching

and for my mind to start imagining

how suffocatingly 

toxically amazing it’ll be to indulge in my destructive habits

how lovely it’ll look

when I’m done

and I’m able to view the pale lines that dance on the inside of my arm

with a childish fascination

17

I recently had a panic attack

on the top of a fridge

and I sat there digging my knees into my chest

scaring my mother and my 

little sisters

while I sat up there I remembered what

therapist lady had told me

she told me what the next step would be

if I couldn’t keep myself in check

but no one seems to see

how incredibly hard that is for me

they don’t understand that all their effort is in vain

because they’re trying to do the impossible

they’re trying to save me from 

me

18

I forced myself to promise that

if I happen to be rash

and swallow the pills

that I would walk to the emergency room

I didn’t have any problems

making that promise at the time

because I knew that

the walk there would take me

about an hour

and anything could happen in an hour

but I’m afraid I can’t make anymore promises right now 

so far I haven’t had to walk

19

I am alone once again

and I’ve decided to not pretend

that I’m okay

day by day

one by one

everyone leaves

they leave my side 

but they stay within reach

so each and everyday

I’m forced to see

people I used to know smiling and laughing without a care

nervously dodging my hopeful stare

hoping I won’t try to approach them

please tell me

what

did

I

ever

do

to deserve this

20

out in public all alone

trying to grasp the social tone

cowering away because I don’t belong

hating myself wishing I were strong

pathetically fighting the urge to cry

forcing myself to go and try

thoughts are running through my head

telling me I’d be better off dead

on days like these that’s what I believe

because social acceptance is something I’ll never receive

for I am someone who is nothing and will forever come out last

I am nothing but a social outcast

21

there’s something wrong with me

something that I’ve pretended not to see

something that I still don’t understand

and it’s drowning me

it’s eating me alive

it’s picking me apart piece by piece 

and there’s nothing I can do

but keep an open view 

and hope that the me with a dysfunctional mind

will be better than who I am now

22

one step closer

one step further

to getting better

to losing my mind

I’m running in circles

one day everything’s okay

one day everything seems bleak

I’m making progress

I’m falling behind

I’m running in circles

one step closer

one step further

to giving in

to winning the fight

I’m running in circles

one day I feel as if I’m strong enough

one day I feel weaker than weak

I’m going to make it

I’m going to fail

I’m running in circles

one step closer

one step further

to continuing the pattern

to breaking the
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