
I cut my self

Many teenagers go through problems. Abuse, anorexia, sex, disease, 

cutting, drugs etc… Mostly when teens go through problems, they 

take it out on themselves. They cut themselves, starving themselves 

basic harm their bodies for the pleasure of being understood. I’ve 

been through cutting and starving. Sex too but I never got a disease 

Thank God! I cut my self because it releases depression (everyone 

says it and its true.) I hate my life! So much so that I have taught of 

committing suicide. I can never stand my father, all the screaming and 

yelling at my mother. He doesn’t do that any more and hasn’t for a 

long time and I hope that he never does it again. I would cut myself 

do deeply that I remember once I was so pissed off because my 

father found out that I was cutting my self, that my wounds were so 

open that I could see my fatty tissue. If it weren’t for the love of my life 

in tears begging me to stop I would have kept on going until I kill my 

self. Another time he was in tears telling me to get away from the 

fucking road where I wanted to get my ass run over by a huge truck. 

My father had told me that morning that he was going to move me to 

another school far away because of my friends. Whatever! He never 

did it anyways. Then, later like about half the year started to verbally 

attack me he wouldn’t stop bugging me, asking if I was cutting my self 

still or doing drugs just because I was lousy. I was doing drugs but not 

cutting. I stopped the drugs because he would have found out and it 

would have been worst. So in order to hurt myself that he wouldn’t 

find out I stopped eating. I never got hungry every time he would tick 

me off by making fun of me, of my cutting to be exact. 



One day I had written on my drawer, “I love Punk Rock” he got so 
upset that he asked my why I wrote that on my drawer.
I answer him, “Because I was bored.”

Then he said, “Well if you’re so bored, why don’t you go cut 

off your feet or something, even better poke your eyes out. 

That just trigger my frustration even more with him and with 

more vigor I continue to starve my self. 


