Back in the 6th grade, I was hanging around with the wrong people. They thought cutting was the "cool thing" to do. I've always been desperate to have friends, so I went home one day, I had a really bad day, and I found a disposable razor. I broke it open, got the razor blades out of it, and I cut the back of my hand. It looked like cat scratches. To all the adults, that was my excuse. Days went by it healed over. I was "the cool kid" of my friends. So I cut even more. But little did I know I was slowly getting addicted to it. 

I started cutting more and more as the months went by. One day I found myself sitting in the principal’s office.  He and his guidance councilor were asking me about the cuts & scars on my arms. I lied to them at first, then told the truth. They called my mom and she and my Granny came to pick me up. They made me sit down and talk to them about it, needless to say I lied to them too, I just wanted everyone to leave me alone. I remember telling my family to "shut the blank up and to leave me alone. That I hated them." 

A few more months went by and I didn't stop cutting. By then, I was cutting on places like my legs, so no one would find out. I used to come home from school every day and cut multiple times. Later I moved to cutting my wrist. I know at one point it got so bad I had no where to cut on my wrist without it showing. My cutting is the reason my first boyfriend and I didn't even work out. I didn't stop regularly cutting until my 8th grade year, when my uncle died. Even then I still would cut but it was occasional. I remember after he died, I was at his & my aunts home, in the bathroom, and I found a broken piece of glass in the trash can, and cut my wrist with it. I cut too deep, and I couldn't stop bleeding. It took about an hour for it to stop. I didn't tell anyone. I went to lay down thinking that I was going to die. I woke up to their dog licking me in the face. After that I decided to stop. 

I still have issues but I don't cut. But I'm not saying that I never think about it, cause I do. ALL OF THE TIME. When things go wrong I fight myself from the inside-out not to cut. I know in my case, it became an addiction. I lost almost all of my friends, and I felt all alone even if I was standing in a crowd of people. Cutting caused me to battle with depression, low self-esteems, & family issues. I got out of cutting before it lead to suicide, but just barely. During that time, I wanted to die.

When I stopped cutting, I was clean for almost a year until my boyfriend hit me. When that happened everything came crashing back like a wall of water. I went into a major depression, and I blamed myself for his abusive ways. I cut one last time because of memories of him hit me, and I felt horrible.  AND May 2, 2010 is the day I fully excepted Jesus in my heart. But in my time of struggling with cutting He was there. He just gave me the strength and the courage to completely stop cutting May 2. He laid it on my heart, that I was placed on His earth for a reason. He gave me the desire to write about my feelings, and look to the heavens and to be proud of who I am. But not to get prideful. He allowed me to see and to know He allowed my past to happen so I can share my story with His people, and not to be ashamed of it. Jesus has used my heart and my story to change peoples lives for the glory of Him. ['=
