Hello My Name Is:
________________
 I Am Not 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Crazy


Labels: nerdy, popular, “emo”, hoes, sluts, stoners, poor, rich; I hate labels, and yet I find myself labeling every person that passes my side.  “ I wish I had their life, they get everything they want.” Or “Ugh, she is such a slut!” I find myself thinking at times, when I have no fucking idea what their life is, what they have to tell themselves every morning to get out of bed, and go on and live that day.  I don’t even know what my life is, what direction my foot is going to take a step next.  “I was depressed”, that’s what I like to tell myself, but the sad thing is (shhhh don’t tell anyone), but I’m still depressed.  I have no fucking idea what I’m supposed to do.  I have tried living my life through others, and yet here I am confused, and my moral compass at a loss.  I have (past and present)  hurt myself, a lot to be honest, with the words I tell myself, or just physically, what’s wrong with one drink, “you’re a fuck up” or one slice of the knife.  Why?  You may think for attention, that I’m crazy, “She needs help?”  I hurt myself to feel, something.  It reminded ---reminds---me that I was ---am--- human, that I ---can---could feel something, that I ---am not---wasn’t dead (even though it ---feels---felt like I was a walking corpse).  Ok, imagine this---close your eyes---, you are in a box, the walls are white, in your mind you’re thinking “it feels a little cramp in here”. The more you think about how cramp it is the box shrinks just a little bit, and then you worry “What if it continues to shrink and I cant breathe” (*box shrinks) and then you say “please stop shrinking” (*box shrinks).  Sounds nerve wrecking, but imagine having that box in your head and being stuck in that box, and it just gets smaller and smaller, AND YOU JUST CANT ESCAPE IT.  You have been in this box for so long and you think you have found the out the way out, the great escape; from your thoughts, the world, the confusion, all the pain.  This escape, was my escape for a really long time.  I wanted to disappear, my exsistence erased, I told myself  “Fuck them, I am already dead anyways and they haven’t noticed!”  I tried so many times…and FAIL, literally with a capital F-A-I-L.  I tried drowning myself, choking the life out of me, had pills for dinner, sliced myself until one towel wasn’t enough to clean up my artwork, I banged my head until I saw all black.  Nothing worked, trying to escape life itself was harder than living it.
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