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I'VE BEEN CUTT\NG I\/\YSELF for nearly tWo years now. Nope, my parents do not know about it. Even if

they knew, | don't think they "\ care. My friends?
n, the rest of us will show our support by cutting ourse

yYeah, they know, the close ones. In fact, whenever oneé

of us feels dow lves together.

an they? They have been hurting me all my

My parents never told me not to hurt myself. How (d
|d want to give birth to me in the first place.

life. I'm convinced they hate me. | don't know why they wou

They only have enough love, concern and money for my youn

g any concern for me, she scolded me for being like a

ger brother.1am redundant. Once, my

mom saw a scar on my arm. Without showin

gangster. | ran away from home that day. That was the third time | ran away-

1f2 My friend Sharon. | really look up to her. She is sO strong. She comes

Who taught me how to cut myse
don’t want to have anything to do with her, sO

from a family that's worse than mine. Both her parents

she's left with an auntie who sees her as a pest. She discovered that cutting herself was a way of feeling
here were

better each time her auntie scolds her. When she first showed me her arm, | freaked out. T
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and
fresh wounds, and old ones too. Now | underst

why she is alwa

would cut herself .
hen she sees herarm bleeding, the physnca.l
. r so much that she will

as. She also feels very

ys wearing a jacketin school. She
with a blade. She told me that

pain will overwhelm he

t a sad life she h
e everyone will have

knows that not
- oing. And for

the courage to do what sheis d

If.
once, she is like a hero, at least to herse

d
The first time | cut myself was when my da

in his
me. He couldn’t find some money in h

slapped "

wallet and i
But he didn’t c

explanation. Hej

nsisted that | stole it. 1 was innoce
are and didn’t want to hear any
ust slapped me. Later on, my
money in his pocket, but

ther found the uo
e g to me, he told me, “You'd

instead of apologisin

ing!
better not let me know you have been stealing

I'll disown you!” | hate him. | hate being his

|
daughter. | want to run away!

he park near
blade for

t
Sharon was there for me. We met at

home later and she brought a new
it was painful. But

our
me. That was my first cut. Yes,
d.1felt like 1 had gained a new

_ like | had overcome my enemy and
rove it. That was the start of
that followed. | don’t know
done it. 've lost count. Each

| felt goo
strength
had a scartop
many more scars
how many times I've
time | hate my life and
of my own, I'll do that.1do

want to getintoa world

n't even need Sharon

to be with me anymore.

omething
felt right?

No one ever told me | was doing s !
wrong. How can it be wrong when it
because they probably

h.Try

| won't listen anyway, .
didn't understagd what | was going throug
~growing up-in-a family like mine!

—

My turning point came 3 months ago. Sharon and | were

sent to meet two counsellors from Care Community Services
Society. | dreaded going, but had to. Thank goodness | had
Sharon with me. We decided that we will just give “textbook

answers”, so the counsellors wouldn't be able to do anything
to us.

Rachael and BeeHsia - they looked younger than we imagined.
And they were actually nice! They gathered a group of girls,
all around our age and we sat in a circle. | noticed some scars
on some of their arms, so | knew in my heart we were all
there for the same reason. | was determined not to let them
into my world. And so whenever it was my turn to speak, |

will just shrug my shoulders and pretend I'm so not interested.

As we continued to meet, | got to know the counsellors and
the other girls better. They started sharing about their families.
Some were like mine, some were worse. Gradually, | began
to look forward to our group sessions because they were
beginning to feel like a family to me. All of us have our own
story to tell. What we have in common are the labels our
family members and some teachers have been giving us —
that we are hopeless, we have behavioral problems, we lack
motivation, we are often emotional and have difficulty
controlling our anger. This is where | belong! I feel like I'm

finally in a place where I’'m understood and not judged
for just being me!

I still remember our 4th session. One of the girls, Bessie, lifted
up her sleeve and told the group that she’d been cutting
herself. One by one, we also started to show our scars and
share why we had been cutting ourselves. | realised then
that there were girls who would cut themselves because

they think it’s cool - they were following a trend and wanted
to remain in the “in” group.

We learnt from Rachael and BeeHsia that what we've been
doing is called “Self-Harm”. And it dawned unto me that it
really is a miracle that | haven’t died of any infection from
using and reusing blades to cut myself - without sterilisation
or proper aftercare. But how can | stop? It’s already a part of
my life and | don’t know how to stop!



Through the time we spent together, the

i the
counsellors taught and explained to us

g lya - &
rationale behind ugalf-Harm”. It was actually

i ed '
way of coping with my pain. They also open

my eyes to the many other ways | can ad:p;::;
cope, or express my anger and sadness W e| X
| need to. Like talking to one of them, or p ayl/| gl;
basketball, or taking a cold shower. ‘Gradua Y, y
learnt that | do not have to inflict pain (?n myse't
to make my pain go away. In fact, the pain doesn

i ile.
actually go away, it just gets hidden for a whi

| am also beginning to see the situation at horrt\‘ele|
in a slightly better light these days. There arer:3 i
days | wish | can run away, but those‘ dayts zlad -
getting less. The other day, my m'om jl:lSt o]
to take care of myself. The first ime |'ve ever
heard anything like that in my life.1am so .
thankful to my counsellors, who are thf!re ©
listen, and not judge me. They are also fm;:wll
correct me, but gentle to guide me. when | af. r
The other girls and | know that their co.ncer: :r
us is genuine. For the first time in my ||fe,'| eme
positive affirmation! They are always tfal|l l::
to try again, that they believe | can do it! They

have more faith in me than myself! Through

e ot

their b‘rpgrammesfksee that | can actually succeed in tasks,

and | can even be a leader - and not a loser!

There are still days | take out my blade and struggle if | should
just do it just one more time. But | know that | am not the
only one learning to get out of this bad habit, so | will call

a friend from the group, and we will find support and
encouragement in each other. Then | will keep my blade
again. The day will come, | know, where I will be able to

find enough courage to throw away my blades. That will
be the day | am totally free!

I will never forget what the two counsellors shared on our
last session. They gave each one of us a pearl and told us the
story of how a pearl is formed. A natural pearl is formed when
an irritant, such as a piece of sand, works its way into an oyster.
As a defense mechanism, the oyster will secrete a fluid to
coat the irritant. Layer upon layer of this coating is deposited
on the irritant until a beautiful pearl is formed.The process
usually takes several years of persevering. And this is how
I see my life now. One day | will be a pearl too! Thank you
Rachael and BeeHsia, for believing in me! Thank You!

The names of the girls have been changed to protect their identities.






