Tonight is the night I tell my story, time to confront my fears and stop pretending like it never happened because my scars say otherwise.
[bookmark: _GoBack]My name is Tanika. This coming year will mark the fifth year of my suicide anniversary, is that what you’d call it haha an anniversary? Hmm well let’s just call it the day I was in an agony so deep I decided I was going to end my life day. To be honest I don’t know what happened to that girl in the ninth grade, why was she so sad? Why did she feel so alone in a world filled with people surrounding her every day? Was it the absence of her father in her life, her mom’s new happiness slowly pushing her away or the fact that all of her friends seemed to be happy except for her? The reasons will forever haunt me to the day I die because that night was a blur, a horrible nightmare that came true and left an ugly scar on my life. To make my story feel truer than fiction I feel best to go in as much detail as I can so be aware to those reading! The night it happened was an ordinary night, went to the movies with my friend and her mom they dropped me off and I went to a home of silence with a note from my mom saying that they had gone somewhere… clearly not important. All of a sudden it hit me, I was alone I knew I really wasn’t but at the time in my life I felt I had nobody not even my mom. I remember putting on sad music as if that’s what I really needed at that time was to become more depressed than I already was? I never really heard of suicide or people cutting themselves at that time, I thought the thought of it was outrageous. But I decided to try it, I took a knife and tried to cut deep nope that didn’t work, didn’t even leave a cat scratch. My head spinning out of control and without thinking, literally the walking dead I went to my room grabbed something to make a noose out of, I tied it around my neck hung it up on the hook on my door and stepped onto my stool, I didn’t quite figure out how to kick the stool away so I just leaned forward and the let the noose support my weight. I remember thinking it was hard to breathe but it kinda felt like I was slowly slipping away and I closed my eyes and let it take me. 
This is the part I keep hidden in the back of my brain, trying to forget about and make it disappear but it never does. I woke up in a room somewhere in a foreign country feeling lightheaded and dizzy and having absolutely zero control over my body, I felt like I was drugged, I was flailing my body around this odd room that slowly came into place to be mine… this room I was in was my room, at my house in Campbell river. I tried to get up but kept slamming my body into the walls and floor hitting my head about a thousand times, I couldn’t even talk properly, no words came out just sobs of crying and moans. Finally my mom came home and heard me, she first thought I was on drugs I remember her freaking out and me laying in her arms saying “mom don’t leave me” “please don’t leave me” for some reason that was my only concern at that time. And then this weird feeling hit me, my whole body was numb, like when your foot falls asleep numb, except my WHOLE body felt like that x100. When people die I guess their body does this thing of letting the bowels go per say (pooping or peeing) and I had pee’d my pants. So ambulance comes and I get put on a stretcher and go to the hospital, they wanted to get a full body x-ray done and when that was happening me lying on the hard, cold steel bed I puked… all over my hair, I was so out of it I didn’t even feel it coming or was able to turn my head I just laid there. That morning I woke up and my mom had a change of clothes for me, I went to the hospital bathroom to change and for the first time since, looked in the mirror. The girl staring back at me was not my reflection. This girl had wild hair filled with puke, pale face and a thick dark purple, black line that went all the way around her neck. The thing was massive… A wave of embarrassment hit me, I just kept thinking what I have done?! So with that, I was of course sent to some counselling, I’ve tried a few different methods since then now. Almost a year later, In grade 10 I get an episode of anxiety that I’ve never experienced before and I still have it to this day, it’s a daily struggle and quite frankly a pain in my ass! All high school I worked on this anxiety and how to manage it, it worked, for I had my depression and life under control until the summer of 2014. That summer went downhill for me, feelings I’ve buried deep down began to resurface and the feelings of unworthiness surrounded me. One morning I just couldn’t take it anymore, the pain I felt on the inside was unbearable, I knew I didn’t want to attempt suicide again so this time I tried an alternative to distract my pain. I cut myself and I cut deep. The pain the razor blade made me feel was different, it was my Romeo and I it’s Juliet. Forever and hopelessly devoted to it. That summer was my first and only time doing it until September 2014, school started and feelings of stress overwhelmed me but I knew my Romeo would help me out. Twice now… and three times. I decided to end the toxic romance and throw him out of my life, I am better than that and I am strong. But for me it wasn’t third times a charm, I broke down and craved him… craved the way he made me forget because that’s what I needed, it’s what I wanted. Now four times. Stop I tell myself, distract, fill your empty heart with the good because you deserve nothing but the best. Struggling but I am here, I am here alive and opening up to my problems and facing them head on. I am not perfect and I never will be, but I am fighting to be the better person I deserve to be. This is my story in a nutshell.

