A Waste Of A Life – Krista Schroeder

          Everything is white.  White walls, white beds, white everything.  Suddenly it hits you; this is where you’re going to stay.  They tell you to take off your clothes and put on the gown they give you, a white gown.  They tell you to lie back, that they’re going to take blood and run some tests.  “It might hurt a little” you snicker thinking she’s stupid for thinking it’ll hurt you.  It’s the pain you live for.  They take out the needle, grab your arms and slowly inset it into the vain.  The only one that they can get to without the scars.  ‘Is this really suppose to hurt’ you think to yourself watching the tube slowly fill with your blood.  They pull out the needle, bandage your arm, and walk away.  You look down at the scars, the open wounds, and just want that damn bed to be ready.  People are staring.  You look to your right to see your parents, mom weeping, and dad on the phone with your grandparents who have your little sister.    You realize they didn’t tell her.  She was the one reason you second guessed stepping off.  But she’ll never know that.  She was the reason you wore long sleeves even in the summer.  You didn’t want her to know that her big sister wanted to die.  That you were willing to just leave everything.  The nurse walks in and says the bed is ready for you.  You walk out and see the two security guards who will escort you to the CAIP unit.   You walk to the elevator as they hit the 17th floor button.  Its silent as no one dares to speak.  As the doors open they reveal a locked hallway, it’s not what you expected.  They unlock the doors and you walk past the people you’ll be living, the people that’ll see the scars openly, and the people whose stories you’ll know.  They unlock the room door and say that the doctor and psychologist will be in shortly.   They come in and start talking to your parents about how this is ‘normal’ and how ‘it’s serious.’  When the only thing you can do is look around and read the writing on the walls.  Finally they doctors come to you, and ask you to tell your life story and how this all started.  But you don’t.  You can’t.  They start talking about all the things that you’re going to be doing and how by the times you’re sent home everything will be ok.  They tell you that depression is a battle that you’ll always have to deal with.  You nod, like you agree with everything that they’re saying.  They tell your parents that you’ll need more clothes and things to make it through the minimum of 7 days. They tell you that you’ll have to remove your belt, shoe laces and hair bands. Making sure  you don’t have anything to kill yourself with. You do as you’re told and they say that you’ll be in your room for the rest of the night. So you sit and do the one thing that makes it all worse, you start to think.

You look around reading every possible word written on the walls.  ‘I want to die please just let me go’ written in red is the one you can’t stop looking at.  You think of whom it was that wrote that?   Why they were here?  But the honest truth is that they’re just another messed up kid like you.  Just like you, they were denied the one thing they wanted, the one thing that would bring them the happiness they needed so badly, they were denied death.  You never realized how many people this effects, but it still doesn’t change anything.  It still hurts and it always will, you’ll still feel alone no matter how many people are beside you, you’ll still want to die no matter how many people tell you not to.  Other patients walk by your room, looking in briefly, nurses walk by to check on you, which pretty much means they’re making sure you having found anything to off yourself with, or that your not suddenly dying from a drug overdose you did before your ass was dragged into this hell hole.  But your not, no matter how much you wish you had you didn’t.  You close your eyes and imagine that you’re not here.  But you remember that you’ll have to open your eyes eventually and you’ll still be here, you’ll still have the scars, you’ll still be afraid to tell your sister about everything that is happening.  There is no escape.  Except one.  So you sleep it all away.  

You wake up to just another day in hell, but today is different, today is the day you’re going to meet other misfits, swap stories and get told that ‘everything will be ok.’  You look down at your forearms, you scratched the cuts open in your sleep, but it doesn’t hurt, if anything it is how you made it through the night.  You decide on a long sleeved shirt and sweat pants, juts to cover up the open cuts, the healed scars and all in-between.    When the doctor comes in and tells you that you can now leave you room, that’s when it all hits you.  Suddenly the shoebox of a room you have seems like the best place to be.  The doctor hands you a schedule, the usual, school, doctor/psych appointments, and stupid things like group talk, stress circle, and shit like that.  The doctor says that you have to be out of your room in 10 minutes for breakfast.  You look at the paper that tells you what your teachers back at normal not crazy school want to do.  Text book work, run laps, and some teacher’s juts left it blank.  All you can think is’ wow, their taking pity on me because I want to die, great.’  You step out of your room, revealing yourself to the rest of the CAIP unit.  You walk into the brightly colored room, with pictures everywhere and sayings on the walls that are support to be inspiring.  You sit down as they place a tray of mush in front of you and tell you that you have to eat to feel better.  You sit there and move all the food to one side of the plate so it seems like you ate something.  The nurse comes in to collect the trays, looks at yours and leaves it there and tells the doctor that you haven’t been eating.  That’s the other part that you “forgot” to mention. You haven’t eaten in days, you’re bulimic.  So eating isn’t really an option right now. The doctor comes over “you have to eat.”  As he sits down next to you “it’s a vital aspect of you getting over this.”   As he goes on about the vital importance of eating your mush, you look around at the other people there.  Drawing, working on school things.  But that isn’t the part that you envy right now, they’re in their short sleeve shirts, some revealing their cuts, some they’re burn marks. The artwork they did on themselves.   But you keep yours covered.  You get up and walk away, ignoring the fact that the doctor is still there talking.  
You walk back to your room, close the door and sit in front of it.  This is the moment that you would roll up your sleeves, take out whatever you could find that was sharp enough to cut, and just cut.  Immerge the blade into your wrist, feeling the cold against the first layer of skin, the second and third, watching the blood rise, you remove the blade, look down, and are not satisfied enough so you put the razor back in, you add more pressure, feeling the blade deeper and deeper into your arm.  You start to lean into the pain, watching more and more blood rise to the surface.  Laying down and letting it all surround you.  But you can’t.  So you sit here, and sit here, ignoring the knocks at the door.  Pounding your back to the door is the closest to self harm you can get.  The doctors tell you to move from the door.  So you get up and go sit on your bed and look down, and everyone piles into your room, meds being forced in your face.  Turns out pounding your back against the door, doesn’t fly around here.  

So you get to lay in bed, unable to move because of the meds they gave you.  You get to stay in your room, talking about everything that’s going on in your life.  That’s also where you tell them all about the bulimia.  You tell them that your wrist isn’t the only place.  You tell them that it makes no sense that you’re not aloud to die, that there are some things in life that have no solution.  There are thousands of people dying everyday, that one more is not a big deal.  You tell them that you’ve never been skinny, that you’ve always been bigger then everyone else, but by not eating, that started to change, but when your mom found out she started making sure you were eating, so bulimia was the next option.  It makes everyone happy.  You eat, but you stay skinny.  You realize how many things are wrong in your life, but once again, there is nothing you can do to solve all of them.  
As days go by, you don’t talk to anyone, you do what your told, they tube feed you, and you let them in hopes they’ll let you out.  You got your normal school work done; you’ve been drawing a lot. You talk to the doctor.  Although you’re letting all this happen, nothing is changing, all your felling of depression and still there, wanting to die is still there too, but you just want out.  19 days later they tell you that you’re going home tomorrow.  You pack your things, and wait for tomorrow to come.  You don’t sleep; you sit up and write things on the walls, so the next misfit to come through these doors can think just what you did.  You look at your wrists; they’ve healed for the most part.  When the sun rises your parents come to pick you up, you smile and ask for your sister.  But she’s not there, she still doesn’t know.  You go outside and just breathe, you look up, and see the room that was yours for 19 days.  You get in the backseat and look out the window as you drive home.  

The next day you have to go back to school, after 19 days of falling off the face of the Earth.  You get up and get dressed and shave for the first time in 20 days.  You walk in the front doors of the school, walk to your locker and try to ignore the stares.  You walk to your class and hand in the work you did in CAIP.  Some teachers just look at you, others want to know every detail.  You look in your pencil case to find broken pens, naked razors, and a swiss army knife.  You pick up the razor and clench it in your hand.  You deal with people staring all day, just looking bumping you in the halls, asking questions.  They knew, someone told them about it.  At the end of the day you go home and go back.  Taking out your pencil case and taking your selection of sharp objects.  You find the rope tied to the doorknob of your bedroom, you take it, tie it to the ceiling, and write to your sister.
         You  tell her about everything, the cuts, CAIP, depression, and suicide.  That it’s not her fault, that you wanted to tell her but you didn’t know how to. You tell her that just because you’re not here physically doesn’t mean your not still there for her.  You tell her that she is the most important thing to you, that you love her with all your heart.  That if there was another solution you would choose it so you could stay with her.  You tell her to remember you as the person you were wearing short sleeved shirts and going to the park.  Remember her in those times of sitting jut talking about life, and all the things you two wanted to do in life.  You tape a picture of your two together and on back write
“This is how it will always be, love you with all my heart baby sister”
         You step on your bed, wrap your neck.  Taking your last breath. Thinking your last thought.  You step off, now you’re at the mercy of gravity. And then


……………….

GOODBYE
