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Cutting: where beauty and horror truly collide

EDITOR SNOTE —Please note
that wedon’t consider thebehavior
in this article healthy or recom-
mendable. Westrongly urgepeople
torefrainfrominflicting harmunto
othersor themselves.

By ANNA NEMCHUK
News editor

Simply put, it's beautiful.

Thecold, stark glint of theblade,
the tensile strength in the dliver-
thin razor, the ribbons of blood
unfoldingfromglowingwhiteskin.

It'sasif opening a present.

And the thing is, you know that
this isn't just a way to mutilate
yourself; trust me, horror isthelast
thing on your mind. It's a cleans-
ing, amost areligiousrite.

A blood sacrifice to the god of
physical pain.

Y ou sliceand your soul screams
for him to help, to subdue, if for a
moment, thedeity of psychological
pain; wepick thelesser of twoevils
in thisworld.

No matter how deeply your body
is ever hurt, you heart, your mind,
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How can college prepare you better for real life?

KIM NGUYEN
Business

that intangible scrap of substance
Heavenand Hell wagewar over for
millennia can be burned, tattered,
shorn much, much worse.

Falling off a bike makes an
ouchie. Breaking your arminthree
different placesis a bitch. Torture
ain't exactly awalk in the park.

But having your heart
broken...being betrayed by those
you trusted most...feeling that
among the milliards of walking,
breathing people out there you are
completely, utterly alone...

I'll takeafew scarsover that any
day.

Except itisn't really a solution.
Y ou sharpen a knife and dull one
pain for a while, but how many
days, minutes, secondslater dothey
both come back with renewed sav-
ageness?

And looking around the tissue-
strewn bathroom, disassembled
shaving implement rusting in your
hand, thefat, red, accusing dropl ets
plopped, plopping on the floor, a
silent exclamation mark that you
have, indeed, lost another shred of
sanity, and in abackground to this,
thehappy chatter of peopleoutside,
people that are so friendly one
moment, so cold when you really
need it, people that seem so per-
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fectly content, so...fine...withthem-
selves and their lives, but some-
where, theawful realization swells
that underneath the smilesliesrot,
seething, writhing blackness of
putrid despair, that they are no bet-
ter than you, and, somehow, that
doesn’'t makeyou feel any better at
all.

| only did it the once. | didn't
wanttodie; | just wanted attention,
help, advice, a hand to hold in a
world that had suddenly been
thrown compl etely off-axis. | knew
how to cut to get the job done; |
didn't. My scars are nearly invis-
ible, buried in the folds of my left
wrist, exactly asl intended. | showed
off my handiwork, held it out
proudly to the ten or so teenagers
who made up my drama group,
huddled on the back porch of a
house next to a lake in Y osemite,
smoking. In a certain part of my-
self, | had expected praise. But the
resulting gasps of horror and mut-
tered” Okay, now that’ sgonnamake
a bad trip.” weren't such a bad
thing either. At least someone else
now knew. It wasn't hidden any-
more. Itwasreal. Theworldwasn’t
really acandyland of bunnies, and
people weren't all good. That was
enough.

Oh, but the ache. To thistoday,
I'll never forget the sweet, ow
acheof my bruisedandoozingflesh.
How good it felt to sit and cradle
my torn wrist, to nurse my wounds
andsink intothesensation, not hav-
ing, for the moment, to think of
anything, anyone else.

It haunts me still. In away, the
only peace I’ ve ever known.

Which doesn’t mean I'll repeat
it.1 grew upthat night. | learnedone
of the most valuable lessons a hu-
man being can: you are, indeed,
alone. In the end, it's you against
theworld. Makefriends, allies, |ov-
ers, but never, never forget that if
you aren’t strong enough standing
on your own, thislifewill spit you
out, another lost, wailing soul swirl-
ing in the ether. You MUST have
what ittakesinsideyou. | think you
do, | think everyone does, thetrick
isin finding it. When the shit hits
the fan, it's you or them. Every-
thing else is just accessories. All
thelovein theworld can only help
you; it cannot make you.

But1’monly onepersoninasea.
Only one of those | know lucky
enough to realize this. Cutting till
holdsits appeal. Like awet, warm
dream you could lose yourself in.
But | don’t need it anymore. It is

likeanaddiction, and I’ m so thank-
ful 1 was able to stop before its
claws sank in too deeply.

Yet it's the only thing left for
some people. This world grows
moreimpersonal by theyear, there
are no sensei, no masters, no wise
old men to advise you of your
worth, to sendyou off towar chuck-
lingwisely. Thesedays, youcanbe
sued for giving advice. And soci-
ety is aware. It always is. It just
never cares. But, you see, therazor
does. Somehow, its kiss means
more at times than the force of
friends and family combined. It
understands. They don’t. That’sall
weever wantinthislife, for some-
onetotruly, totally understand and
accept us.

Andunlessyou’ vedoneit your-
self, youwon't. It sadifferent lan-
guage, thisworld of pain, no breth-
ren to BDSM. It isn't pleasure in
pain, it's escape.

A small diceof heavenon earth.
Excuse the pun.

There's nothing encouraging |
can say, no words of wisdom or
compassion | can offer that haven't
been said before. The closest ap-
proximation: we're human, we're
imperfect, and there are worse
thingsin thisworld.
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“ Decrease pressure - we'retrying
to pass our classesinstead of
experiencing life.”

L 4
“It prepares me by
independence.”

“1t gives you more leadership
skills, prepares your mind.”

“ There need to be more
colleges geared for
specific majors.”

SEDRIK AMAR
Filmmaking

“ Alife experience class. They
can't prepareyou for life; they
can only give you knowledge.”



