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Stephanie Goedken

A Depression of Skin
Scar.
It is still there.
I could not feel anything.
Perhaps it was better I could not.
Like an empty glass.
There was nothing I had to fill it.
I cried five times a day with no relief.
Still, nothing was inside that empty glass.
How I hated that taunting glass.
It gave promise and hope of life.
I scratched it.
Filed and grounded to make my mark upon it.
There it was, growing in size.
Nothing on the inside, but on the outside.
I stopped without knowing why.
Perhaps I could feel something after all.
Some pleasure maybe, at the scratch there.
But I was too numb to really know.
I picked at the blotch for days on end.
There was not a chance I would let it be fixed.
No matter what, that taunting glass would not win.
Break it completely I would do, just not quite yet.
I no longer have such an empty glass.
But it is still there on my skin.
That mark I made from that time.
A forever imperfection on my hand to remember.
What they can do.
Fingernails.

Emily Cotton Cram



3938

ance. There is no way to know how well the medication will work 
for you. You try one kind for a couple of weeks and if it doesn’t work, 
you try another. I went through more than a few. Sometimes it seems 
like such a long time ago and other times, it feels like I could fall 
right back into it. But I keep a piece I wrote from when I started try-
ing pills. I wrote it to get negative feelings out and I keep it now to 
remember. 

“I want to die. I know it is unhealthy to be thinking or say-
ing this, but too many avoid the topic of death. Why?  Everyone dies 
someday. So many are scared of death. I am not; it is a part of life. 
Only…I want to die now.”

It was also suggested to me to have some sort of therapy. Being 
hard enough to admit to my having depression, I said I was okay. The 
pills would help balance things out and I would be okay. 

I was okay. 
The truth was that I was better, but not okay. I just did not like 

having people worrying about me. I still felt I was unimportant in 
life. That is why I never admitted how my depression became bad 
enough that I injured myself. It was a secret I never wanted to reveal.

“But it got so bad a month ago that I clawed a pair of scars on 
my hands. I knew it wouldn’t kill me, but I just had to do something. 
I was crying five times or so a day for no reason. The scars are still on 
my hands. No one knows the real story of how I got them. That is my 
secret. …They don’t need to know about how bad I got.”

The spring semester ended and the summer began. Everything 
was beginning to look up and it seemed to be that I found a pill that 
worked for me. The fall semester started and I moved back into the 
dorm rooms, ready to dive back in. After awhile, it became pretty 
apparent something still was not working. I may not have been at the 
low I was at the end of the spring semester, but it was clear to me and 
several people around me that what I was doing was not working.

My advisor at the time suggested I look for a different career 
path. But I could see that the same issues I had now would affect me 
in any other place. Besides, I did not want to go for a different career. 
I loved going into the school and helping out the young students. De-
spite not finding help for myself outside of schoolwork, where it was 
accepted, I really enjoyed helping others when I could. I especially 
enjoyed helping out young students. I could do it, I had that potential, 
but there was a large personal block standing in front of me.

This was my second risk. The risk I took that if I had not taken, 
I know I would not be doing so well today.

I told my advisor I wanted and was going to take the spring 
semester off. It was fought against. I would have winter break be-
fore the spring semester. There was no need to take the spring off. I 
would take the spring off and waste all my schooling by never com-

Erica Jong, an American novelist, once said, “If you don’t risk any-
thing, you risk more.”  There is no way I can claim this for myself. 

If not this exact quote, most of us have heard similar sayings. The fol-
lowing is the story of me and my two largest risks.

I grew up in a family that worked hard to prove themselves, 
staying strong and silent. It was never easy for one to admit they 
needed help. Everyone struggled on. Younger, I was amazed by the 
strength of my father, a man who once worked outside all day, in the 
winter with a flu bug, throwing up and continuing on. I was amazed, 
while my mother was appalled. Both my father and I did not see the 
issue as our resident nurse did. Why bother others when it was not 
their problem, but yours?  

Society says for you to “Do your best” and also sings “Lean on 
me”. However, one can never stand completely alone and you never 
want to be always depending on others. There is a fine line between 
the two. Everyone needs a little of both, right?  When is that time 
that you say your best is no longer good enough, or not working, and 
that you need someone to lean on?

It was hard enough to even admit what was wrong with me, 
much less to ask for support.

If I did not risk it though, I may have more than just a scar on 
my hand today.

If I did not risk it again, I know I would not be doing so well 
today.

I suppose I should explain. My mother has it; my grandmother 
has it; my great-grandmother and great-great-grandmother had it. A 
few others of the females on my mother’s side have it. Some of them 
have died because of it. I am the fifth generation of having it. And 
while today’s society looks on it with better eyes than in the past, it is 
still rather difficult to hear of someone being depressed. 

That’s right; I have depression.
Everyone can feel depressed. But yet, when you have sadness 

and all the other symptoms of depression for long periods of time, this 
can be a sign of clinical or major depression. 

This was my first risk, admitting I did have depression.
My admitting it was very difficult. It took days, weeks after I 

permanently marked myself on my hand with my fingernails before I 
said something. When speaking about why my hands were scarred, I 
lied. In fact, I did not even say that I had depression out loud. I could 
not do it. I wrote my admission down in a text message to my mother. 
That small message took me a few minutes to write down, but nearly 
an hour to actually send it. I had no energy to do much. This seemed 
like too much. I lay in my bed, curled up, with tears rolling down my 
face, as I finally admitted it.

To feel better, I began taking pills to help the chemical imbal-
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blotch, not unlike any other scar I may have received in my life, but 
the reason behind this scar is very different and significant. I can and 
am able to share how bad my depression got for me. People do need 
to know how bad it can get. I never want or wanted pity like a child 
hurt on the playground, but to have others there to help me through a 
bad time. To be hiding the sadness of depression causes more sadness 
because it closes you off from everyone around you. It did not happen 
all at once, but after I took those two risks to open myself up, there 
was a definite change afterwards that helped me face my depression.

My advisor for this year, one of the two professors that backed 
me up on taking the semester off, said upon my return how much 
more relaxed I looked; I could feel it. The support changed every-
thing. I am keeping everything organized and getting things done. 
I am calling home to talk about my problems, things I never would 
have said before; before when I preferred to say I was okay over both-
ering someone with my issues. I also have friends to talk things out 
with to make it easier on me. As something new for the fall semester, 
I have a weekly meeting at the counseling center to help with any of 
the added stresses of school since I have returned. I am doing my best 
with all of their support.

I love them all for it. In just a year from saying I needed a 
semester off to get a support system and to figure myself out, to have 
their support for everything during that year…  I love all of them for 
it. It gets better, it truly does. 

Take that risk. 
My current advisor calls this last year of my life a success story. 

It seems strange to think of my life that way; a story to give others 
hope. If it is, I hope that passing on my story will help others feeling 
closed off from the world, take that risk of opening up. 

ing back. “No,” I said. I just needed the time to figure out what pills 
worked best, find support in my life, work on my organization, and 
make some changes that needed to be done before I could be my best. 
I needed other people’s support to make me my best.

That moment was my time to finally say my best was not good 
enough, it was not working, and I needed to lean on others. I needed 
to learn to lean on others because for years, I never allowed myself to 
do so.

To make everything clear, I set up a meeting with my advisor 
and parents. No one could really see why I was ‘suddenly’ saying this. 
I had been saying I was okay for months to my parents, but they did 
not see me every day on campus. Since I needed back up on where I 
was coming from, I asked for two others to come to the meeting. My 
two professors that were in charge of my education block, who saw 
me every day, could really see how I needed to have this break. They 
felt it was well worth it for me.

It did not come as much of a surprise to my parents that I never 
said anything. However, having everyone talk to each other about 
what I was proposing to do set their minds at ease some. So, I got my 
spring semester off. I reduced my stress levels on class so I could focus 
more on me. During this time, I only took one class in the spring and 
then two more in the summer, none of them at the same time. It was 
not school I was focused on at the time.

I changed my pills a couple of times. I read several self-help 
books for confidence, organization, and setting positive first impres-
sions. These were areas I needed help with in my life, so I worked on 
them. I set things up in my life to have and use support from others. 
While my mother and I will never see eye to eye on everything, she 
was my largest help at this time. She is still one of my largest supports. 
With friends and family behind me, an improved confidence, the 
ability to attack problems with help, and more skills behind me for 
dealing with issues…I headed back for my fall semester.

Today, I no longer feel tired and restless all the time. In the past, 
I always felt worthless, but now I have a new confidence to break that 
mantra. My concentration no longer feels like an attention disorder, 
and I can focus on what needs to be done. All my interests feel like 
interests again, ones that I can enjoy. The most important one, the 
thought that had followed me around for years, is almost nonexistent 
except when I remembered how bad it got that I contemplated suicide. 
After all the thoughts of it, I even did something to my body that 
went in that horrible direction. That mark on my hand will always 
serve as my reminder of how far I have come since then. I will keep 
improving myself so I never go back to that time of my life. 

This scar is never going to be a secret. It may have faded in 
time, but it is still there, a discolored blotch resting on my hand. A 


