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Suicide Is Not The Answer

 



Preface

 


Okay, do you know someone who is thinking
about committing suicide, or is that someone, you? Well, guess what
— you aren't alone.

 


According to the Matthew Silverman Memorial
Foundation:




http://www.mattsfoundation.org/resources-for-suicide-prevention/?gclid=CMesk-_b5M4CFUE7gQodQjsEbA
— many people think about suicide at some point in their life, and
these thoughts about suicide can reflect the intense pain and sense
of desperation that depression can bring. Having these thoughts
does not mean you should act on them! A great number of people who
attempt or come close to suicide look back with immense gratitude
that they did not succeed in taking their own life as their lives
and feelings about their lives improved with help.

 


If you're thinking of doing the unthinkable,
visit the link above where you will find a wealth of help. And here
is another site that has many suggestions that might be helpful to
you:

http://www.metanoia.org/suicide/

 


 


Both the sites listed above, as well as a
myriad of other sites online, offer many effective resources, and
at the end of this presentation, I'll list several links to a few
sites where you can find professional help, but I fear they require
an individual to act — do something that they, while being
depressed, may not want to, or, be able to, do. I fear that if
you're really serious about taking your life and depressed enough
to actually do it, you might not want to take the time to research
and take advantage of the resources offered above, so, let me offer
you a more immediate reason why suicide is not the answer, and
probably give you an easy alternative. Let me tell you why you
shouldn't do it, amigo. Let me put some thoughts in your mind that
you may not have considered. Let me offer you one more easy to
implement tactic that I know for a fact had worked with someone who
was just as depressed as you.

 


It's my opinion, from a layman's point of
view, anyway, that, unless clinical, depression can be caused by
the way a person thinks about a possibly depressing situation. I
feel that when depressed, you're not thinking rationally — not
wrong — just not clearly. That's the way it is. So, take a break
and hold up for a minute. Read this short presentation before you
make a mistake you can't correct — make a mistake that takes away
all your options. Besides, what's your hurry, anyway? If you're
reading this, it means that deep down inside, you're having second
thoughts about doing something you know is stupid. A few extra
moments won't make that much difference, right? You might change
your mind and, later, be glade you didn't do it.

 


Nobody knows what destiny holds, so, give
yourself a chance for some good things to happen to you. So hang in
there a few more minutes and read on where I'll tell you how easy
it is to give destiny a chance.


 


 


The meat and potatoes

 


 


 


"Okay." you say, "So, what is it you want to
tell me that will change my mind? What is this mind blowing
revelation that will stop me an others from taking our lives? I'm
really depressed and tired of living, and tired of people thinking
I don't know what I want to do."

 


Just hold on for a few more moments — I'm
getting there. But, before I detail the finer points of my
solution, let me tell you two short stories illustrating the reason
I feel my solution will work. Keep in mind the stories are true as
they happened, but the names of the individuals are changed.

 


Also, keep in mind that to meet the minimal
word and page number requirements for publication, I'll add a
little filler — not to much, but necessary.

 


And, as you might have noticed, I'm adding
an extra space between paragraphs to stretch this thing out a
little, but it's a quick read that won't take long to finish.


 


***

 


 


Now, these two incidents happened over
thirty years ago while I was employed in one of the major auto
companies and I never forgot them.

 


I was standing in line waiting to clock out
at the end of my shift. One of my life-long friends, who I'll call
Edward, approached me and said he had something serious he wanted
to talk to me about in the parking lot. I agreed to wait on him and
told him where I was parked.

 


As I said, Edward was a life-long friend
with whom I grew up with along with his brothers, James and Donald.
As a matter of fact, after hearing the company was hiring, he, his
brothers and I, went to the company to fill out applications
together. Because I was the only friend with a car, we went to
apply at the same time in my car, and were hired by the auto
company to go to work that day on the second shift.

 


I remember we were all happy we were hired
to work the same shift and for a long time, we all went to work
together with me driving. Eventually, my three buddies bought their
own cars — we all married, and began living our separate lives.

 


Yep, those were some good times back then,
however, Donald did quit after realizing the plant was a hot,
noisy, place, and some of the jobs were mind numbing, boring,
repetitive, and demanding. But James, Edward, and I managed to hang
in there for a while.

 


Years later, James found another job in
another state and moved, while Edward, the person this story is
about, did the unthinkable, leaving only me to remain with the
company until retirement.

 


Anyway, after Edward found me in the parking
lot, he came to take a seat in my car, and suggested we go to get a
little something to drink, and I agreed.

 


After returning to the lot and parking near
his car, we began sipping and he opened up to me.

 


You know what — now, looking back on the
situation, I'm sure the liquor didn't help, but in my defense, I
was much younger with a lot less experience, besides, I didn't know
what he wanted to talk about, so I saw no reason why we shouldn't
drink a little prepared cocktail wine the same as usual as we
talked.

 


Anyway, as he continued to drink, Edward
told me he was depressed and pissed, and the more he drank, the
less he was able to reason, and the magnitude of his depression
became evident. He began crying as he revealed what depressed him,
and actually, I understood.

 


It was revealed when he returned home after
work last night, he found his wife in the arms of Donald, his older
brother.

 


Hell, that would depress anybody, me
included. But it's not what happened that will determine how he or
you should respond to something depressing. It's how you think
about it — I'll explain later.

 


Anyway, Edward told me he wasn't as angry as
he was depressed. He said he suspected something like that was
going on, but not with his brother. He said he didn't know what to
do and after his brother ran out of his house butt-naked, and his
wife locked herself in a bathroom, he finally decided to get
himself a room in one of the cheap, neighborhood, third-rate, roach
and bed-bug, infested, neighborhood, motels, that was not a place
in which anyone would want to stay in for any length of time.

 


We laughed about how he, while coming down
with a cold, went home earlier than normal because he didn't stop
at the bar across from the plant and have a couple beers and shoot
a few games of pool as usual before going home.

 


When we laughed, I thought he was coming out
of his depression, but that didn't last long.

 


After a moment of silence, he began crying
again and said he wanted to go home and kill her cheating ass and
then kill himself.

 


Hey, dude, I knew right then and there this
crap was serious and I didn't know what to tell him. Hell, I ain't
no professional shrink or nothing, but I knew I had to do or say
something — what, I didn't know. Fortunately, I had thought about a
somewhat, similar, situation, and what I'd do, so I told him my
thoughts — not suicide, but a similar life ending situation.

 


Having been a lifelong smoker, beginning
when I was thirteen, and knowing smoking could kill me, I often
though about what I would do if I discovered I had terminal cancer
or something. Since I didn't know what else to tell him, I decided
to tell him what I'd do — not suicide, but similar in a way in that
both suicide or terminal cancer are life ending.

 


Anyway, I told him to think about something.
"Listen," I said, "if you really are serious about taking your own
life, you owe it to yourself to have a little fun before you do it.
Even if you killed your wife, you would hurt her family that had
nothing to do with her cheating ass, and you like her family and
they like you. The same is true if you killed your brother. You'd
be hurting your mother and your brothers and maybe make them hate
you. They might even be glad you snuffed yourself. If you want to
take your life, that's one thing, but why hurt people that you love
and who love you and who ain't never done you wrong? It doesn't
make any sense. Naw, Edward, you don't want to hurt anyone else,
particularly, in revenge. The best revenge is dusting your cheating
wife off and then going on to enjoy a happy life. Never let what
someone else does to you control you. You are the master of your
own thoughts and actions. Besides, think about what folks will say
about you after you kill yourself. Think, dude — they'll probably
say something like, '"Yeah, she drove his weak ass crazy.'" Naw,
brother, don't let anyone talk about you like that. Say the hell
with it, player. Quit your job and take your last paycheck and fill
your gas tank and pack your shit and head west. Just follow your
nose where ever it leads you. You ain't got nothing to lose by
leaving here. Change your location and get away
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