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	Suicide is the 11th leading cause of death in the United States.

	There is one suicide death in the United States every 10.9 minutes.

	Suicide is the 3rd leading cause of death for 15 to 24 year old Americans.

	The highest suicide rates (per 100,000) in the United States are among white males (26.4) followed by American Indian/Alaska Native males (25), and Black males (14.1).

	There is one suicide death for every estimated 25 suicide attempts.

	One male dies every 13.7 minutes in the United States.

	There are 3.9 male deaths by suicide for each female death by suicide.

	Maybe it’s time we start having conversations about this and what’s going on not only in America, but in the world.







www.save.org/about-suicide/suicide-statistics/
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This book speaks on suicide and has sensitive subject matter. This book is not for the faint of heart. Suicide in today’s world is a serious subject that needs to be discussed more, especially among men. The statistics are hopefully eye opening to make you all realize there are so many men suffering in silence.




Men feel they’re worthless, useless in this lifetime and for a myriad of reasons. While suicide is a sensitive subject, this is not something I condone or want anyone to do. There are other outlets for men to get the help they need, it’s just allowing a space for men to express themselves without being judged.




You will read things that men think about, go through, feel and it will be just scratching the surface. This book is to open up more conversations about suicide, why it’s happening in a judgmental world and how can we provide the right outlets to give people a chance to share their stories.




This book will have GOD in it so if you don’t believe in GOD and are spiritual, or don’t focus on religion, that is perfectly fine and I respect all walks of life.




We’re all in this life together and at the end of the day we are human beings with feelings, emotions and struggles. Life is a journey, it’s not easy but we all get a chance everyday when we wake up.




Jamell Crouthers
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I remember downing a whole slew of pills in one shot,

I was done with this life, I no longer wanted to be here.

As each pill went down my esophagus,

I was one step closer to my death and peace within my soul.

That was the decision I made, it was time for me to go,

Overdosing and slowly dying in my apartment was my out.

When men commit suicide, and leave kids behind,

I used to think, “damn that’s selfish of them to leave their family and kids behind.”

Now I understand what they’re feeling and going through,

It took a while before these pills would overtake my body.

A dangerous combination of oxytocin, Tylenol and other pills,

I wanted the pain to go away, not physically, but mentally and emotionally.

Life was just too much mentally, emotionally and spiritually,

These pills would solve my problem temporarily, not fully.

Maybe, for one moment if I overdosed, I’d be okay,

I’d slowly die in my apartment and there would be no worries anymore.

I would no longer be a burden to myself and others,

Overdosing on pills was the option I chose to take my own life.

I didn’t have the funds to go illegally searching for a gun,

I didn’t know anyone who had one or had access to get one.

Hanging myself didn’t sound easy to me and slitting my wrist would leave scars,

If I overdose on pills and don’t make it, I could detox the insides of my body and no one would even know I tried to take my life.

It was about being my own hero and saving myself from my own self-inflicted pain,

My mental health issues and diagnosis would be a hindrance to not only myself but cripple my family.

I’ll just be another statistic in America that dies of suicide,

The autopsy would be easy to conduct knowing that I overdosed.

This is the recollection of my story, my journey, Benjamin R,

Excluding my last name, it’s better for anonymity and knowing I’m another man with mental health struggles.

As the pills went through my bloodstream, my heart went into shock,

That’s when I knew the pills worked and I was on my way out of this world.

The pain I was feeling in my heart wouldn’t last long and be temporary,

The shock would wear off, I’d fade off into the sunset of my life.

I’d eventually stop feeling all I have my whole life,

Time didn’t heal the wounds in my heart and neither did these meds.

If these meds weren’t going to heal me in the way I wanted,

I might as well overdose on them and give the coroner a diagnosis as to why I died.

I’d no longer be a menace to my internal thoughts and struggles,

My mind would finally stop wandering all over the place in confusion.

My spirit left my body as I watched my mother walk through my door,

As she saw me foaming out of my mouth she freaked out and screamed.

I am all of a sudden watching myself die,

It was time for me to go and I felt terrible for what I was doing.

Dying has been on my mind for quite sometime and for good reason,

I always envisioned what death would be and feel like, but I’d get the shock of my life.
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My life started replaying itself for a good few minutes,

As my heart was in pain from the pills, my whole life became an instant replay.

I was dying but before I could get there, moments of my life started replaying in my mind,

My childhood, birthdays, birthday cakes, my friends in elementary school.

The good times when my parents and family all got along,

The birth of my younger brother and how life shifted.

Playing in the park during my childhood, how that was peaceful,

There were no worries and things were much easier.

Then all of the madness started flashing in my apparent dream state,

The divorce between my parents, my dad cheating on my mom.

Divorce court, the custody battle for my brother and I,

My teenage years were full of ups and downs but more of downs.

My mental health taking a decline and trying to figure that out,

While trying to find myself, navigate through puberty and my high school years.

Then high school graduation where I finally got out of that school,

Where I had very few friends but my parents got along for one day.

All of these moments were going through my mind,

As I write this, it was one of the slowest deaths I’ve imagined.

I start to think that I should’ve shot myself in the head,

Maybe I would not have been experiencing all I did when I overdosed on pills.

My life was a movie in slow motion of the important moments,

The good, bad and ugly of my life, recollecting on it now, it hurts.

I never knew my life would flash before my eyes,

I thought death was just imminent when you take a large amount of pills.

My body went numb, my mind was just floating,

I wasn’t on cloud nine yet where I’d experience peace and melancholy.

Dying was this slow process of my life being shown to me,

Some moments were beautiful, angelic and full of joy.

I felt like I was being reminded of what was,

Or how I can get back to what was, even with my mental health issues I’ve experienced.

Life was this slow journey of continuous uncertainty from one day to the next,

It’s how I felt about my life but as I’m experiencing this slow death, it’s not exactly how it’s being shown to me.

No one tells you this is what happens when you experience death,

I’ve never met anyone who survived a suicide attempt or had a near death experience.

When you’re going through it, it’s all new to you,

You don’t know a thing going into it, it’s all a blindfold experience of reliving your life all over again.

Now that I’m writing out this journey, I’ve learned that my experience was the last seven minutes,

Where your mind goes into a state of reflection and your whole life flashes before your eyes.

It was a crazy experience that I’ll always remember for the rest of my days,

It’s amazing what the brain can remember and process when you nearly die and leave this life experience physically…
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