Suicide Kills Us All

A Therapist's Notes (And Her Patient’s Views) On Connor McNally’s Suicide

Foreword - Dr. Anne Goodwin (Therapist)

I don’t know how to begin.  They’re sitting in front of me, staring at me, waiting for me to make it all better.  Waiting for me to say some magic spell and bring him back.

I want to.  I really do.  It’s just, I don’t have that kind of power.  All I have are my words, and I can’t even find those at the moment.

They look so innocent like that, cuddled together on the big leather couch.  It's nearly noon, and the sun's poking in through my window, beating down on them.  Their eyes are wide, staring up at me, and I can't bare to break them anymore than he already did.

“Mr. and Mrs. McNally,” I begin, stalling for time.  How do I say this? 
 That I don’t know why he would do something like that?  “With many adolescent children, you are able pinpoint the time when they begin to go downhill.  This is typically a divorce-”

“But we’re happily married,” Mrs. McNally interrupts, taking her husband's hand.  He nods energetically, pulling their clasped hands to his chest.
  I wish I could just stop, but they still have half an hour left.  Half an hour to get their broken hearts broken into smaller pieces still.

“I see that,” I tell her, offering them a small smile.  “Sometimes it’s a bad breakup-”

“He’s always been good with the ladies,” Mr. McNally says.  I close my eyes briefly.  It’s hard enough to tell them this without them interrupting every five seconds, but there’s no point in arguing.  That’s what parents do – they defend their kids.

“Or even falling out with his friends.”

“Connor’s always had lot’s of friends.  He’s a very popular boy.”

“I'm sure he is.  I’m not saying that these things must happen to a teenager to make them commit suicide – they’re just very common nowadays.”  I clear my throat and shuffle the pages in front of me, glancing up at the clock and wishing that their time would just run out.  
“All I’m saying is that in most cases we can find one specific event that hurt the adolescent, that sent their lives spiraling out of control.”

“But when was this for Connor?  He never had any particularly nasty breakups, we’re a happy family.  His personality never went through a drastic change.”

“Mrs. McNally, wouldn't it be better to focus on the good times, rather than the what-ifs and whys?”

“But that’s not enough – why would our boy want to end his life?  Weren’t we good parents?”

“I’m sure you were – you sound like you loved him very much.  But some adolescents just…”

“Yes?”  The couple lean forward in the couch, desperate to hear the answer.  They clutch each other’s hands as if it were their lifeline.

“Some are just born that way.  They’re like this from the beginning, and just but they bottle it all up.  One day they snap.”

“No.”  Mrs. McNally shakes her head, lets go of her husband’s hand, and stands up.  “No – you’re wrong.  He wasn’t like this forever!  He was a good boy.  Such a good boy.  Someone must have talked him into it, or made him feel so miserable that he felt he had no other choice.”  She grabbed her purse and walked towards the door, leaving her husband on the couch.  "If he had been this bad, I would have noticed.  It hadn't been going on forever.  It hadn't."

Mr. McNally looks down, but he doesn't join his wife.  “You’re having a session with all the kids from school, right?” he asked, his voice low.

“Most of them.  The school wants everyone to have an opportunity to heal.  Of course, they also get a period off, so I may get kids who don’t – didn’t – even know Connor.”

Mrs. McNally finally turned from the door to face me.  Her face was set, determined not to let my words affect her anymore.  Determined not to believe my words anymore.  “Any way we can get our hands on the files?  See if anyone knew anything?”

“I’m sorry, it’s strictly confidential.”

She nods.  “Of course it is.”  There’s a pause, and the only noise you can hear is the ticking of the clock, slowly eating the last twenty minutes of their session.

Mrs. McNally clears her throat, breaking the silence.  “I think that’s enough today – we have a lot to think about.  Jack?”

“Coming, sweetheart.”

They walk out of the room together, leaving me sitting at my desk, staring at the clock across from me.  I have twenty more minutes.
  Twenty more minutes until the kids and community member start coming.  Twenty more minutes before I have to learn why he did this.

I don't think I can be ready in only twenty minutes.
�Unless this therapist is really new or useless, this would not be the first time she’s talking to a family about suicide. She shouldn’t be uncomfortable about it. She might feel uneasy about not knowing why but not incredibly bothered by talking to them? Therapists have to be able to be good in situations. 


�This sounds gross. Energetically is just a bad word. “He nods, holding her hand …” but even the second phrase isn’t good, I’m not sure what else to say though… but don’t just make it an action – explain how the action reflects the emotion. 


�This makes her sound like an incredibly, horribly insensitive person. Unless you were going for that, cut this. I’m not sure if you’ve been with therapists or counselors a lot, but they should display more confidence than she does in handling patients. They’ve seen so much, trust me.


�I’m not sure what to make of this phrase. It’s not a bad one, but I think you could find one that makes their emotions… more appearent/clear/sounds better. 


�I don’t understand this…? 





When a boy killed himself in my school last year, they had grief counselors in the “Commons” (large area outside of the cafeteria). You didn’t have to go, but you could go any time during the school day if you wanted to. But you didn’t have to. And I don’t understand why the family would be with the same therapist… I don’t know. It confuses me from the knowledge I have of these things.  


�They just sit there for twenty minutes? She doesn’t make an effort at more converstion?





Honestly. I’m not sure you’ve been with a therapist  - and if you have I hope not to insult you – but a therapist would make conversation, ask questions. She would try to console grief, anything, but she would not just sit there. And I am not sure of it, but I don’t think they would have to stay there for twenty minutes. They could decide to leave. 


�If they didn’t sit there for their twenty minutes, take out the phrase that says it ate their twenty minutes – it gives the impression they did wait there for twenty minutes. 





