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 no apostrophe 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.” Last sentence - very stiff. 

“Mrs. McNally, wouldn't it be better to focus on the good times, rather than the what-ifs and whys?” Hmm, that’s a sudden change. I mean, the MC of this part is wading toward why Connor did it (very generally, slowly), and now she’s backing up. While it does match with what she is thinking inside, it doesn’t with the general theme of what - how - she was talking before. Also, it’s clear that the parents want to know (and perhaps emphasize that even more?), and the psychologist is telling them to focus on the good times? Hmm. Mine never told me to focus on the good times, but never mind that ^_^

“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 “it” badly relates to “their hands”, but I don’t think there’s anything that would sound better. were their lifeline.

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

“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 repetition was supposed to empjasize something? Doesn’t work - looks and reads just like any unnecessary repetition 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. Very nice. 

I don't think I can be ready in only twenty minutes.

Mrs. Bennet (Toy Store Worker)

The day before Christmas is always our busiest day.  Bunch of parents shopping at the last minutes, stocking up on goodies and presents and wrapping paper and bows and a whole bunch of other stuff to give their spoiled kids who didn’t really need any of it. long sentence, which is fine, but the part from “who” is kind of like a tail, dragging behind the rest.

Christmas Day’s never as busy, because no sane person goes shopping on Christmas.  But that doesn’t stop my boss from making us open on the day that is supposed to be reserved for Christ.

This Christmas only one woman came to my register.  She was in her mid-forties, hair tied up in a messy bun, mascara running down her face.  She held three grocery bags by her side, and when she put them on the counter I saw that they were filled with Christmas presents.  CDs, video games, art supplies, all with little bits of tape and wrapping paper left on them.  She wanted to know if they were refundable.

I told her they were.  She pushed them closer to me, refusing to look at them again.  When she passed me her credit card to scan, I got a glimpse of her name – Amanda McNally.

That night when I got home I read the evening paper.  On the front page had a huge picture of a teenage boy, probably seventeen or so, and above the picture were the words ‘Connor McNally – Suicidal?’  They went on and on about how he used to be a 'hero,' and how nobody could figure out what had happened to him.  They said they were looking into the reason, to see if it was drugs or gang problems or what.

He killed himself on Christmas Eve, leaving his mother to come into the store and ask me to return his gifts.  What more did the papers need to know?

Leona (Student)

I never kissed him.

I know, I know – you’re shocked, right?  Here I am, supposedly the sluttiest girl in school, never kissing Connor McNally.  Connor McPlaya.

But I didn’t.  We went out, sure.  It was with this huge group of his friends – I didn’t really know any of them that well.  We were seeing some boring old black and white film with English sub-titles – boring!

About five minutes into the movie the guys around us started feelin’ up their girls.  Right there in the middle of the movie theater.  And it was only a PG-13 movie – we were surrounded by kids.

Connor ended up wrapping his arm around me halfway through the movie, but I swear that’s all that happened.  He didn’t kiss me, I didn’t kiss him.  We didn’t even whisper to each other.

Theaters are dark, though.  If you’re not looking for something, you’ll never find it.  The other kids we went with just assumed that we had done the same thing they had done.  Because it was Connor McNally, and the 'hero' always got whatever he wanted.

That’s what the rest of the school saw.  In their eyes, I’m now now? I got the (wrong?) impression, after the first read, that she already had that reputation a slut, and he was a playa, and we were the perfect couple.  What else could we be?

I don’t think he was much of a playa, though.

Vanessa (Student)

Just because that idiot of a boy Connor McNally had to shoot himself in the head, our yearbook will be late.

The yearbook director thinks that having a “disturbed teen” as our ‘best smile’ doesn’t look good for the school, so she made me cut it.  ‘Course, she just told me this today.  I’m supposed to hand in the final draft tomorrow, when school starts back up after Christmas vacation – there’s no way I can find someone with half as good a smile by then!

He had the straightest white teeth in the world, and his smile made it look like he was laughing with you, like you were the best buddies in the world.  It was perfect.  When I showed the co-editor he agreed, saying that “there isn’t anything else like it.”

He’s right – there isn’t anything else like it.  Not anywhere!  I’ve searched through pages and pages of stupid high schoolers making stupid smiles, and none of them work.  None of them are as good as Connor’s.

And we have to take his picture out of the main section, too.  The school doesn’t want him to be recognized at all  - doesn’t want kids pointing to it in a few years and saying, “Hey, didn’t that guy kill himself just a few weeks after that was taken?”  No – they have to erase him from the yearbook completely, act as if he never attended our school, as if he never existed.  And I’m left reorganizing the pages that had exactly ten people on every page when he was in  - that part I had to reread and reread it and trying to find someone with a halfway decent smile to put in.

Honestly.  We already had to take that Liam kid out – what's next?  Will we have to take out all the Goths?

Felicia (Student)

Before he did it, I thought I had pegged the suicidals pretty well.

They were the emos.  The whole black baggy pants, skulls on their shirts, chains hanging everywhere, red slashes across their wrists.  They were the ones I always expected to see in the Obituaries.  I mean, who else would do something like that?  Who else would be stupid enough to put a freakin’ bullet through their head?

Connor McNally, that’s who.

Andrew (Student)

I don't see why the guy didn't milk it.  All the girls loved him, all the guys were jealous of him, all the adults adored him – who wouldn't take advantage of that?

But every time someone brought up the whole hero thing, Connor would change the subject.  Some would say he's just wicked humble, but I say the guy's insane.

Dan (Student)

Some guys can never get enough.

Look at Connor McNally.  On the basketball team and track, decent grades without breaking a sweat, nearly every girl crawling all over him – could it get any better?  But it wasn’t enough for the king of the school.  He couldn’t settle for nearly every girl – he had to have all of them.

I couldn’t get out of work for the semi-formal, so my girl went with a bunch of friends.  Apparently they ditched her pretty early on to be with their dates, and there he was.  Mr. Prince Charming himself.  I heard her raving about it to her friends.  How he had paid for such a nice dinner.  How he had held the door for her.  How he had danced any dance she wanted.  Yada yada ya.

After he took her out, I wasn’t good enough for her.  She dumped me, tried to get together with Connor.  He was always sweet to her, stringin’ her along, but he never cared.  He just wanted another trophy to add to his collection.

Jared (Student)

I don't get why he did it.  I mean, there he was.  A god in the eyes of the girls, a playa in the eyes of the guys.  Everyone loved the guy.  He was the most popular person in school.

He was the kind of guy people loved to be seen with.  They had a good time with him.  But that’s just it – a good time.  None of them were his friends.  None of them cared enough to stop him from shooting himself.

I don’t think being popular’s as great as it’s cracked up to be. Awkward phrasing, I think. 

Jake (Cousin)

I don’t remember too much from the last time I saw him.  I know that it was Christmas Eve last year and the okay, I freely admit that I had a hard (and long, though that is open to discusssion) time figuring out what the next word meant. And probably without the sentence after, I wouldn’t. Though, maybe it‘s just me ^_^ ‘rents had forced us to hang out to get some ‘cousin bonding’ done.  I know that Mom had gotten us hot chocolate and that we were sitting really close to the fire but we could still feel the cold air coming from the window because his Dad had opened the window the night before to tell something to the neighbors on the street and he had forgotten to close it so it froze that way.  I know that we were laughing about some stupid chick he’d scored with and I remember that he had forgotten her name and that we’d laughed at that too because it was funny that he scored with so many chicks he couldn’t even remember their fucking names anymore.  And I remember thinking that he was too fucking perfect and that he had to break down sometime but I didn’t think he would ‘cause he was already sixteen and hadn’t yet and wasn’t he too good to break?

Devin (Student)

He was allergic to peanut butter.  That’s all I know.  ‘Cause of him, we’re not allowed to bring anything with peanut butter to school, and we’re not allowed to have anything to eat in the halls.

Why not just get rid of the one kid that’s causing the problem?  Why’d they have to go and ruin it for everyone else?  It’s not like he wanted to stay in the school anyway.

Marcus (Student)

Besides passing him in the halls, I only ever saw the guy once, and even then he didn’t see me.

It was fifth period.  I was purging after eating lunch, and I was all alone.  When I heard the door open, I freaked.  I stopped as fast as I could and stood there frozen, listening, listening to the guy go walk over to the sink, his feet pounding against the tiles.  I held my breath, praying he wouldn't hear me, the taste of puke lingering in my mouth.

I didn’t even know who it was at first – I could only see his shoes, and I wasn’t some perv who watched guys in the bathroom.  After a few minutes, I did glance out  something missing here? Or, if not, then awkward phrasing? Hmm the slit between the door and the next stall over – I had to finish purging before the food got too digested.

It was Connor.  He was leaned over the mirror, head down, hands gripping the linoleum.  His body was shaking.  Even from where I was, I could see his face.  His eyes were sullen – empty – with dark circles under them.

It looked like he was just going to stay like that, just stay standing next to the sink, staring down the drain into nothing.  But then he stood up straight.  He pulled his arm back, twisted his face in anger, and punched the mirror.

I jumped up at the sound of knuckles hitting glass.  Shards fell to the floor, covering everything, but he didn’t even seem to notice, not even when they tore at his clothing.  He turned around and looked at the stalls, the glass in shatters on the ground, on his shoes, on the sink.

His eyes seemed to land on mine, and I pulled back.  You could see into the slits from the outside easily.  He could see me – he could figure out that I was purging.

He could tell everyone.

But if he did see me, he didn’t let it show.  I glanced back out and watched him turn around and squat among the glass.  He picked one up, holding it in his bloody hand.  His face was blank as he stared down at what he was doing.  Veins popped out on his arm, and his knuckles was turning white under the blood.  He gripped the glass with all he had, as if he were afraid that it would disappear if he let it slip even a centimeter.  Or maybe that he’d chicken out.

But he didn’t chicken out.  He brought it to his wrist and sliced, all in one swift movement.  He didn’t scream out, didn’t start crying, just sat there.  Staring at the blood streaming down his wrist.

I don’t think it eased his pain at all. 

Anna (Student)

If you came up to me today and said, “Hey, guess what?  All your classmates are blind,” I wouldn’t be surprised one bit.

They don’t see a thing.  People change right under their nose, but they don’t notice.  They didn’t notice when Marcus became bulimic.  They didn’t notice when Kate was abused.  They didn’t notice when Andrew worked out so hard he’d pass out at least once a day.  They didn’t notice when Adam became an emo.  And they didn’t notice when Connor decided to kill himself.

I did.  I saw the guilt in his face – I saw that he couldn't take it any longer.

If you came up to me today and said, “Hey, guess what?  You’re mute,” I wouldn’t be surprised one bit. Nice opening and ending of the section - rhythmical, a bit, which is why add: “either”? Visually and rhythmically, it would look cool. 

Ian (Student)

September 5th.  God, I hate that day.

It was the first weekend after school started, and a bunch of us got together to go swimming.  It was hot as hell and we were all dying to get into the water.  We ripped our shirts off and dived in, screaming and laughing and having fun.

We ended up climbing this awesome cliff thing that hung over the lake.  I don't think it was that high – only about twenty feet up or so.  The place was off-limits, but we didn't care.

Once we got to the top we all started fooling around, daring each other to jump.  One of the guys decided to be a big shot or something, 'cause he did jump.  Right into the water.  Right into the rocks.

We all freaked out.  I think a few guys got out their cells and called 911, but we were all afraid to go after the guy.  Except the 'hero.'

Connor immediately started climbing down to get him.  He was screaming at us to follow him, that we had to help Liam, but none of us moved.  We just stood there as he got closer and closer to Liam and the rocks and the water that was washing away his blood.

Jeremy (Student)

Connor McNally’s the type of guy who can make anyone in the world like him, just so long as they’re not in the same room.

When he’s with his parents, homework comes first.  When he’s with his friends, the only good thing about girls is getting them in bed.  When he’s with a shy girl, he’s sweet and gentle.  When he’s with teacher’s, he studies hard.

Put them all together and he’s screwed.  He has a hundred different masks, but even someone as talented as he is can’t wear them all at once.

Nick (Student)

Now, I’m not proud to say this, but I’m kinda happy he did it.

It was just a few days after I got in trouble.  It was no big deal – I had just stayed out a little late with the guys.  It was the first day of Christmas vacation.  Keyword: vacation.  I should be allowed to have a little fun, right?

Apparently not.  My parents completely flipped.  When I finally did get home, I got ‘the lecture.’  You know, the whole “no TV, no video games, no going out, no girls…” – the one parents give when they’re pissed.

A few days later, Connor’s face was plastered on the town’s paper.  That guy saved my ass.  The I don‘t think I‘ll ever get over this ‘rents were so glad I was alive that they forgot all about the time I stayed out past curfew.

Adam (Student)

I don't think anyone can get over the shock that our 'hero' shot himself in the head.

They've all put him on some big-ass pedestal, and now someone's torn it down.  He wasn't perfect.  It was just one moment that gave him this claim to fame – one moment when he decided to be a little more humane that the other losers he was with.  Anyone else would have done it.  And it's not like he was that great of a person.  He always cheated on his girlfriends, ignored the 'less popular.'  He knew how to get on everyone's good side, but it was all an act.

No, he wasn't perfect.  He was anything but.

Cameron (Student)

Parents need to get realistic.

“Be home by ten,” “No phone after nine,” “Homework before play.”  Really, who listens to that crap?

I get texts all night, well past nine o’clock.  Do I care?  No.  Why’s it matter – no one actually goes to bed before midnight.  We’re up anyway, might as well spend the time doing something fun.

And getting home by ten?  Please.  You’ll be lucky if anywhere good’s anywhere good is? Anything? even opens by then.

You tell a guy you have to be home by ten and he’ll act like he never even asked you out.  He’ll forget all about you, just because of your stupid parents and their stupid curfews.

That’s why I told Connor McNally that I didn’t have a curfew.  He told me that my parents were awesome, that his parents would never do something like that.  My lack of a curfew was exciting to him – why would I tell him that it was actually ten?

When he killed himself, my parents had a fit.  They won’t let me go out on school nights anymore.  They’re convinced that Connor was doing drugs, and that’s what pushed him over the edge.  They were worried that their “sweet, innocent little girl” would get mixed up with his druggie friends.

Please.  Connor wasn’t doing drugs – I was!  How clueless can you get?

Rachel (Student)

I don’t like liars.

I don’t like a lot of people, actually.  Liars, cheaters, fakers – well, I guess they’re all the same.  People who say or do one thing but really mean another.

Like Connor McNally.  He was a liar.  Told me he loved me – that he didn’t give a shit about any other girl out there.  That I was the only one he’d ever be with, because I was the only one who got him.

I did get him.  I knew everything about the guy – the names of his relatives, his favorite band, his birthday.  I even knew that he had an imaginary friend named Bobby when he was four.  I knew all of his deep secrets that he’d never share with anyone else.

Only he did share them with others.  Three others at the same time, to be exact.  All female.  Blonde, skinny, and slutty.  Exactly what the immature boys like.  Exactly what I thought Connor was above.

I definitely got him, but he didn’t get me.  He didn’t get that I was much more than those other girls – that I was real.  He didn’t get that I wasn’t the type of girl that would stand being cheated on.  He didn't get that I would have understood if he was depressed, that I would have helped him.

Actually, I guess he didn’t get women.  He dated my best fucking friend.  How stupid can you get?  Did he really think that she wouldn’t tell me?

Well, I’ve got a newsflash for you, Connor McNally – girls talk.

Stefan (Student)

I’m not exactly a ‘smoker,’ but I do take a drag occasionally.  You know, just a couple cigs here and there, whenever I’ve got the cash to splurge on them.  Or whenever one of the guys has an extra one to spare.

As long as I showed up without one, I could get it for free.  The guys all thought it was lame if I just sat there while they were off getting high.  So they’d toss me a pack, expecting me to take just one.  I’d usually stuff a few in my pockets, but I don’t think they ever noticed.  They went through so many one probably didn’t make much difference.

Connor never really hung with us, though we tried to get him to tons of times.  “Nah,” he’d say.  “The smoke-breath makes girls not want to kiss you.”

If he can say no to smoking, how come he decided to go all out and shoot himself?

Matt (Student)

I wanted to do it.  I really did.

The knife was right there, just laying right there in my hand.  It would be so easy – just walking down the street.  Straight down, simple as that.

If that priss Connor was able to put a bullet through his head, I should be able to walk down a freakin’ street.

But I couldn’t.  I went across the road.

There wasn't much blood.  I bet Connor left a lot.  The priss.

Kyle (Student)

That freak’s lucky he’s got a steady hand.

I saw some guy in the news one day who tried to do the same thing, but he didn’t do it right.  He hit some part that wouldn’t kill him, and now he’s locked up in a loony bin with therapists swarming around him.  If Connor’s hand had shook  -intentional? More intentional needed? shaked, he could be in the same position right now.

Jeez.  Who messes up a bullet to the head?

Bethanie (Student)
“What college do you want to go to?”

“What do you want to major in?”

“Are you applying for financial aid?”

“What kind of job do you want?”

Those are the only thing’s I’ve heard lately.  The same questions, repeated over and over heh, very against till? ‘til they’re imprinted inside my head.  Everyone says I need to start thinking about my life, that I can’t put it off any longer.  But I just lost the love of my life – how am I supposed to think about things as juvenile as these?

I used to have my whole life planned out.  It was spread out before me, vast and glorious.  I would marry Connor McNally right out of high school and we’d start having kids right away so we can have a big family before we were too old.  I’d have to skip college to take care of them all, and he’d get a big-paying job at my dad’s restaurant.

My parents would flip if they heard my old plan.  They think not going to college is like not going to church – sinful.  They say that young ladies need to get their own education nowadays, learn how to support themselves.  But if I had Connor, why would I ever have to worry about stuff like that?  He would always support me – he loved me.

But now he’s gone, and so is my future.  With that one bullet he took away everything.  And now I’ve got to come up with some answers to get these freakin’ adults to stop interrogating me.

Maybe I’ll go to college after all.

Tyler (Student)

I learned how to punch ‘cause of Connor.

It was way back, when we were only nine or so.  I wasn’t exactly the most popular kid in the world – glasses, poofy hair, no muscles whatsoever.  But I had the one thing most guys my age would kill for: a girlfriend.

She was a real sweet girl.  She didn’t care about how I looked or how strong I was – she just said that “I had a heart of gold.”  So we dated for a while, probably the longest relationship in elementary school.  Two whole weeks.  Back then, that was an eternity.

But then Connor decided he wanted her.  He was sick of his girl, so he ditched her and took mine.  She left without a second glance.

I hated him, but there wasn’t much I could so.  No big fat guy could beat up Connor McNally.  So I went home and got my brother to teach me how to fight.

By the time I was strong enough to stand a chance, the girl had moved across the country and Connor had forgotten about her.  I still hated the guy’s guts, but I wasn’t about to hit him for no reason.  I had just started to look good – I wasn’t about to ruin everything over a long lost girl.  So I never got my punch in.

Now I never will.

Alex (Student)

Connor McNally is not a hero.

All anybody saw when that guy Liam jumped was Connor going after him.  Nobody bothered to pay attention to what happened first – nobody bothered to ask why the guy – the geeky little shrimp who was only there 'cause he followed us – would actually jump.

I heard.  I was there.  I saw Connor egging him on – I saw Connor telling him that it was the only way he would ever be considered 'cool.'

And I know Connor was not a hero.

Mrs. Coleman (Church Member)

When I got to church last week, I was sure that they would at least mention Connor.  He had attended every Sunday for as long as I could remember – they wouldn’t just forget about him.

But it was the Christmas service.  As soon as people entered, they forgot about him.  The red and green garland, the presents wrapped for charity at the altar, the laughter lingering about them – it all put the poor boy out of their minds.  After all, why would they want to mourn on Christ’s birthday?

But when the pianist began to play real low, when the lights dimmed to be replaced by the hundreds of candles they had handed out, when I was supposed to be praying to God to thank him for sending us Jesus, I mouthed Connor’s name and prayed for his sins to be repented.

Rest in peace, Connor McNally.
Notice the minimal number of read in your text - you’ll have a hard time finding my nitpicks, heh. Which is good, no? But to the story itself. 

It wasn’t really much of a story - more like an article, I think. Something you’d find I a magazine, and get myself worked up over. But this is fiction, and so, on the general, it really is hard for me to form some kind of view on it. Don’t get me wrong - it was interesting, attention snatching and claiming, well written and all that, and I do like the idea - but I think this could have been a stronger, more unique, more emotional piece (at some points). 

The beginning. The intro to what is happening. Necessary, yes, because without that we’d just have a jumble of “voices”, but in that section, at least, I’d really like to see more emotion. Mrs. McNally standing up at one (and etc.) point was good, but then her just nodding? The holding their hands was awesome, good that you focused on that, but I’d still like to see more personal show of emotion. Their facial expressions, tone of voice - you name it. Details, in other words, that would make us care for Connor and his story as the parents do for him. I mean, I do have this very vague impression that they are grieving, but I still think it should be shown more. 

While we are at the parents (never mind that I’m done with them for the moment) - the therapist. I think I developed a slight dislike for her. She seems so young, so inexperienced (and I know that one does not mean the other - but together, they do a wonderful job of portraying my opinion of her). She talks of divorces, major events, but offers no real explanation - and from what I see, she can’t, even. She doesn’t know anything about Connor, not yet, at least. Was she to be given details through the parents? They didn’t give any, except an idolized version of him that she wisely knows is idolized. Hmm. 

Her character is wavering, hesitant (inside). We, as the readers, get an insight on what is happening in her. She is, as was said, wavering, hesitant, as are her thoughts - she seems lost, unable to help. And yet she is supposed to help. Again, inexperience. She seems worked up on the case, too, which is okay - but how many such cases did she see already? (Unless this is her first,a nd that was not spoken of). I don’t expect her to be numb, deprived of feeling, but, well… I really don’t know. 

To me, her meeting with the parents - at this point! - made not a lot of sense. I wouldn’t go as far as to stating that it had little sense, but what exactly did she achieve and what exactly did she want to achieve? (We as the readers get an intro, and general knowledge of what the piece is to be about, but that is irrelevant when considering character confrontations). To comfort? Soothe? Get some general info? Just meet the parents? I’d say it was the last, but there wasn’t really anything to signal that, and so I was left a bit consuded. 

What I’m saying is that it (the phrase is ostentatious, so take it in its lightest form 0 I couldn’t think of anything else) lacked a bit of substance. Oh, it had sense, don’t really take my exaggerations literally, just - set it. The scene. Make it, well, even more introductory. Make it more powerful. Emotional. Maybe that’s my problem with the scene. It needs to be. As it is it’s fine (really, I do tend to exaggerate, and it’s not anything big), but it can, I think, be better as an introduction. Compare this large section to the later ones - an intro to those. 

‘rents - that did have me quizzed. Peanut butter allergy thing? I don’t think so. And there was something else which I now forget. Ugh.  

Other sections (after parent-therapist meeting). Pieced together, they make Connor’s story. I really did like how you used multiple POV’s concerning his person - that made it interesting, if we can talk of suicide being interesting. Some voices were more unique than others - those that already are, make them even more so. Make them stand out from the rest. Cut out a paragraph from one of the testimonies, and be able to say: this is Anna speaking, or Marcus. Not only by the contents and their stories, but by their styles, wording, vocab. (Vanessa, Jake, Matt and Bethanie, Nick, were the ones that stuck out most - very nice). Those all had their own “voices”.

-> Why? (Not the suicide, but the snippets of testimonies). Why? To whom? The “why” (though repeated twice, yes), we can skip and leave as it is, but to whom are they speaking. They therapist? Would they really open up like that to her? I understand that she was supposed to confront them, and that very vaguely takes care of those question, but very vaguely indeed. Testimonies of non-students, though? Where did they come from? Perhaps they aren’t speaking to the therapist?

As you see, I’m confused. And that isn’t too good. I do like, though the general idea of this, how you incorporated different POVs of different people into one story, and created Connor, without him actually participating (alive) in the told story. You do like to do that, no?

But, I got sidetracked again. This whole critique is one big sidetrack, you know? Never mind that, though. The title. I don’t particularly like the current one, but I have no suggestions (I’m horrid with titles, so this once I won’t ramble ^_^). However: “Her Patient’s Views” -> students, parents I understand. The other people? Not really. I mean, they are nice and a rather cool touch, but they’re misfits. 

Back to the piecing. Cool, as was already said - I, for one, liked that. It all somehow linked, have as a picture of Connor. About that picture I’m concerned, though. It’s a bit blurry because of all those images and opinions of him (awesome xD), but I still think you should veer more than now (I’m assuming that the story is currently tilting to Evil Connor) toward that Evil. See, I’m left unsatisfied with some bits. Like him cutting himself with glass - first time? Before, or after the Liam incident? 

The ending - the ending sentence, to be more specific. I actually stared and started at it, for reasons none-related to your story. I had the exact same sentence (with, obviously, a different name) at the end of my own story, Heh.

All in all, great work!

Cheers,

Esme

