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For everyone whose life was changed by suicide in a single moment, and who has had to learn how to keep living with what followed. For my family, and for all those who were there for us in our hardest time — and who are still here.









This book contains material related to suicide, loss, and grief. Some passages may be emotionally intense or distressing.
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Prologue


There are moments in life that change everything, not only because of what happens in them, but because from that moment on, nothing is ever experienced in quite the same way again.


They draw an invisible line through a life, a line that separates what came before from everything that follows.


For those who lose someone they love to suicide, that moment is rarely contained within a single second. It is more like a state into which a person is suddenly thrown, a condition in which reality shifts shape and everything that once felt certain begins to lose its balance. You wake in the morning as you would on any other day.


Maybe sunlight is coming through the window, or maybe it is raining. Outside, there may be passing cars, distant voices, or the quiet sounds of people beginning the routines of an ordinary morning.


And yet later, when you look back, this will be the day you remember for the rest of your life.


The day your own life came to a sudden stop.


When someone dies by suicide, what remains is not only absence. What remains is also a space filled with questions, and those questions do not always arrive all at once. Sometimes they force their way into the mind immediately. Sometimes they surface only weeks or months later, when the first shock has quieted just enough for thought to begin moving again.


Why? Should I have noticed something? Could I have prevented it? What did I miss?


These questions can be loud, insistent, and relentless. But they can also settle more quietly, taking root deep within the mind and returning again and again, as though they are still searching for an answer that may never fully come.


Many survivors describe the moment after such a loss as a kind of inner standstill. While everything outside continues moving, while people go to work, buy groceries, laugh, complain, make plans, and carry on with the ordinary business of being alive, their own life suddenly feels as though time has stopped. It can feel as though they themselves have been left standing still while the rest of the world keeps turning without interruption.


Losing someone to suicide is a particular kind of grief. Not because the pain is somehow greater than other forms of loss, since pain cannot be measured that way, but because it is so often accompanied by things many survivors carry for a very long time: guilt, doubt, shock, and a deep, almost unrelenting need to understand what may never be fully understandable.


And yet understanding often remains out of reach.


Memories begin to change under the pressure of that loss. Conversations that once seemed ordinary no longer feel ordinary. A glance, a sentence, a single moment from the past can suddenly appear charged with meaning, as though something hidden might be waiting there to be discovered. The mind begins trying to make sense of what happened by working backward, fitting memories together like pieces of a puzzle, looking for patterns, connections, and causes, anything that might make the whole picture hold.


But many of those pieces do not form a clear answer.


And that can be one of the hardest things to bear.


As human beings, we are shaped by the desire to understand. We look for reasons, for coherence, for some thread that can lead us through confusion and bring us to a place that makes sense. We want to know how something happened, why it happened, and whether anything could have changed it. But after a suicide, many of those answers remain in darkness, and no amount of searching can guarantee that they will come into view.


What remains instead is a path, a path no one would ever choose, no one would willingly step onto, and no one is ever truly prepared to walk. And yet many people do walk it. They walk it quietly, often without language for what they are carrying, often unseen by those around them, and sometimes with the overwhelming feeling of being completely alone in what they have been left to live with.


But they are not alone.


This book grew out of my own experience. It is not a clinical explanation of grief, and it does not offer simple answers, because simple answers do not exist for a loss like this. What it offers instead is an honest attempt to look directly at what remains when someone dies by suicide. It is a book about loss, about unanswered questions, about guilt, about memory, and about the difficult and often contradictory reality of continuing to live after something that changes everything.


You may recognize yourself in some of these thoughts. There may be passages in which you feel understood in ways you have not often felt understood before. Or your own experience may have unfolded differently, in ways these pages cannot fully name. That too is part of grief.


It does not move in a straight line, and it does not follow a fixed pattern. It does not disappear simply because time passes. It changes. At times it grows quieter. At others it returns without warning, as immediate as ever.


A song on the radio, a scent, a place, a sentence, a time of year. Any of these can be enough to bring everything back in an instant. Many people believe grief must eventually be over, as though it were something one leaves behind completely. But for many survivors, that is not how it feels. The loss becomes part of the structure of their life.


It remains a chapter in their story, not always at the center, not always equally loud, but never entirely gone.


This book hopes to show that it is possible to live with that chapter, even if it never fully disappears. Not by solving it, and not by leaving it behind, but by learning, slowly and imperfectly, how to carry what remains.


This book may be a small companion on that path, a companion through memory, through difficult days, through questions that do not fully resolve, and through those quieter moments in which life, almost without asking permission, begins to move again.


Because even when life feels as though it has come to a complete stop, movement does return. Not all at once. Not loudly. But slowly, quietly, and often almost imperceptibly, until one day it becomes clear that something, however small, has begun again.


And that is where the journey this book tells begins.









Part I: The Rupture
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Before Everything Changed


When I look back now at the time before his death, it no longer appears to me as one single moment that suddenly changed everything. What I remember instead is a series of small, almost imperceptible shifts, moments that barely stood out at the time and simply moved past in the current of everyday life. Only later, after everything had already happened, did they begin to take on a different meaning in my memory.


In the beginning, our life was the way one hopes it will be at the start of a relationship. We shared our routines, our thoughts, and our stories.


After work, we often sat together, sometimes at the kitchen table, sometimes on the couch, and told each other whatever the day had brought with it. Those conversations were nothing extraordinary, and yet they were exactly what created our closeness. They could last for an hour or two without either of us noticing how quickly time was passing.


There was an easy familiarity between us, a quiet sense that we could tell each other anything.


When our daughter was born, our daily life changed, of course. The nights became shorter, sleep more restless, and suddenly everything revolved around this small new life that had expanded our world in such a beautiful way. In those first months, all of it seemed normal to me. So many parents pass through that season of exhaustion and adjustment. You grow used to a new rhythm, and little by little you find your way through days and nights that no longer follow the structure they once had.


But a few months after she was born, something began to change, at first so subtly that it was difficult to grasp. He came home from work more and more exhausted, not merely tired, but as if each day had taken a little more out of him than the day before. Of course, I could see that he was happy about us, about our daughter, and about the home we had built together. And yet there was something there that I could not quite reach.


His energy seemed to run out more quickly than it once had, as though every new day demanded more from him than the last.


I remember many evenings from that period, and the pattern was almost always the same. At some point, our little daughter would fall asleep, the house would grow quiet, and the part of the day that had once belonged to us should have begun. Before that, we would have sat down together, perhaps eaten something, or simply talked about the day, about small worries, and about whatever thoughts had followed us into the evening.


Yet little by little, that very moment began to change.


He sat beside me, and more and more often I had the feeling that inwardly he was somewhere far away. If I asked him something, he answered, but often only after a pause, as though he first had to search for the words. So much remained on the surface. We had once spoken about everything without needing to think about it. Now I sometimes had the impression that every additional word required effort from him.


The closeness between us changed as well, not abruptly and not because of one great argument or one clearly defined event, but quietly, almost invisibly. He sought it out less than before.


It was not a deliberate withdrawal, nor an obvious distance that could easily be named.


It was more like a slow drifting apart, the kind that hardly registers at first because daily life keeps moving and because so much of what changes in a relationship changes in silence. And yet there came a moment when I realized that something had shifted. I was sitting beside him and suddenly felt something I had never known before: the feeling of no longer truly being seen.


At the time, I could not have explained exactly what had changed. I only knew that something felt different. Sometimes he seemed more irritable than before, as if his patience had grown shorter. Small things we once might have laughed about now seemed to unsettle him much more quickly.


I often told myself that perhaps it was simply the strain of everyday life, too little sleep, too many demands pressing in on us all at once, and too much responsibility arriving at the same time.


When I look back now, what I remember most clearly is his expression. At the time, I did not consciously notice it, but later I began to see it again in so many photographs. The smile that had once come so naturally appeared less often, and in its place there was sometimes something else in his eyes, something heavy that I did not know how to read then.


It was not a clearly recognizable sadness, nor was it anger. It was more like emptiness, a gaze that seemed to go somewhere without truly seeing anything. Back then, I thought he was simply tired, perhaps overwhelmed by work, perhaps worn down by the nights when our daughter kept both of us awake.


There were so many plausible explanations that I did not look beyond them. Life kept going. Days passed. Weeks passed. From the outside, everything seemed to continue as it always had. And yet beneath that surface, something had already begun to change, something I could neither name nor fully understand at the time.


Only much later did I realize that something fundamental had already started to shift during that period, quietly, almost unnoticed, and yet with a force that would eventually leave a permanent mark on our lives. Back then, it was only a feeling, a vague kind of knowing somewhere in the background of my mind, something I could not yet make sense of.


Life continued, the way it always does, and I never would have imagined that everything was about to change so soon.









Chapter 1 - The News


For me, that day began like any other ordinary day, one of those days that, at first glance, seems no different from the countless others out of which a life is made. Nothing in those early hours suggested that this would later become one of the most devastating days of my entire life. I moved through familiar routines, through the small, habitual patterns that give shape to an ordinary day, carrying out the kinds of tasks that repeat themselves so often that one usually never pauses to think about them at all.


Only much later did I begin to understand that the story of that day had not really begun that morning.


Looking back, I can see that an invisible trail led far into the months and years before it. Especially during the last two years, I had increasingly felt that something in him was changing. At first, these changes had been small and difficult to define, more a shift in atmosphere than anything that could be clearly named. Conversations that had once felt natural and effortless became shorter. Thoughts he once might have spoken aloud remained unspoken. Sometimes we sat beside each other in the same room, and yet I had the distinct feeling that a quiet distance had begun to grow between us.


It was not a sudden change, nor one dramatic enough to make itself immediately visible. It was more like a silent shift that worked its way into our daily life slowly and almost unnoticed, until it had become part of the emotional landscape of our days. Today, I can see that this period was already shaped by things I did not fully understand at the time. Every person carries a history inside them, memories, experiences, losses, and wounds that leave their traces behind. Some of those things can be spoken about and shared. Others remain hidden deep within. I knew that he had lived through difficult things, but back then I had no clear sense of how heavily those experiences were still weighing on him.
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