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Saving a Close Friend 

By: Heather Sheridan  

 

I hadn’t seen my cousin, Jonnie, in over ten years. Last year, during the family, he had to work. I 

was glad that this year he was from work. 

  

The party started at five o’clock and most of the family was already there. My sister and my 

mom helped me with setup while my dad and my brother-in-law got the bar ready. I didn't see 

Jonnie at all and I asked his brother, Casey where he was. He had no clue on his whereabouts. I 

went to look for him. I searched all of the rooms except for one because it was locked. 

 

I knocked on the door of the locked room with the hopes of getting an answer. Jonnie answered 

the door.  

 

“There you are. Come join the party,” I said.  

 

“No, I don't want to. Leave me alone,” replied Jonnie, shutting the door with a force that almost 

knocked me over.  

 

He forgot to lock the door this time, so I was able to open it.        

 

“What the heck. Do you think you’re doing, Jonnie?” I said. 

 

Jonnie was standing on a stool with a noose wrapped around his neck. He hung the noose from 

the rafter.  

 

“What do you think I’m doing? I can’t live in this world anymore. You can’t stop me cousin,” 

Jonnie replied. 

 

Just as when he was about to step off the stool. I grabbed it before it even tipped over.  

 

“Get that noose off your neck and hop off that stool this instant,” I yelled. In that moment, I 

sounded like my aunt, Jonnie’s mom yelling at him whenever he got into trouble for doing 

something stupid. Jonnie took off the noose and hopped off the stool. He sat down on one of the 

brown and tan striped beds in the room. He threw the noose onto the dark brown carpet. I saw 

tears were forming on his eyes but he trying to hide them. When the coast was clear, I let go of 

the stool. I wanted to slap him but I couldn't because I was too upset with him.  

 

“Don't you ever do that! Why the heck you want to do that in the first place?” I said. I sat across 

from him on the other brown and tan bed. I was trying to hold back my tears as I was talking to 

him. 

 

“I found out that Trixie was cheating on me with another guy. I thought she was the one for me. 

That’s why I wanted to end my life. I couldn't bear living without her,” replied Jonnie.  
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I just sat there for a few minutes with him looking at me.  

 

A few minutes later, I finally spoke up.  

 

“She is not worth it. She doesn't know what kind of a nice guy you really are. I’m not saying this 

because I’m your cousin. I’m saying this as your friend. Taking your own life is never the 

answer. You have a family that cares and worries about you. Friends who’ve stuck by your side 

through the good times and the bad times. I care about you. I may be older than you but I always 

looked up to you,” I said. I couldn't hold back my tears any longer. I stood up and gave him a big 

hug. 

 

I felt his tears fall onto my back. My shirt was completely soaked like I was at water park.  

 

“I’m so sorry. I didn't realize on how much I was hurting everyone,” said Jonnie. He was 

sobbing when he was talking to me. While I was hugging him, in return he hugged me back. We 

stay in that position for a few minutes but it felt like a few hours.  

 

After a while, we let go of each other. I grabbed a tissue from the tissue box on the night stand. I 

started to wipe the tears from his face then proceeded to wipe my tears. I gave him another tissue 

to finish wiping. I found the noose on the floor and untied it. I threw over the fence with the 

hopes he didn't see me take it.  He turned around after I got rid of the noose. I put the stool back 

where it belongs, namely in the corner of the room.  

 

I walked over to him and proceeded to dust him off. I fixed his shirt and when I went to fix his 

hair. He grabbed my hand and said “I’ll do it.” 

 

“Okay, I’ll let you do it,” I replied.  

 

“How do I look?” asked Jonnie. 

 

“Like a million bucks. Come on let’s go home together,” I said with a huge smile on my face.  

 

It made him smile. I took his hand and the two of us headed back to the party. 

 

 

 

But in actual reality, this story is not true I wish that it was. My cousin, Jonnie did take his life. 

No one knew why he did it. I wasn't there when it happened. I found out the next day. I wish I 

was there to stop him like in the story. It’s been six years since his passing. I miss him every 

single day. 


