
Two years ago when I was in eighth grade, I decided I wanted to apply to Torah Academy of Bergen County.  I graduated from YST, but I transferred to Southern Regional for two months.  While I was at Southern I had a great deal of fun, the classes were great, it was near the water, and I had a lot of friends.  I was assigned locker #418 in the western hall.  My neighbor was locker #415; his name was John Coburn.  John and I shared many of our classes, math, or science, language arts, gym, etc.  We both had similar style, behavior, and family structure, with the exception of him being Catholic.  He was always upbeat and visibly happy.  I on the other hand was more quickly tempered and often appeared depressed.  Everything seemed fine, and then it turned.  

We deiced to go on a double date to the beach.  I was going with my friend Megan and John was going with Melissa.  John had been “off” for several days but I couldn’t pinpoint exactly what was wrong.  While we were walking Megan would move closer to me.  Every time this occurred John would say or do something to pull her away.  Melissa, meanwhile, was seething because John continuously got mad at Megan, and every time she tried to get closer to him he would act cold and move away.  I can recall Melissa angrily saying to John “damn, if you don’t want to go out with me, why don’t you just go out with Aaron.” John seemed taken aback, but then again so would anyone.


The next day John and I had gym class.  The entire day John seemed like he was anxious to tell me something but was unable to.  It seemed very odd.  I ignored this for most of the week; I was too preoccupied with finding a date for summer formal.  John’s anxiousness was not letting up, and I began to get nervous.  That Friday I asked him if he had anything he wanted to tell me.  John was surprised at my question and told me not to worry.  My concern continued but I shifted my focus on getting a date for the formal, which was now only three weeks away.


A week later I was at a track meet.  Both John and I were active members of the team.  I started talking about the formal and asked John whom he was going with.  He replied with a question; as to if he could tell me something after the meet.  As I was in the locker room changing back into my street clothes, John approached me and before he said anything, he asked if I would be upset with what he was about to say.  He replied that I of coarse would not.  John continued, “I think I’m in love with you.”  I was shocked, “come again?” was my only response.  He said it again, and I just stood there in silence for five minutes strait.  Then I began to stutter about how I couldn’t, I like girls, I like Megan… I walked out angry and upset.  How could anyone, especially me get tangled in something like this?  Besides, he was Catholic, this wasn’t supposed to happen!  I ignored him for the rest of the week not realizing that it was destroying John.


The week of the formal was my last week of Southern Regional.  I was still firmly angry with John, and I wasn’t going to let up.  The Thursday before the formal John didn’t come to school.  On Friday he showed up looking like a total wreck.  Me being me, I continued to be mad and unforgiving.  Maybe it was my coldness or lack of caring that drove him to do what he did.  I will never know.  


Saturday, I received a call early in the morning.  It was Megan, she was hysterical, she told me to come over immediately.  I threw on some clothes and ran over as soon as I could.  She told me that late last night John had committed suicide.  He had hanged himself in his parent’s garage.  He left a note addressed to me.  Later that day I went to the police station to pick it up.  I never read it, I burned it later.  I emptied his locker contents to give to his parents, and gave a eulogy at his funeral one month later.  Eventually I got over it, these things happen, unfortunately it happened to me.  At least that’s what guidance says. 

