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Tragedy Encourages Change
January 8th, 2008, just another day to waste some time in life. Wake up late and immediately smoke a bowl of weed. Then spend the rest of the day too high to care about anything. To give you a little background on my life, my name is Josh, I’m 20 years old and I have been addicted to drugs for eleven years. I lived a rough life growing up around drugs and violence. Both my parents were drug addicts and it was just the normal thing to do. My brother passed away young, my parents divorced and I was stuck in the middle of everything. 
It was just another lame day smoking pot, being a couch potato, enjoying my day off. While I was smoking the phone rang. It was my friend Bryce. When I answered he was hysterical making no sense whatsoever. I finally told him, “Calm down, what’s going on?” He gasped for breath. I was freaked out; I didn’t know what was going on. 
“Josh, Ryan’s gone.” I didn’t quite understand him. 
"What do you mean Ryan’s gone? I talked to him yesterday.” 
 “He committed suicide last night Josh. He shot himself.” 
[bookmark: _GoBack]It hit me like a load of bricks, and I didn’t know what to say. Ryan was my best friend; he was like my brother and now he’s gone. I dropped down into my chair feeling like I had just been crushed. My voice so scarce, I was able to mumble, “What happened?”
“I don’t know.” 
“Where are you?” 
“Picking up Cody and going to see Ryan’s family.” 
“Do you have room for two more?” 
“Ya, I have plenty of room.”
“Come get me, I’ll be ready.” I hung up the phone. 
I felt like my life was falling apart but I couldn’t break down now. I had to call my sister Whitney. She had to know. I picked up the phone to call her as fast as I could. She answered on the second ring. 
“Whit you need to get to my house now.” 
She was confused.
“What’s wrong?” 
I was silent, it’s like my voice just wouldn’t work.
 “JOSH WHAT’S GOING ON?”
 “Ryan committed suicide last night Whit, he shot himself.” 
There was a pause on the line. 
“I’ll be there in five minutes.” 
I could hear the shakiness in her voice.
When she got there we latched on to each other, holding on for dear life. We were both in tears; we had so many questions and nobody to answer them. We called our family and friends that needed to know, while we were waiting for Bryce to show up. After we talked to our dad we just couldn’t handle it anymore, so we went inside and loaded the pipe to calm our nerves. The HONK from the car outside made us jump; we rushed out and got in Bryce’s car. 
The drive to Ryan’s little brother Peter’s house in Provo took forever. My heart was beating a million miles an hour and it didn’t matter how much pot I smoked I couldn’t calm down. As we pulled into the apartment complex I couldn’t wait for Bryce to park. I jumped out of the car and rushed up to Peter’s apartment. I pounded on the door and it opened instantly. Lara, Ryan’s sister was standing on the other side. I latched on to her and didn’t want to let go. I had all kinds of feelings rushing back into my heart. Lara and I were almost married three years ago but things went bad. Now I can’t bring myself to let go of her. I loved her. I was scared; I couldn’t be alone through this. I needed her. I opened my eyes and saw Peter in the background in tears; I rushed over to him and hugged him. 
“I’m so sorry Peter; I’m here if you need anything.” I didn’t want to push him too hard, but I had to know. 
“Peter what happened?”  
“I don’t know. Lara woke up this morning and found him on the floor with the gun in his hand. She called the cops and they’re still investigating. All the detective has told me so far is that he was texting his girlfriend Kat. They were in a very heated argument. I knew they had been fighting but I didn’t know it was that bad.” 
I could see Peter shaking in his chair; I could only imagine how overwhelming it was for him to deal with the death of his older brother. I saw the lone tear run down his face; it hit me deep inside that Ryan was truly gone. I just broke down in tears as me, Whit and Peter came together in a giant hug of desperation hoping to fill the void of our lost brother. I don’t know how long we stayed like that. It seemed like forever but then it seemed like time froze to allow us all the time in the world to grieve for the best man we ever knew, Ryan Bell.
The next two days were a blur of crying on an emotional rollercoaster. I had never been good with expressing my emotions, so I did my best of trying to ignore them. I just wanted to forget about it. The more I thought about Ryan dying the more I wanted to die myself. I was so angry about everything, I just wanted him there so I could ask him why, why would you do this, why Ryan? I was scared and depressed; I just wanted the pain to go away. I didn’t know what else to do but get high.
Whitney stayed at my house the night before the funeral. We didn’t sleep at all; we stayed up all night in this kind of weird sad happiness, remembering the past eight years that we had known Ryan and all the fun crazy times we had. I think that’s how we dealt with our pain. It may have not taken the pain away, but it sure did lighten the load and we definitely needed to have a good laugh. Eventually we dozed off on the couch cuddled together like we were kids again. We woke up to the blaring beep of the alarm clock. While we were getting ready I popped a mouthful of pills and washed it down with a big glass of rum. I didn’t care if I died or not I just wanted to be numb. I didn’t want to cry any more. 
As we left we each took a big swig off the bottle and headed for the car. The whole way there I just stared out the window. My life is over. I just lost my best friend; I should have been there for him. I could have helped him through his problems and this would have never happened. Who am I kidding? I couldn’t have stopped him even if I wanted to, he would have found a way if I was there or not. 
I came out of my daze being shaken by Whit. 
“Josh, Josh, we’re here. Come on the family is waiting for us.” 
As I was walking to the memorial service there was so many people that I hadn’t seen forever. Over all there were about a thousand people there. All my old friends kept running up and hugging me, asking me how I was. 
What a stupid question. 
 As I walked into the building Ryan’s family was waiting for me. They had saved me a seat in the front row right next to them.  All I could do was hug them and thank them and tell them how sorry I was. 
Ryan’s older brother Jason approached the stage and asked if everybody would please take their seats. He started thanking everyone for coming. He then told everybody that there would be a small video of Ryan and afterwards everybody would have a chance to speak if they wish. 
The lights dimmed and the movie started. It was a picture show of Ryan’s life. It was so beautiful to watch, seeing him, this young goofy child playing with shaving cream in the tub, grow into the man I know and love today. I sat there and held on to my sister and Peter. The more I cried the tighter we hung on to each other. 
As the picture show ended we all sat there in silence, then Peter rose and talked about his brother and how much he would be missed. After he sat I got up weeping. I took a deep breath, and began to speak. 
“Thank you all for coming, I see a lot of faces I know and a lot that I don’t. That’s ok though because that just shows how much Ryan was truly loved.” I had to stop for a second, I felt light headed. 
“I love you like a brother Ryan, and I will never forget you.” I walked to my seat like a snail with a river of tears running down my face. 
When all was said and done everybody started getting up and talking in crowds, while others were getting their food. How could you eat at a time like this? I was too sick to my stomach, I had to go outside to get some fresh air and smoke a bowl. 
As I was smoking all my old friends came out and started opening the trunks of their cars to pull out cases of beer. This was the best way to show respect. Ryan was the biggest drinker I knew and he wouldn’t have wanted us to sit around and cry over him, he would rather have us be happy and cheer to his memory. Once everybody was done the family and a select few gathered into the cars and went to the cemetery to bury Ryan and say our last good byes. 
As we arrived at the cemetery we all said a few more things in memory of Ryan, placed our own idea of flowers around him and said our good byes. The tears hit me with force; all I could do is bawl. I just wanted to scream at the top of my lungs. This can’t be the end, we are still so young. All I could say to myself was why.
 The head stone read, “Ryan Jonathan Bell, May 23, 1984 to January 08, 2008.” On the back the quote said, “A Great Soul is Someone Who Loves Even When it Hurts.” Ryan was the best man I ever knew. He would be missed forever and more. One day I will be with him again, but until that day all I can do is respect and honor his love filled life and live my life to the fullest. I know he would have wanted me to be happy.
It was the toughest experience in my life that I have ever had to deal with. That night I sat on my bed all alone thinking about my life and if this was how I wanted it to end up. He wouldn’t have wanted me addicted to drugs, going from one fix to the other, never caring about my life or the people around me. Ryan would have wanted better for me. Why waste it on drugs and a life of pain? It would be the hardest thing I ever did, but it would only get easier over time. It just takes one step after another, one step at a time. I started emptying my stash of drugs onto my bed; I stared at it for probably about ten minutes. I can do it! I grabbed a trash bag and threw it all in the trash. I won’t live my life like this and I’m going to use the rest of my life to be happy and succeed, like me and Ryan always talked about. I will live our dream for the both of us. 
