excerpt from the short story "The Suicide Club" 





So what we do is this.  We sleep over every Friday night at Sharon’s house.  Her mom is divorced.  She’s seeing this guy Roger and spends


weekends at his ski lodge in the mountains.  Amy’s parents don’t know that, of  course, or they’d never let her come.  Especially now that Heather’s sixteen and has a car, because sometimes we drive down to the river.  We don’t get high or drunk or anything.  That’s not allowed if you’re in the Suicide Club.  Also, no meat, refined sugar, or caffeine.  Plus we run five times a week.  It


gets our endorphins up.


So does walking across the Walnut Street Bridge, which is closed to cars and has an open metal grid.  We watch the water glide by beneath our feet as we walk, raise our arms like wings, and lean into the wind.  Who needs pot? For now, we can only go from the island to the city because the section from the West Shore, where we live, to the island was destroyed by ice floes the winter before last.  It’s like a bridge from nowhere to somewhere, or from somewhere to nowhere, depending on your perspective.  Sometimes we sit on the railings and gaze at the lights of the city reflected in the water.  The Harrisburg skyline is electric in the night air.  Sharon’s house looks out across the river, and from there you can see the dome of the Capitol, a pale, pulsing green against the indigo sky.  Some nights, when we go down to the bridge, the water with the dancing lights whispers to us:  "Come to me.  I will carry  you away."  And we think about jumping, holding hands.


Right now, the club is Sharon, Amy, Heather, and me, Laura.  Nobody knows we’re a club.  They just know we hang out a lot.  You have to have been in therapy a year, or at least the group for troubled kids in school, to belong. That’s a rule.  Otherwise, you wouldn’t understand what it’s like when some shrink asks how you’d kill yourself.  If you can tell them what you’d do


(you know, with lots of details like what you’d wear and what time of day and where everyone else in your family would be), then they figure you might really try it, and that’s when they get nervous and start talking medication and extra sessions.  In fact, all of us, except Heather, whose parents don’t believe in therapy, get our prescriptions filled each month, so they don’t try to do something worse, like lock us up.  Then when we go to the river, we empty the bottles into the water.  There must be some pretty giddy fish down there.


Another rule if you’re in the club is that you absolutely must know how you’d kill yourself.  You have to have thought about it—and not like say one day some guy you really like trashes you in front of his friends and you want to die of mortification.  That doesn’t count.  No, you have to have considered it for at least a month and know exactly how you’d do it.  If


it’s pills—what kind and how many?  Morning or evening?  At home or school?  If it’s a razor—will you be in the bathtub or the bedroom closet?  Will you leave a note?


Besides, it’s totally unacceptable to want to die because of some guy.  We’ve all been dumped on by guys—who hasn’t?  Even Sharon.  But they’re not worth killing yourself over.  Even if they’d like to think they are.  


Reasons that are O.K. include:


•  Your parents finally figure out you’re bulimic—duh—when they discover you rooting through the trash at one A.M. and eating the crumbs from potato chip and pretzel bags, and they freak out and decide to send you off to military school next year so you’ll develop a sense of discipline and respect for authority, which is what they think you’re missing and why you’ve


developed this disgusting and self-indulgent habit.  That’s Heather’s reason.


•  Your dad started having sex with you when you were ten and, even though your mom divorced him when she found out and he’s actually an O.K. guy other than that, it doesn’t change the fact that he gave you herpes, and you’ll never be able to explain that to your boyfriend if you ever have one you like enough to want to sleep with—which is my reason.


•  You’re a lesbian, which is why your mom and dad sent you to therapy in the first place, so you’d "grow out of it," only instead you asked the homecoming queen to the Winter Wonderland dance and she said yes, and then both of you were suspended from school, and you really love her, only now she’s in therapy, too, and her parents won’t let her see you and, besides, you ended up making the national news and got invitations to appear on all the talk shows, which your parents forbade you to accept, not that you’d want to be a part of that circus anyway.  Sharon, that’s her reason.


•  Or like Amy—your parents are simply the world’s most uptight individuals on the planet and nearly split up when your dad learned your mom had a baby at fourteen and gave it up for adoption, although they still pretend you were the result of the Immaculate Conception and won’t let you date, even though you’re almost sixteen and will be going to college in another year, but in the meantime, you have to pass inspection each morning before you leave for school and they’ve made you so crazy you’re beginning to think you really do dress like a hooker and maybe that’s what you deserve, to be treated like one, which is what you felt like that time Greg Domenici


offered you ten dollars for a blow-job in Sherrie Smith's basement.








