EMMA
They laughed.  They all laughed at me!  All of my supposed friends laughed at me!  I can’t believe that I really thought that they were my friends!

Jack, they laughed at me when I cried because the cafeteria reminded me of you.  That was where we first kissed.  Do you remember?  Of course you don’t remember.  You can’t remember!  You’re dead!  Why did you have to leave me?  I need you.

Nobody understands, Jack.  They all think that I’m just being melodramatic.  They all say that just because we’re 15 that it couldn’t have been love.  But it was love!  I loved you then, and I love you now!

Why’d you do it?  Whatever it was, you could’ve talked to me about it.  We would have worked something out. That note that you left didn’t do much to console me.

“Dear Emma,

I love you, but there are some things that even love can’t conquer.  I have problems that you couldn’t even imagine, and I don’t want to get you involved.  This has nothing to do with you.  Please don’t blame yourself.  Even if you were here, there’s nothing that you could do to stop me.  My mind’s made up.  I know what I have to do.  I’ll always love you.

Love,

Jack”

Even if you were here there’s nothing that you could do to stop me?  What do you mean there’s nothing that I could’ve done?  I know that if I had been there things would have turned out differently.  Jack, my heart is breaking.  You made me realize that I was special.  You showed me that I do matter, and when you needed me to be there for you, I wasn’t there.

Everything that happened to my life before I met you is meaningless, as is everything that has happened since your suicide.

I miss everything about you.  You can’t imagine how difficult it is being here without you.   My best friend in the whole world, the one person that I could tell anything to, is gone.  Gone forever.

I always thought that we would grow up, get married, have kids, become grandparents, and grow old together, but now that’ll never happen.  You know the saying, you always hurt the ones you love?  Well, I see just how true it is now.  I know that you loved me despite all of my flaws, yet still you hurt me in the worst way possible.  You left.

Jack, I can’t deal with this anymore.  I know that it’s only been about a month, and everyone says that it will get easier, but I know that although that may apply to others in similar situations, it doesn’t apply to me.  This will never get any easier.  It will only get harder, as the days pass and the realization that you’re gone forever sets in on me. 

I have no one here to help me deal with this.  You were the only one who understood me.

They say that it is better to have loeve and lost than to never have loved at all.  I think that whoever said that is the wisest man who ever lived.  I’m going to make up my own saying now.  Love is the place where two perfectly harmonious souls meet, and live.  In that place, nothing matters.  Not age, race, religion or anything.  That, Jack, is where I met you.

