Personal Story

other people’s stories

Ricky, son of Ted

Support After Suicide
PO Box 271
Richmond VIC 3121
Phone: (03) 9421 7640
Email:
aftersuicide@jss.org.au
Web:
supportaftersuicide.org.au

A program of
Jesuit Social Services

I was 18 when dad died. It was just over
6 years ago and he died from suicide. I
was in my first year of uni. I tried to keep
studying but I couldn’t so I took a few
months off and went back the next year.
I finished my degree now and I think I’ll
do some more study.
I still don’t like talking about it. Some
people avoid me but some people want
to talk to me but mostly I don’t know
what to say. I wonder why he did it. I’m
angry that he left us – that’s the thing I
have most – I’m angry. Angry at what he
did, that he hurt mum and his parents
and my brother and sister. But I’m not as
angry now as I was.
Sometimes I was angry with the doctors,
mum tried to get him into hospital but
they said he was OK and he didn’t need
to be in hospital. Sometimes I was angry
with mum because they used to fight; I
was angry with my older sister because
she had some drug problems; and I was
angry with myself for not going home to
visit mum and dad more and for a whole
lot of things.
He phoned me the day before he did it
and asked me if I wanted to go to the
footy with him. I said no. I had exams
and wanted to study. I go over that
phone call and think I should have said
yes. I don’t think any more that it would
have stopped him, but at least I would
have had more time with him, another
day.
I couldn’t talk to my family about it at the
beginning. I was too angry and I think I
was confused and I just thought
someone was to blame – dad or me or
mum or my sister. I don’t think like that

now but I did and I couldn’t say it to
anyone.
My dad’s brother did it, killed himself,
before I was born, so that’s why I’m
angry with him too. He could see how
bad that was and he still did it.
Everything turns to shit and everybody
feels bad and no-one knows what to do.
And now I worry that sometimes I won’t
be able to cope with life too and that I’ll
do it.
I used to hate it when mum cried and I
hated it when my sister cried, I’d just
want them to stop. I would feel bad and
not know what to do. It was too much.
Being with some of my friends helped,
being around my grandparents helped.
Being with my brother helped, I used to
worry about him. I worked part-time in a
local shop and the manager was good
and that helped. I kept on working.
Drinking a lot didn’t help, but I did it for
a while anyway – but it didn’t help.
I’ve got a girlfriend now which helps. Her
brother died years ago, from asthma, so
she kind of gets how it is. I talk to my
mum more now, and my brother and
sister. I see them most weeks and we
meet up for his birthday and the
anniversary. I wasn’t into this when it
first happened, but it’s OK now. At least
we can be together now and not all feel
really bad. And we can talk about dad
now and things he did and how he was
and funny stuff and we laugh. I thought
we might not laugh ever again but we
do. We all still miss him though.
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