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Dear Jayme, 

      Grayce called me today. She asked me how I was feeling. Lots of people are starting 

to “check up” on me ever since your death. That‟s why I‟m writing in this book. My 

mom took me to see a psychiatrist after you died and the shrink said to write to you and 

tell you how I feel about everything. Well, here I sit sharing everything with you.  Grayce 

thinks I‟m suicidal but I assured her that I‟m not completely like you. 

    Your death really hurt people Jay. I don‟t know what you were thinking before you 

killed yourself but you definitely weren‟t thinking about me. You always told me what to 

do, who to hang out with, and how to act. However, you never told me what to do if you 

died. Everything in my life seems more messed up. My dad has been gone for a while 

down in Brazil, my mom and Grayce keep talking to me about some guy named “God.” 

Unlike like a rain or sun god. Apparently this one is God with a capital “G.” (Hmmm.) 

    If he were real, I kept thinking, wouldnôt my life be better? Wouldnôt you still be alive? 

Wouldnôt my brother Spencer be back home from Iraq by now? 

    And then there‟s school to think about. You were very popular at C. Brooke High 

School.  Now people give me weird stares and I hear whispering in the hallways: 

“Hey. You see the girl with brown hair with blue highlights, you see her? Yeah, her 

cousin, one of our best tennis and soccer player, Jayme Georges committed suicide like 

two weeks ago. Several members of the student body think she will too. They were super 

tight.” 

   Thatôs what you‟ve left me with Jayme; along with my mom and friend preaching to 

me about “God.” I see no point in hearing about him, neither does my dad.  

 



     Did you believe in God? Or are you in “Hell” right now? Is it hot down there? Just 

kidding. (Mom tells me not to joke around like that but since it‟s you and you‟re dead I 

might as well, right?) 

   I‟m turning out to be just like you and I‟m not sure if that‟s an entirely good thing. 

Especially since you killed yourself. How‟d you do it Jay? Did you plan it out, or was it 

spontaneous? 

    This past Sunday Grayce and Mom dragged me to church. The congregation was 

actually pretty nice. The youth group truly welcomed me, blue striped hair and all. 

Throughout the night‟s activities they included me in conversation. I might even go back 

this Wednesday night, they were so friendly. It wasn‟t like that other church you and I 

visited where the kids were all cliquey and we were the outsiders. No, this one had a 

pretty big impact on me. (By the way: That‟s the name of the church‟s youth group: 

Impact Youth. They sure live up to their name.) 

    During one of my Sunday night youth service visits we learned about ripples. Not like 

water ripples in a pond though. Like the ripples people leave behind after they, you know, 

expire. In your case you left behind some bad ripples. Now your mom is always fearful 

and quite overprotective of your brother Jonas. And I, I feel somehow grateful for your 

death. (No offense or anything.) It‟s given me a reason to say to Grayce “I feel 

depressed” so she‟ll ask me to go to church with her again. Even though most of your 

ripples were bad you left behind some good ones. For me you left behind hope. I don‟t 

know how, though, but I know you left it behind. Therefore I would like to thank you for 

that. 



      We also learned about who we truly are and what kind of ripples we will leave 

behind. Problem is I don‟t know who I am. Most of the time I pretend to be someone else. 

I‟ve even pretended to be you!! (Even though you were a guy.) But even then the ripples 

are bad. 

   I spoke to the youth Pastor about knowing who you are; and Pastor Marcus Shah 

proceeded to tell me about how to find out “who I am in Christ” but I said: 

“No. I don‟t want to know about who I am in God. I just want to know who I am!  Who I 

am in me. God doesn‟t have anything to do with me. I make the rules for myself while 

God stays stuck up in the sky. But even then I don‟t always play by the rules I make up 

for myself.” 

“No, no! You mustnôt think that about God!! You mustnôt!” he cried out to me. 

“Mustn‟t?” I replied. “You‟re a youth pastor. Surely you know the word “mustn‟t” isn‟t 

in our vocabulary,” I said sarcastically. I was being flat out rude to Mr. Shah. But he 

didn‟t seem testy or angry about it. He took it quite well. 

“Emberlynne, that‟s your name right?” he started. 

I nodded my head in acknowledgement ever so slightly. 

“Emberlynne I would like to speak to you privately this Wednesday night, that is, if you 

come. We meet here plus we have a soda and snack machine along with a church coffee 

bar. Grayce can take you to the High School Girls‟ Bible Study Group. Afterwards I‟d 

like you to come down to my office, if you don‟t mind. Grayce will show you the way. 

Church starts at 7:00 p.m. and ends around 8:15 p.m. I hope you can make it. Thanks for 

coming.”   



   And with that he smiled warmly at me (too warmly) and walked away whistling and 

leaving me completely baffled until Grayce came and pulled me out of my stupor. But I 

don‟t know if I should go tomorrow night. I mean, the church is super friendly but it‟s 

sort of un-comfortable there. I know that they know what you did, and even though none 

of the youth say it aloud I can see the thoughts racing inside their brains. And I know you 

always told me: “Emmee, you‟re not a psychic and you don‟t know what people are 

thinking. Stop judging people so much and get over it!!” But youôre in no position to talk 

„because you‟re dead. 

DEAD!                           DEAD!                                             DEAD! 

(Sorry for the outburst.) 

   Anyway. This “God” fellow seems quite un-usual. He has a book out. It‟s called the 

Bible. I have one of them. It‟s all dusty and un-touched in my bookcase. But I opened it 

up to-day. I read a scripture verse: Deuteronomy 31:8- “The Lord himself goes before 

you and will be with you; he will never leave you nor forsake you. Do not be afraid; do 

not be discouraged.” 

    I think I was supposed to look at this verse. I know it sounds crazy but I really think 

God was trying to speak to me. (Imagine that.) When I picked up my Bible it flipped to 

that verse and was highlighted in blue highlighter. Coincidental? I don‟t know. 

    But I wanted to say thanks. Thanks for your ripples; both good and bad. You‟ve given 

me a reason to think about who I am and how I‟ll end up in life and who my choices will 

affect. “From death comes life.” And I find that saying to be true. 

     By the way: I found your suicide note. It was placed inside my Bible. Did you do that 

on purpose? Or did you just randomly stick it inside a book in my bookcase? That was 



why my Bible flipped to Deuteronomy 31:8. Your note was there. I read it and it made 

me cry Jay. I‟m going to write it in this book so I can remember it forever. 

    Dear Emberlynne, 

      I know youôre probably wondering why I did this. Why I killed myself. Itôs quite hard 

to explain actually. I write this note to you as I sit in my room while sadly looking at a 

picture of you and me at SeaWorld. Do you remember that? We were so young and life 

was so un-complicated then. Everything was fun and games and laughter. I was seven 

and you were six. Those were the better days. You screamed in fright when you saw 

Shamu for the first time. I held your hand and said that I would always be there to protect 

you. 

  But Iôm sorry I couldnôt keep that promise to you. Everything just came crashing down 

on me all of a sudden. My grades were starting to drop down to Bôs and Côs and I had 

always been an all A student. Soccer and tennis tournaments were coming up soon and 

the entire school was counting on me. You wouldnôt believe how depressed I had become 

with all of that. 

   I killed myself because of the world and because of you. I couldnôt protect you any 

longer and I couldnôt be the Soccer and Tennis Champ anymore. The world was opening 

up too many possibilities and too many promises that would become broken. In high 

school I learned this: You shouldnôt make promises because that almost automatically 

sets you up for failure. Iôm so sorry. I donôt mean to hurt you so please donôt feel hurt but 

I know it wonôt be easy. But whatever you do, please, please, donôt take the same path I 

did. 



     I put this note in your Bible. I knew that when I died you would begin to ask questions. 

There are questions that canôt be answered by man. I knew that in the end you would go 

to Grayce and sheôd tell you to ñopen up that dusty Bible of yours Emberlynne Skylar 

and take a look!!ò But Iôm so very sorry. And whatever you doé pleaseédonôt become 

like me. 

Love Your Cousin, 

            Jaymee Allan Georges   

Note to cousin: 

  Why, Jaymee? Why? I won‟t forget you and I‟m trying to forgive you but it hurts just 

too much. I‟m not sure if I can walk a different road than you. I‟m like you in too many 

ways. Iôm the one who should be sorry. And I do understand. It‟s much, much too 

difficult to be you, to be a teenager, to be a human. But in the end I will always, always 

love you. 

Love Your Cousin, 

          Emberlynne Skylar Braden. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Book Chapter Summary 

In The End is a book about a fifteen year old girl by the name of Emberlynne. Her cousin, 

Jaymee, just recently committed suicide and she is left to face the world and her true self 

without him. Her mother and her friend Grayce keep telling her to look to God and one 

day Grayce brings Emberlynne to church with her. The youth pastor Marcus Shah 

questions Emberlynne about who she is and what kind of ripples she will leave behind 

when she dies. Emberlynne starts to draw nearer to God. She tries to prevent herself from 

becoming depressed like Jaymee but she knows she can‟t do it alone. In the end she calls 

on God for help and realizes that even death itself has a purpose in life and starts to truly 

understand who she is in Christ and the mission that she has been commanded to fulfill. 

 

                                       

 

 


