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Chapter 21 
 

10-10-10 
 
 

As these early “days after” continued, I was often asked about Will’s 
demeanor during the days and weeks leading up to his death. My 
response was always the same: “He seemed fine.” I was haunted, 

however, by a good memory that I had with him only a week before 
he died. In some ways, I consider it one of the most wonderful, 

and at the same time, the most disturbing memory of Will and me 
together. I now refer to it as 10-10-10. October 10, 2010, just five 

days before he died, was a Sunday, a wonderful Sunday  that  I  
will  remember  the  rest  of  my  life.  Will  had a  lacrosse  game  in  

Milton,  about  thirty minutes  away,  and  Susie  and I 
decided I’d drive him while she stayed with the other kids. 

It was not a very exciting game, and he really didn’t do too 
much. He didn’t get the ball very often at all. These games were 
only two twenty- minute halves with a running clock, so before I 
knew it, the game was over and basically nothing happened. I don’t 
believe Will had any shots on goal or any special plays that stood out. 
Thus, it was a kind of nondescript outing. It would turn out to be his 
last time playing the sport he loved so much. 

As I found is quite common in sports, however, the true memories 
from that day have nothing to do with the game itself. As Will and I 
quietly made the long walk back to the car, he and I agreed that it was 
a boring game. I said something like, “No worries, Will. You’ll have 
days like that.” 

“Dad, can we go to KFC on the way home?” There was 
excitement in his voice, and I thought, Good, he’s forgotten about the 
game already. 

“Sure, buddy. You gonna get that double sandwich again?” 
“Oh yeah,” was his response in his very cocky way. The same way 

he would answer when I would ask him if the girls were after him: 
“Oh yeah, all the time!” I loved when he did that. He was basically 
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imitating me (as far as I was concerned), trying to be cool and cocky, 
and it made me laugh. 

 

From the time we got in the car in the parking lot of the lacrosse 
game, through the drive-through at KFC, and up until arriving at 
our home, I had the fabulous good fortune of being able to spend 
about forty-five truly quality minutes with my son. We talked; we 
simply talked. It was probably the best conversation I ever had with 
him, which is a rather big statement when I think of it. 

“Dad, why doesn’t Northwestern have a men’s lacrosse team? The 
woman’s team is the best in the country for like the past five years. I 
don’t get it.” 

Will wanted to go to Northwestern mainly because he had 
experienced a pure brainwashing from his dad, going back as long as he 
could remember. The brainwashing, however, was effective in that he 
saw how much  I   loved my college experience, and he heard and 
witnessed the stories and conversations I still had with my 
Northwestern buddies and teammates. Will was able to recognize 
how special that was. 

“Will, I think they have a club team, but to be honest, I really 
don’t know. Maybe by the time you’re ready to go there they’ll have 
one. A lot can happen in four years, especially with lacrosse growing 
like it is.” 

“I hope so.” 
As I turned into the KFC drive-through, I mentioned that I 

would check in with my buddy Paul Stevens, the head baseball 
coach, and see what he knew. 

I ordered Will’s double-chicken sandwich: two pieces of chicken 
acting like bread with cheese between. I find it funny that I 
remember that, but I do because Will loved it. When we got to the 
window, the teenage girl taking my money noticed Will in the 
passenger seat with his lacrosse sweatshirt on. She asked, “Hey, you 
play lacrosse?” 

Will looked at her and shyly said, 
“Yeah.” “Me  too. Great game.” 
Will nodded and said, “Yep.” 
As we pulled away, I stared at Will, with a fun smile. He looked 

up at me between bites and asked, “What?” 
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I laughed. “Wilber, you’re gonna have lots of ladies striking up 
conversations with you over the next few years.” 

He gave another “Oh yeah” type comment, and we both 
laughed. I told him about the Elvis song “Flip Flop and Fly,” which 
has a line at the end that reminded me of him. Something about 
having so many ladies 
that he won’t know which way to jump! I tried to sing it to him in my 
best Elvis accent. 

We both laughed. He then turned and asked, “Dad, can I take 
guitar lessons?” 

“Will, really?” I responded immediately. “You’re already better than 
the instructors. It would be a waste, don’t you think?” I could not 
understand him needing to take guitar lessons; he was truly awesome 
at it. 

“Dad, no way. Those guys at Music Matters are awesome.” 
“Will, I think you should take piano. To me that’s the instrument 

where all music comes from, and if you can play that, well, it’s the 
basis of all others.” Of course, I didn’t really know what I was talking 
about, but I believed that statement and said it  confidently. 

“Will, I tell you what. If you take piano lessons, I’ll let you take 
guitar lessons, too. Okay?” 

“Really? Dad, that’s awesome! When can we sign up?” He was 
genuinely excited, and his eyes were twinkling. 

“Let’s sign up this week Will.” I truly meant to sign him up that 
week, but life got in the way, and I didn’t do it. Another what-if that 
I’ll never get over. 

I was really enjoying this conversation, but it would get even 
better. Will normally didn’t have that much to say to me. I would be 
the one asking the questions and dominating the conversations 
because his answers were typically yes or no monosyllabic grunts. 
Today, though, he was genuinely interested in talking with me. It was 
awesome, and I recognized the moment as something special. 

“Dad,” Will said, now a bit more seriously, “Northwestern has a 
good music school, doesn’t it?” 

“Oh yeah, Will. One of the best. Is that what you’d like to study?” 
“Yeah, but I don’t know what courses I should take in high 
school to 

get into music school.” 



108  

“I don’t know either, Will.” I was brainstorming now; how could I 
help him with this? I loved this conversation. We were talking 
about what he would study in college. Wow. 

“Tell you what, Will, I’ll ask my buddy Paul Stevens, the NU 
baseball coach, to see if he can get us a contact at NU’s music school. 
Then I’ll call them and have that discussion.” 

Will nodded. He loved the fact that I had an “insider” at NU. 
“But you should talk to your music studies elective teacher you have 
now, and 
ask her,” I said. “If she doesn’t know, I’m sure she could tell you 
whom in the high school you should speak with.” 

“Okay, cool. I will.” He was thinking now. I could see the 
wheels spinning, and what was really fun for me to see was the 
excitement Will seemed to have in just having a plan. Will was 
creating a plan to see what it would take for him to follow his 
dream of studying music. I could see this brought him not only 
comfort but excitement. He had a slight smile across his face; 
perhaps it was satisfaction that he knew what he wanted to do and 
was beginning to do something about it. I felt like he was enjoying 
the moment. I knew that I certainly was. 

We were now getting close to home, and I really did not want 
this ride to end. I continued our dialogue. 

“You know, Will, I’m working hard every day so that you can go 
to any school you want buddy, I want you to know that—Ivy League 
or UGA—it won’t matter; you can go to any school you want to 
go. But you’ll need to be able to get into that school. That’s why 
sometimes I’m a bit hard on you about studying. Does that make 
sense, Will? I’m not hard on you just because you’re getting a C in a 
class. I’m hard because I want you to be able to go to the schools 
you want to go to - like Northwestern, and others on your list. So 
please be patient with me and Mom. There is real logic behind our 
strategy when we want to help you with your school. Does that make 
sense?” 

“Yeah, Dad, it does. I think I’m doing better now, but yeah it 
does.” 
I then said something to Will that I did not plan to say. I’m so 

glad I did say it, but I must admit, thinking about it brings a 
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certain sadness to my heart – as if I was too late – I’ll never know. 
“Man, Will,” I said as I stopped the car at a stoplight and 

intently looked into his eyes, “I would do anything to change places 
with you right now.” I had his complete attention. He looked me 
right in the eyes. 

“Really? Why?” 
“Because you can have it all, buddy. You have so much going 

for you, and you’re about to embark on the most fun part of your 
life. You have so much fun ahead of you, Will, and I’m so excited 
about that.” I truly believed every word I said, and he could see it in 

my eyes, I know he could. Will smiled at me and then turned and 
looked out the window. He was smiling, and it looked to me like he 

was really thinking about what I said. 
We pulled into the neighborhood and I stopped the car again. He 
turned and looked at me, confused. 

 

“Want to drive, Will?” 
“Really? Yeah!” 
He had a huge smile, and his eyes had such a twinkle when he 

smiled. At that moment I noticed how handsome he was. I thought, 
Man, this was a great day—perhaps my best ever with him. It was all I 
could think about. I was so happy. For some reason, I thought, I 
can’t wait to talk to my dad about this experience with Will. 

“Yep. Come on. You’re getting your permit in like a week, so 
let’s give it a  shot.” 

We got out of the car, walked around the front end, and high-
fived as we passed. We both were laughing. Will drove home 
perfectly, while I watched him from the passenger seat. I was happy. 
I was thankful. Yep, October 10, 2010—10-10-10—was perhaps my 
best day with Will. The day I thought he was really looking forward 
to his own future, and he was sharing it with his dad. If anyone 
would have told me that five days later I’d be calling my mom and 
dad to tell them my boy had taken his own life … If anyone had 
said, “I’m worried about Will,” if anyone had said, “Hey, there’s a 
teen suicide or teen mental health awareness seminar going on,” I 
would have ignored them. My kids are good—my Will is good— 
we’re good. We’re the Trauts, and life is good for the Trauts, just 
like it’s always been. 
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I later learned Will was listening that day. Several weeks after his 
death, on his Facebook page, one of his friends posted a short little 
blurb: “Will, do you remember that conversation we had about the 
piano the week you died? Well I signed up for piano lessons because 
I want to learn the basics of music and go from there, I just wanted 
you to know that I’m doing what we talked about and I’m doing it 
for you.” 

When I read those words in the weeks after his death, I sat back 
in my chair and smiled. Wow, Will was really listening to me that 
day. As time went on, we heard more and more stories from Will’s 
friends and their families  telling us things that Will said, or did, that 
reflected the “teachings and philosophies” of Susie or me. Our kids 
are listening; they are watching us all the time. So was it me who 
was not listening? Was it me who was not watching? Forgive me, 
Will, forgive me. Maybe I was so worried about whether you were 
listening to me that I really didn’t listen to you. 
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Will Trautwein, wearing his beloved number 13, playing in 
his final season of lacrosse, spring 2010—Remember   13 

 

 

Will Trautwein, July 2010. This picture has been the most 
used since his death. A strong, talented, healthy and content 

young man. We lost him two and a half months later. 



112 

 

 

 
 

 

 

John and the kids on the beach in Ocean City, New 
Jersey—our annual “Look how we’ve grown” shot. 

July 2010 (top) and July 2011, with Will’s 
guitar filling the hole in our hearts. 
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Clockwise from left: Young Will with Susie—at “Mom’s 
Day” in preschool—Will racing his sister, Holyn, on 

Thanksgiving morning 2009—the Traut boys, Helen, 
Georgia, 2008—the Traut boys, Sanibel 2001 
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My favorite picture of Will and me. I remember everything about it. The 
way I was squeezing his left shoulder—and the fake punch to his chest. A 

simple, loving, “live life by a thousand smiles,” moment, May 2010. 
 

 

The Trautweins at Will’s confirmation, April 2010. One of the last 
pictures of the “6 Trauts” together as a family. A very proud moment as 
we watched our son proclaim his faith in front of his family and friends. 
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The Trautwein family releasing the final dove 
at Will’s funeral, October 2010 

(Tommy, Susie, Holyn, John, Michael) 
 

 

Willstock® Teen Music Festival, 2013. Kids helping kids, raising 
money to educate adults on the signs of suicide, so they can 

further help the kids. The Foundation’s Circle of Hope. 
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Susie and John Trautwein, with Sarah Biondich (far left) and 
Michael Trainer (far right), February 2011, the teen creators 
and organizers of the first Where There’s a Will There’s a 
Way  5k, the Will to Live Foundation’s first   fund-raiser. 

 

 

One of our favorite pictures of Will and his close buddies, 
minutes after his band played at their eighth-grade talent 

show, May 2010. After Will passed, his friends shared 
with me this quote that they often heard Will say. 

“Being in a band is more than just about 
the music; it’s about being brothers.” 
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