Aaron Swartz
November 8, 1986 - January 11, 2013

Official statement from family and partner of Aaron Swartz

Our beloved brother, son, friend, and partner Aaron Swartz hanged himself on
Friday in his Brooklyn apartment. We are in shock, and have not yet come to
terms with his passing.

Aaron’s insatiable curiosity, creativity, and brilliance; his reflexive empathy and
capacity for selfless, boundless love; his refusal to accept injustice as
inevitable—these gifts made the world, and our lives, far brighter. We’re
grateful for our time with him, to those who loved him and stood with him, and
to all of those who continue his work for a better world.

Aaron’s commitment to social justice was profound, and defined his life. He
was instrumental to the defeat of an Internet censorship bill; he fought for a
more democratic, open, and accountable political system; and he helped to
create, build, and preserve a dizzying range of scholarly projects that
extended the scope and accessibility of human knowledge. He used his
prodigious skills as a programmer and technologist not to enrich himself but to
make the Internet and the world a fairer, better place. His deeply humane
writing touched minds and hearts across generations and continents. He
earned the friendship of thousands and the respect and support of millions
more.



Aaron’s death is not simply a personal tragedy. It is the product of a criminal
justice system rife with intimidation and prosecutorial overreach. Decisions
made by officials in the Massachusetts U.S. Attorney’s office and at MIT
contributed to his death. The US Attorney’s office pursued an exceptionally
harsh array of charges, carrying potentially over 30 years in prison, to punish
an alleged crime that had no victims. Meanwhile, unlike JSTOR, MIT refused
to stand up for Aaron and its own community’s most cherished principles.

Today, we grieve for the extraordinary and irreplaceable man that we have
lost.

We used to have a fight about how much the internet would grieve if he died. |
was right, but the last word you get in as the still living is a hollow thing,
trailing off, as it does, into oblivion. | love Aaron. | loved Aaron. There are no
words to can contain love, to cloth it in words is to kill it, to mummify it and
hope that somewhere in the heart of a reader, they have the strength and the
magic to resurrect it. | can only say | love him. That | will always love him, and
that | known for years | would. Aaron was a boy, not big, who cast a shadow
across the world. But for me, he will always be that person who made me love
him. He was so frustrating, and we fought. But we fought like what we were:
two difficult people who couldn’t escape loving each other.

On the last day | saw him, he grabbed me in the rain while my car was
blocking the road and held me and said “l love you.” | don’t know if | said it
back. Not that time. | had always told him. Sometimes | told him when he
didn’t have it in him to say. I'd say ‘I love you, and you love me, too” and he
would just hold me.

When he was 20, he carried me through my divorce. We promised each other
a year. | apologized so many times: that | was better than what he was



getting, that he got me destroyed. Still, what a year. Later, | tried to take care
of him while he was being destroyed, from inside and out. | struggled so hard,
but not as hard as he did. | told him, time and again, that this was his 20s. It
would be better in his 30s. Just wait. Please, just hold on.

He read to me and Ada compulsively; he read me a whole David Foster
Wallace book. He read Robert Caro to me, countless articles, blog posts,
snippets of books. Sometimes, he would call, just read, and hang up. He
loved the Very Persistent Gappers of Frip, and the three of us read it together
many times. We loved George Saunders. We loved so many things together.

He loved my daughter so much it filled the room like a mist. He was
transported playing with her, and she bored right into his heart. In his darkest
moments, which | couldn’t reach him, Ada could still touch him, even if only for
a moment. And when he was in the light, my god. | couldn’t keep up with
either of them. | would hang back and watch them spring and play and laugh,
and be so grateful for them both.

More than anything, together we loved the world, with the kind of love that
grips and tears. We were fearsome creatures, chained to our caring, chained
to other people.

We were destroyed by the investigation, and by enduring so much together in
the five years of the difficult love affair of difficult people. In the end he told me
he needed to get away from me. | let him go, and waited for the day he’'d
come back. | knew that one day we’d have a day to be together again, though
probably not as lovers. Together, as something that doesn’t have a word. He
went on to another relationship, and | know he touched her like he did me,
because that’s how he touched people.



A part of me died with him. A part will always be with him.

Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead

Scribbling on the sky the message He Is Dead,

Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

He was my North, my South, my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest,

My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;

| thought that love would last for ever: | was wrong.

The stars are not wanted now: put out every one;
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun;

Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood.
For nothing now can ever come to any good.
—W. H. Auden

Official obituary and funeral notice

Aaron is survived by his parents Robert and Susan Swartz, his younger
brothers Noah and Ben, and his partner Taren Stinebrickner-Kauffman.

Aaron’s funeral will be held on Tuesday, January 15 at Central Avenue
Synagogue, 874 Central Avenue, Highland Park, lllinois 60035. Further



details, including the specific time, will be posted at http://rememberaaronsw.c
om, along with announcements about memorial services to be held in other
cities in coming weeks.

Remembrances of Aaron, as well as donations in his memory, can be
submitted at http://rememberaaronsw.com.

If you're having thoughts of suicide please please speak to someone, in the
USA call 1 (800) 273-8255.



Previous Events

Funeral and Celebration of Life

JAN 15. 10:00 AM - 2:00 PM (CT)

Central Avenue Synagogue,
874 Central Avenue
Highland Park, IL 60035



