Handprint
Theme: Don’t beat yourself up over things you can’t control.
Conflict: Getting over her husband’s and son’s death.

Crisis: The heartbreak was unbearable.

Resolution: She feels better because now she is with her family.

Emotion: sadness
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All I could do was stare at it.  I didn’t know what else to do.  Nothing was the same anymore.  There was no one to look forward to coming home to, no dinners to make, and no soccer practice to drive to. My life just wasn’t the same.  I didn’t know what to do now that they were gone. The house was so quiet that the only sounds I could hear were the breaking of my heart and the roar of the rivers that flowed down my cheeks.  All I could do was gaze at the handprint on the wall.

Sometimes when I stared I would become so sad that I would feel like I was drowning in a sea of my own tears.  It felt like I was flapping my arms around but no one was there to save me.  I was on my own.  There were other times where I became so angry that I wanted to just put my hand through the wall and rip his little hand print into tiny little pieces.  I would scream.  Sometimes I would scream just to scream, and other times I would scream at God for doing what he did to me and my family. There were even times where I would just scream at myself or at Bill.  
Yet, there were other times where I couldn’t even move.  My whole body hurt. Every muscle, bone, joint, and even every hair on my body hurt.  The pain would be so intense that breathing would be a challenge in itself.  I felt like I was dead and part of me wished I was.  I would have to sedate myself with bourbon just to sleep for an hour.  During that hour that I would sleep I still didn’t sleep well.  Nightmares of that night would haunt me.  They would tear me apart from the inside out.  Some were so bad that I would try to open my eyes but my body wouldn’t let me, so I had to lay there until it was over.  I’d wake up in tears and a cold sweat and reach for the only friend I had, a half empty bottle.

I could hear Mrs. Peterson walk in and out of my house all the time.  I heard her now as she poked her head around the corner to find me still sitting in the same position from the night before. She kept bugging me to talk to her but I knew she could never understand the agony of what I was going through.  She had never gone through something even remotely close to what I was going through.  How could she possibly understand how I was feeling?  She would always come over and make me get up off of my dinner room chair and move into another room.  At first I would always resist her, but it came to a point where I would just let her believe that she was being a good friend.  She took me into my bedroom and made me lay down for a while thinking that I might sleep.  Little did she know that it just made it worse.  

The thoughts of Bill would start swarming over and over again in my head.  The nights that we spent together in this bed, talking, holding each other, making sweet love until the early morning and even the flirting we would do in the morning with each other.  Thoughts would soon wonder off to think of my son, Drew.  How he loved soccer and spaghetti.  I clenched my teeth together when I thought of Drew, and that the last thing I had from him was a handprint on my wall.  Memories of that night came back at me faster than a lightening strike.

Bill came home that night in a good mood.  Me, on the other hand, I was stressed out.  Like always I had put too much on my plate and couldn’t digest it all.  I was on the phone and making dinner when Bill came home that night.  I didn’t even say hello to him as he walked in the door.  I was too busy to notice.  The first time I noticed him was when we sat down to have dinner.   Yet, I was quickly distracted when Drew came rushing in from playing with his friends outside.  As he walked around the table, he stuck his dirty, muddy hand on my white wall leaving a perfect handprint.  I was so stressed that I snapped at him and told him that right after dinner he was going to wash all of the walls in the dinning room.  Bill being the peacemaker suggested that we all go out for ice cream instead.  He thought we all could use the break for a while.  I knew he was right but was too stubborn to let him know that.  After dinner Bill took Drew out for ice cream and I stayed at home.  Staying home that night was the biggest regret of my life.  As they were on their way home a teenager ran a red light and smashed into the side of Bill’s car.  The boy hit our car so hard that it rolled three times then found its resting spot in the bottom of a ditch upside down.  I got a call two hours later telling me that I needed to go to the hospital.  I don’t think I have ever driven that fast before.  I got there and all I could do was stare at them.  I was too late.  I never got to say good bye.  I missed them so much.


I couldn’t take it anymore.  The agony was a much stronger power; I didn’t have the strength to overcome.  I had made a plan earlier in the day to fix all this heartbreak I was going through, but I just didn’t have the courage to make it happen.  Being in the bedroom pushed me over the edge and I found the courage to execute my plan.  I pretended I was asleep when Mrs. Peterson was in the room.  After she left I slowly got out of bed and grabbed Bill’s gun from his nightstand.  I remembered when he bought that gun.  He was scared because the house a couple houses down was robbed in the middle of the night and he wanted to make sure he could protect his family.  He always was paranoid. Little did he know that a burglar was going to be the least of his concerns when it came to protecting his family.  I waited until I thought I heard the front door close, and then slowly I raised the gun up to my head.  I looked up at the sky and asked God to forgive me for what I was about to do and for all my sins in the past.  I closed my eyes and slowly pulled the trigger.  
