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You Can’t Go Back

It has been a long week. Your apartment is beginning to fall apart. The stress from work
is causing you to lose sleep at night and to make your week even worse your credit card had been
compromised. The first thing that comes to mind is, “Why not have a few drinks to escape from
the reality of the day?” Not much later, being able to walk straight is like trying to walk on a
tightrope, and eyesight is blurry, but at least the horrible day has been forgotten about. Now
comes the time to head home from that brightly lit bar named Ralph’s. As the driver’s door
unlocks you hesitate and wonder if you should really be driving. Home is not that Jar. I feel fine
to drive home. Nothing could go wrong. Driving home you keep crossing the middle yellow lines
but you catch yourself and steer away each time it happens. I'm almost there. I just have to make
it home.

Just as you turn the corner, you cross into the other lane just as another car is coming
towards you. Due to your reflexes being slower, you don't see the other car until it is too late and
you didn't turn the wheel fast enough. As the other car tries to move out of the way to avoid you,
you hit the back left side of their car so hard that the sound from the crash echoes down the road.
Once police arrive you learn that you hit more than the side of the car but rather the 4 year old
boy that was sitting in the back seat. ] killed him. The police officers arrest you and you see the
mother of the child you killed. She is in tears as she hears that her only child is no longer alive,

She sees you and her sorrow turns into hatred. Hating you for taking the one thing she loved



more than anything. Hating you for ruining her life. Hating you for killing her son. Hating you
for driving drunk.

His name was Henry Staurt. He was 4 years old and he was going to be turning 5 in a
week. Him and his mother were on the way to the store to get decorations for his birthday party
when you were driving home drunk. He loved hockey more than anything and wanted nothing
more than to become a professional hockey player, if he had been given the chance to grow up.

You took away his chance to grow up. You learned all of this about Henry as his parents
sat in the court room, looking at you with disgust as they told the court about the life of the
innocent boy you had killed by driving home drunk. Henry’s favorite color was blue, and he
could eat mac and cheese for every meal. His parents were looking forward to watching him
graduate from high school or see their only son get married one day. You took this all away from
them.

That day replays in your head every day as you sit in your prison cell you now call home.
You were given the sentence of manslaughter. If only I had taken a cab home instead of driving
home drunk. If only I could go back to that moment, I would do it differently and Henry would
still be alive. It is too bad that you can’t go back. You can't fix it.

Everyday someone is killed from drunk driving, whether it is the driver or an innocent
bystander and once that moment happens it can’t be taken back. There is no going back in time,
to change it or superheroes who will save the day. Only you are in charge of your own actions,
and most of the time you are not the only one who has to live with your consequences. Just make
sure to be thinking about this on the cab ride home from the bar rather than in the back of a

police car that is leaving the scene of your mistake.



