
Shattered Lives

On a quiet suburban street, the crisp evening air was filled with a sense of peace

and serenity. But a few miles away, another world was unraveling in chaos.

In a dimly lit bar, Louie Larson sat at the counter, clenching his fifth drink of the

evening. He had been trying to drown his sorrows after losing his job and girlfriend in the

same week. The familiar burn of alcohol seemed to temporarily numb the pain, but it

also clouded his judgment. As the night wore on, drinks flowed freely. He knew he

shouldn’t be driving, but desperation and intoxication overpowered his rational

thoughts. Louie stumbled out of the bar and staggered towards his car. The engine

roared to life, and he peeled out of the parking lot, swerving onto the road. The neon

lights from the bar began to fade in his rearview mirror as he sped down the empty

streets. With his vision blurred, slowed reflexes, he swerved and weaved along the

winding back roads.

Meanwhile, in a quiet suburban home, the Baker family was celebrating the

birthday of their oldest daughter Charlotte, who had just turned 16. Streamers hung

from the ceiling and balloons covered the floors. Laughter filled the air as friends stuffed

their faces with the delicious red velvet cake that Mrs. Baker made. As the evening fell,

Charlotte's parents blindfolded her and led her to the garage. A bright red car sat

glistening under the garage lights. Charlotte stood in shock, not knowing if she should

start crying or jumping with joy. When her excitement finally calmed, her family decided



to take a joyride in her new car. She started the engine and pulled into the street, but

headlights appeared hurdling straight at them.

Louie was minutes away from his home. Seeing the empty roads, he smashed

down the accelerator. As he raced down the dimly lit street, he lost control of his car,

slamming on the brakes, sliding across the road, but it was too late. In the blink of an

eye, he crashed head-on into Charlotte's car. Sounds of crunching metal and

shattering glass filled the air. The silence that followed was filled with dread and

disbelief. Bystanders panicked; they rushed to the van, fearing the worst. The scene that

awaited them was a true nightmare. Blood covered the faces of the lifeless family.

Louie sat there disoriented as he attempted to exit his car. His airbags had deployed,

leaving him with stinging eyes and a racing heart. Panic and guilt consumed him as he

began to realize what he just did.

Sirens wailed in the distance as first responders raced to the accident. Within

minutes they arrived on scene and assessed the situation. The unmistakable odor of

alcohol clung to Louie. It was clear he was driving under the influence. Handcuffed and

mirroring the flashing lights, he was escorted into the police car. The consequences of

his actions began to settle in his mind. Regret and remorse flooded his body as the

police car drove away, but he couldn’t help but reflect on the choices that led him to

this moment. Louie thought to himself, “I should never have driven drunk”.



Inside the police station, the weight of Louie’s actions grew larger. Fingerprints,

paperwork, and a series of questions reminded him that his life was now limited to a

dark cement cell. Don’t drink and drive, Arrive Alive.


