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Recoil; my body fluctuated backwards with the undele force of the metallic
machine which would thrust me forward into my f&urhe Gun. | held it over his limp
body, for the first time in my life | felt it — | &s in control, | had power. He deserved it
after the way that he treated me, after all he’dedtm me.

| was confined to that prison he called “home’adimg, cooking, and waiting at
his beck and call. | was at his disposal. He strifiae perfection but nothing was ever
good enough for him. | was never enough for hinefess, worthless, and pathetic” that
was the life he gave me. | took down all the msrior the house, disgraced at my
reflection every morning; | saw what he wanted mbdlieve. Shattered confidence and
no self respect; that was his parting gift. Wellettainly gave him something to think
about. It took me years of covering bruises (I wiagays the “clumsy one”) to realise
that | wasn't the problem, it was him.

When | over-stepped the mark, the rifle came ootwktonic it was that his final
demise was from his weapon of choice. After a tagdat he came home bringing with
him the stench of booze and his infidelity. Blegras usual, his fist made contact with
my face — a shattering pain, my face immobilised/ ,wake up call, | vowed tonight
would be the end of my affliction.

Hurtling up the stairs with nothing but anger ahdex hatred fuelling my rage |
went to our marital bed. The room that was meaefpitomise our love would surely
reveal our relationship for what it really was. #&¢&de, a mask under which horrors lay.
As he stumbled in forcing abuse to me, | forcedléebto his head. The frustration that
was constantly brewing up inside of me was finalhpeased, | felt release. Delirious, my
mind became perturbed.

Police sirens | could hear them coming towards coejing to get me. They
know, how do they know? How could they know, I'nh@mest person, | follow the rules,
I didn’t do anything it wasn’t my fault, it was himhwas all his fault. Finger Prints.
They’ll know it was me — better get out of herebeMmy new life comes to a bitter end.
Head for the door quicker, faster. My legs tremdndd try to speed up.

His body got in the way, | tripped, | fell and nofere’s nothing but silence in
this house of horrors — he got the last laugh.



