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After deliberations that Friday, we knew it would continue Monday,

We spent a large portion of the day discussing the case.

We went over evidence and testimony from all of the witnesses,

Especially with the FBI and police officers and how everything was collected.

This was definitely not an easy process going through everything,

There was the question of whether both kids were mentally insane during the shooting.

While we don’t know ourselves how drugs can affect the mind,

We had to depend on doctors and psychologists with their testimony.

Each lawyer had their professionals and we have to decipher what’s truth,

Along with what to disregard and think logically, it wasn’t easy.

These kids lives were in our hands and they were up on a lot of charges,

Enough to put them in prison for the rest of their lives.

The thing is, we don’t get to determine their prison term, the law does that,

We are just voting guilty or not guilty for the charges they’re facing.

We spent most of the morning deliberating and we finally made a decision,

We all voted and agreed on everything and then went to lunch.

After lunch, we all met in the courtroom and court was in session,

The judge looked at me and asked if we agreed on all of the charges and I said yes.

I handed the decision we all made to the bailiff and he hands it to the judge,

She looks it over and begins to read all of the charges and guilty pleas.

As she read all of the charges and guilty pleas, I can hear the emotions,

Coming from all of the families who have suffered with loss in this case.

The ones who had to bury loved ones, the ones who were seriously injured,

The ones who worked in that school and won’t ever be the same.

People were breaking down and crying, hugging and consoling each other,

While Matthew sat emotionless and Max’s head dropped with each guilty said by the judge.

The judge looked over at us and thanked us for our services and all that we’ve done,

That this was one of the biggest cases in state history and society will be forever changed by our decision.

She remanded Matthew and Max to federal prison for a later date with sentencing,

As I watched Matthew and Max get shackled up with chains and handcuffs.

I couldn’t help but to look at the families, the ones who wanted justice,

Along with Matthew and Max’s parents as they looked emotionless and shocked.

With tears in people’s eyes, they looked and us and said thank you in a low tone,

We could read their lips and what they’re saying and we all knew we made the right decision.

It was the end and we finally got that huge weight lifted off of our shoulders,

When we got to the back room, we all hugged each other and shed some tears.

We knew we weren’t going to be around each other anymore,

As we prepared to take the shuttle bus to the hotel, we cherished the last moments we had together.

Our families would be meeting us at the hotel to come and get us,

We finally packed up our things into suitcases and cleaned out our hotel rooms.

Our last meeting was in the hotel lobby and we all hugged and cried together,

We got one last group pic that will never make it to social media but into a frame to put in my living room.

My fiancé pulled up to the hotel, I hugged him for the longest,

I didn’t want to let him go as I felt the warmth of him comforting me.

My life was going to get back to normal somewhat, or so I hoped,

But something tells me the story doesn’t here, it only begins….
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It was Monday and I went through a weekend of uncertainty,

I knew the jury wouldn’t have a decision on Friday.

So I had to keep busy all weekend and distract myself,

I got phone calls from Matthew on Saturday and Sunday.

Monday came and most of my morning was spent waiting nervously,

Then after lunch for the courts, Brian called me and I knew.

The jury had made their decision and it was time to go to court,

The drive there was full of nerves as my stomach was in knots.

Something told me this wasn’t going to end well,

I felt it in my gut, I was feeling queasy and I hated that feeling.

It was nerves and the food I just ate was beginning to digest,

There were people talking in the car but I wasn’t paying attention.

I couldn’t tell the difference between my husband’s voice,

Or anyone else in the car that was talking, it was me and my thoughts.

As we arrived to the courthouse, it all felt numb to me,

I wanted to run and go somewhere alone and be there forever.

Walking through the madness of media reporters yelling out things,

It was all noise pollution to me as we entered through the backdoor.

Once we get through security, I ran to the bathroom,

As I vomited all of my lunch into the toilet without no regard for who was in there.

As I felt the acid in my esophagus, I knew what the verdict was,

My gut told me, and my whole life went into a complete madness in my mind.

I sat on the floor in the stall and began to weep tears of sorrow,

Then I heard Rebecca come into the bathroom to make sure I was okay.

I had to get myself together quickly before she walked to the back of the bathroom,

Opened the stall door and saw me in an uncompromising position of hopelessness.

I wiped the tears from my eyes, flushed the toilet one more time,

Walked out as if nothing had happened and just said I had a little stomach bug.

I washed my hands, rinsed out my mouth and walked out of the bathroom,

I proceeded to the cafeteria to get a ginger ale to settle my stomach.

There was an acceptance in my heart that I wasn’t going to see my son for a long time,

I didn’t know for how long but any amount of years, it wasn’t going to sit well with me.

Eventually, I mustered up the courage to walk into the courtroom,

I sat in my normal place as I watched the boys be escorted in by the bailiffs and police officers.

We all stood up as the judge walked in and started the proceedings,

As there was an exchange of words between the judge, head juror and bailiff.

I became fixated on the paper that was passed from the bailiff to the judge,

It felt like I could see everything through that paper as the judge began reading everything.

With each charge read, I constantly heard guilty and my heart dropped to my stomach,

It was the beginning of the end for all of the hell I’ve been through.

Through all of the guilty pleas, I could hear people cheering and also crying,

I didn’t know whether I should feel bad for my child or happy that people got justice for their loss.

It was a mix of emotions as I looked at my husband and he had a blank stare,

He had no words, he must have known this was all coming too.

I didn’t sense any nerves from him on the way here,

But then again, he internalizes a lot of things and for his own reasons.

As I saw the jurors walk out of the courtroom, I couldn’t help but notice,

They were all looking at us too as it was an emotional day for all of us.

I couldn’t cry, there weren’t any tears that can come from my eyes,

And even if I could cry at this very moment, it would be for many reasons.

For the loss of my only child, for the families who lost loved ones,

For allowing all of this to happen on my own watch, it was too much to deal with at this very moment.

As the judge banged her gavel and we departed the courtroom,

We would all meet one more time for sentencing and I knew I didn’t want to come back.

I looked over at Matthew as he was shackled back into handcuffs,

He looked at me with a look of disdain and was then escorted out of the courtroom to the prison van.

Sadness filled my soul as a mother who lost her child,

But also as a mother who couldn’t imagine losing her child to a cold-blooded killer.

The ride back home to somewhat normalcy felt like an eternity,

As Zach and I were really quiet, there wasn’t much to say.

There were so many thoughts going on in our heads,

That it would be too much to talk about as we envisioned our lives changing for the worst.

We knew what we had done and what we allowed to happen,

There was just this hope that the justice system would prevail our way.

That was honestly just a false sense of reality even though we got the trial moved,

No juror was going to let my child off for such a horrific crime no matter the mental state.

We let a lot of things get in the way of our daily lives and I hated it,

Getting home and being in my own environment helped me somewhat.

Weeks later we would end up back in that town and courtroom,

For the judge to sentence my son to 40 years to life for what he had done.

A 17-year old kid gone to the system and wouldn’t be eligible for parole,

Until he was 57 years old, it boggles my mind, I’ll probably be dead by then.

With the stress, heartbreak and guilt I live with right now,

It will definitely take a toll on me as the years go on….
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