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  Sheila (Matthew’s Mother)

  
  




Matthew was always a troubled child,

Especially when he was much younger.

There were certain things he said and did,

But as a parent you think nothing of it.

You chalk it up to boys being boys,

Sadly that wasn’t the reality of it.

Zach and I tried to give him everything,

The nice house, big backyard, toys as a child.

Toys never interested him like that, but he liked the outdoors,

He was able to run around, be free and chase animals.

When he killed a squirrel with his dad’s BB gun I was concerned,

But my husband told me that was a one time deal.

The signs were coming and I couldn’t get control of it,

I was in this place of denial that I had a troubled child.

All of the other parents had normal kids who interacted with each other,

I went tooth and nail with my parents about Matthew being totally fine.

I would blame their kids for the way Matthew acted,

Knowing good and well Matthew was aloof and never liked social interaction.

Kids that weren’t like him, he didn’t take a liking to at all,

Until he met Max and his life would change for the worst.

Matthew loved being around his dad as my husband collected guns,

Matthew had a fascination for guns and how they were constructed.

Zach and Matthew would spend weekends taking apart the guns,

Then cleaning them and putting them back together which was fine.

I once again was naive to Matthew eventually wanting to learn how to shoot one,

I always told Zach not to teach him and to wait until he got older to do that.

Our big backyard became a shooting range until neighbors called the police,

Then I became hostile toward them trying to stick up for the men in my house.

We became the social outcasts of the neighborhood and the block,

No one wanted anything to do with us and I eventually accepted that.

Trouble was brewing and to get a phone call from the FBI today,

It only made me think to myself, I could’ve saved those kids.

I could’ve saved those staff members as I watched my television in horror,

Knowing that so many years ago, I had a chance to go get Matthew medicine for his illness.

Zach detested that and because he was the medical insurance policyholder, I let it go,

But there was always a darkness in Matthew’s eyes that I could never explain.

It was like this monster was living inside of Matthew and he made him do horrible things,

And when Matthew and Max became best friends, Max brought out that evil in him.

They became ruthless in all that they did and I tried to get control,

But as Matthew shot up in height and weight over me, I was truthfully afraid of my own child.

I was angry at myself, there was guilt that lived inside of my heart,

I wanted my child to get better mentally but then I didn’t want to deal with him anymore.

The prison system can take him in and do whatever they needed to,

Rehabilitation was definitely not something that can be done at this point.

Matthew was cold-blooded, no conscience, didn’t care about his behavior,

I can only imagine the horror in everyone’s eyes when he walked into that school.

The amount of times I’ve watched news coverage of school shootings,

Always saying to myself, it’ll never happen here but I was a fool for thinking that.

I had an evil child living in my home, occupying a bedroom,

Where he calculated how he and Max were gonna run into that school and kill everyone.

There was bullying that went on, but it was Matthew doing the bullying,

But once again, I went to bat for Matthew and blamed the other kids.

I’m quite sure the other kids called him names, but I always told Matthew things,

Not to let it bother you and not everyone is going to like you in life.

Matthew surely didn’t care, he had a hatred toward anyone who didn’t like him,

That’s just how he was and always stuck that mindset no matter what.

Next was going down to FBI headquarters to meet federal agents there,

This was going to be a long day as the task force took Max and Matthew in.

Tears flowed down my face as I couldn’t feel them, I was numb to all of it,

I was about to become the most hated mother in America within the next few hours.

The next few months of my life started flashing in my mind, I knew what was coming,

The media being in my neighborhood, the courthouse, newspaper articles,

National media coverage on gun control, basically a life of complete hell.

So many other things that I know was coming that I can’t prepare for,

I can’t sit and blame people for all of this, I let too many things go for too long.

There were opportunities to get Matthew out of that school and home school him,

All of the should’ve, could’ve, would’ve’s but I didn’t do a thing.

Time to head to FBI headquarters, I can’t watch this anymore,

Wishing this was all a bad dream but it’s become a total nightmare.
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  Zachary (Matthew’s Father)

  
  




I couldn’t believe it was my kid,

My pride and joy Matthew killed people.

He does have anger issues which he got from me,

But to get a phone call about a school shooting shocked me.

This is beyond crazy but then again, I have regrets,

I should’ve never taught him how to shoot guns.

My childhood was rough because of what I dealt with as a child,

I was abused mentally, physically and emotionally which caused my mental issues.

To think about it now, my son acquired my mental issues,

I was busy poppin pills to stay sane most of my adulthood.

Then when I got better, had my son, I refused to accept certain things,

I saw his troubling ways through reflection of my past transgressions.

The pills I was on did nothing but keep me docile and depressed,

Which is why I never wanted my own child to be on them for any reason.

My wife saw all of the signs that were coming, I was just in denial,

I always thought Matthew would eventually get better on his own but he didn’t.

As the man of the household, I have to take full responsibility for what happened,

The wounds inflicted in people’s hearts is something I can never heal.

My wife Sheila called me to say Matthew was involved in a school shooting,

Automatically I knew that every weapon I owned was at his disposal.

My mind began thinking of the arsenal of guns he ran into that school with,

The amount of bullets that were shot from those guns, insurmountable.

Memories of what Matthew once was, an innocent child,

All of the times we played together in the yard, that won’t ever happen again.

Our lives are forever changed because of what happened today,

The drive to FBI headquarters felt like an eternity.

The traffic that engulfed this town as there were ambulances flying down streets,

Knowing the bullets that were in my home have hit innocent children and adults.

I went into a daze as I was driving, somehow my motor skills were there,

As I watched a police car drive right by me with Matthew in the backseat.

I wanted to get through traffic to follow that car but no one knows who I am,

But the country will soon know, I’m the father that let all of this happen.

All because of my denial of who my child really was, an evil monster,

There’s a loss for words as I sit in traffic thinking about the chaos around me.

Thinking about all of the parents who are trying to get to their children,

As my car inches up a few feet every few minutes getting closer to the city.

It was gridlock and there was no escaping this by the highway or side streets,

Emergency vehicles had their own lanes with escorts and we couldn’t avoid that.

My life is in shambles or should I say it has been hell for the longest,

Constantly going to the school and dealing with the administration.

Matthew was days before being expelled from the high school and I knew it,

I was starting to realize he couldn’t be in a large environment full of high school kids.

Home schooling was the next option but I knew I’d have to do a lot of overtime,

To pay for someone to come to the house everyday to teach the curriculum.

My life became a complete blur as I neared the FBI headquarters,

As my heart sinks to my stomach and this town would become historical for all of the wrong reasons…
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  Rebecca (Max’s Mother)

  
  




Max, my one and only son, my pride and joy,

The loner, the social outcast that didn’t want to be bothered.

He always had a kind heart, he adored me and never left my side,

Especially when he was a young child, he loved his momma.

Things changed as he got older and became a teenager,

His destructive behavior became a common occurrence in school.

Being an adopted child played a role in that for sure,

He always questioned why his biological parents didn’t want him.

There was a story to it and I eventually gave in and told him the truth,

His mother was a crack addict and his father was a well-known criminal.

Kids finding out he was adopted shattered him as he was ridiculed,

He would always be told his real parents didn’t want his sorry ass.

Harry and I were told being adopted would affect him later in life,

Max had a learning disability because of the drugs his mom did while pregnant.

He was born prematurely and was in ICU for the first 3 months of his life,

As his mom bailed and went back to the crackhouses to shoot dope in her veins.

Prostitution, solicitation, you name it, she did it, I knew who she was,

I would never tell Max who his biological mother was, it would hurt him more.

He was very aloof a lot of times because of the effects of his mother’s drug use,

He was left
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