
 

 

 “I never meant to hurt anyone, I never meant to make things worse, I promise you!” said the 

lost and confused girl, whose hands were painted red. The incident that many in the small town will 

forever remember, was created by the most beloved sweet girl. No one truly knew her, but they did 

know how kind she was to each and every one of them, and how she would always help someone in 

need. Though she knew them, yes she knew them so well. Each day she would walk around greeting 

people, gathering supplies and groceries, and doing many people favors. She noticed the little things 

people enjoyed, and what they got excited over. She wished to be loved, so she would do whatever it 

took to make everyone around her happy. She would spend her little bit of money on something that 

someone had always wanted, or she would stay up all night creating gifts, she would even give her last 

bits of food for the week to the little kids that wanted a snack. She would never start conflict, and she 

would never hold a grudge. In fact all she ever did was try to show others the beauty in everything, and 

why they shouldn’t be focusing on just their small disagreements. People favored and loved her, they 

were so very thankful for everything she did for them, but they never did do anything for her in return. 

Of course they would say “thank you” or “you’re the most amazing person,” because people couldn’t 

possibly take her favors without letting her know they were thankful. But everyone had just assumed 

“oh a bunch of others must give her things in return, I don’t think I really need to.” Unfortunately, that 

was never the case, she really never got anything in return. One day when the girl grew tired and 

exhausted for staying up so many nights, and having no food to eat, she decided to stay home for the 

day. She figured this would be fine because she simply just needed a break, and so many people had 

already gotten her help the day before. As the next day came, she went back out to greet everyone, but 

instead of everyone greeting her back, they were staring at her with anger in their faces and hands in 

fists. She was confused at first, and then when she began to tune in to what was happening, she realized 

they were all yelling at her. They were saying things like, “you were supposed to be there for me,” “I 

needed your help,” and “I was relying on you!” She couldn’t believe what was happening, all she could 

do was stand still and stare into the distance. Finally she snapped back into place, and without 

hesitation she ran back to her house and locked the door behind her. She had collapsed to the floor, and 

for a few minutes she just sat there hyperventilating and sweating, though she had no idea why. She 

was just in so much shock, and she felt almost angry. Which she didn’t usually feel; she cared for 

everyone, and was never angry at anything that happened. But now was different. Now she was very 

angry, and she could tell, though she didn’t know how to control it. So she stomped up to her room 

where she had hundreds of handmade and bought gifts that she had ready to give out that day. Within a 

second of entering the room there was things flying in the air and crushing under her feet. She was 

enraged and couldn’t stop destroying everything in her path. She went from smashing gifts, to stomping 

on them, to throwing things, and then breaking her own things. She didn’t know how to stop or how to 

control it, but at this point she didn’t even care. She went over to a big window on the second floor of 

her house, and she just began throwing all of the crushed and ruined gifts out. Everyone in the town 

began circling her house and just watching everything happen I the moment as if they were at a movie 

theater. They had their mouths open in aw, and couldn’t believe what was happening. You could hear 

people saying throughout the crowd things like, “what is wrong with her,” she’s gone mad,” and “why is 

she doing this!” Instead of realizing how they took advantage of her and didn’t appreciate what she had 

done for them, they talked down to her and made her seem like an awful person. As she calmed down 



just a little bit, she stopped yelling and throwing things out the window. She tried to take some deep 

breathes and look around at all of the people watching back at her, and she couldn’t believe the looks 

on their faces. All she could see was horrified faces looking back as if she was some kind of monster that 

was going to hurt them. Within a couple minutes of standing in silence, she just decided to slowly close 

her window and lock it. She slowly walked to her bed with a shocked yet blank face, as people outside 

were saying “hey, you come down we need to talk to you!” All she could physically do at that point, was 

drop onto her bed and curl up into a ball. She didn’t go to sleep, and she didn’t think about anything 

that happened, she just quietly rolled back and forth staring at her blank and destroyed wall. Eventually, 

after about an hour people stopped yelling up at her widow, and started going back to their homes. The 

girl did eventually fall asleep, but not for a few hours; and even though she did end up sleeping, it wasn’t 

for long. After about an hour and a half of getting to close her eyes and shut down for a bit, she had 

woke back up pretty clueless. She didn’t know why there was a huge mess in her house, she thought 

maybe she was robbed. She also didn’t know why she had bruises and blood on her hands and feet. She 

had a massive headache and couldn’t think straight, but then the memories flowed back to her. The 

destroyed house made the girl upset and frustrated because she loved everything to be clean, and it 

didn’t help that her body was already aching in pain while walking all over the crushed things. She went 

over to the only clean place left in her house, the bathroom, and looked in the mirror. As she looked at 

her reflection she didn’t really understand what she saw. There was a person she had never seen before, 

that she didn’t recognize. She touched her face, and so did the person in the mirror, she then realized it 

was her. But how could it be her, the other person looked completely different, like a monster in fact. 

They didn’t have her log braided brunette hair, instead it was chopped. They didn’t have her pretty, 

poufy dress, instead it was some sort of scrap. They didn’t have her special handcrafted shoes, instead 

they were barefoot and covered in bruises. While observing all these things, she caught a glimpse of her 

hands. One other thing they didn’t have was her perfectly painted nails, instead they had blood covered 

hands. The girl stood still in shock, staring back at what seemed to be her. Then stepping out of the 

bathroom the sweet, kind girl realized the red was everywhere. She didn’t understand what happened, 

or why it had. All she remembered was painting a portrait for all of her family and friends. She went to 

the room where she keeps all of her crafting supplies, and screamed at the top of her lungs when she 

saw her brand new masterpiece. It was indeed a painting, which was what she had expected, the only 

difference was that paint wasn’t used, instead it was blood. She ran out of her house as quick as she 

could, but stopped and stared back at the police and all of their cars. She saw crying friends of hers, 

people she was so close to. Though when they looked back at her they yelled “Why would you do this! 

What’s wrong with you?” All the girl could do was stare back at the, with no response at hand. She 

simply didn’t have one, she didn’t see what the problem was. Until she was being put into the police car, 

and out of the corner of her eye, she saw the paramedics carrying out several bodies that were now 

deceased. All the girl could do was sit there in silence, and cry. She didn’t know how any of this 

happened; all she knew was clearly she had to have done it, but she still has no idea why. She kept 

crying and crying, till someone from the town asked to speak to her before they took her away. They 

rolled down her window, and all the sweet, kind girl had to say was “I never meant to hurt anyone, I 

never meant to make things worse, I promise you!” As all her tears were streaming down her face.  


