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Personal Choices
By Anonymous

We had been living on the streets for five months before we robbed the bank for the first time. Kerri and I were tired of not having money, and not being able to take care of our family, so we finally decided to rob a bank to get enough money to get us on our feet. Robbing a bank did just that, it got us on our feet, and more. We didn’t just stick to banks, but also convenience stores, and other semi-large businesses. We slowly built up each of our banking accounts, and were able to get a house and provide our children with food and the necessities that they needed. It became more of an addiction than anything, something we could stop doing, because who would have thought that getting money was that easy? So that’s what we planned, once a month, as a way to get enough money to take care of us and our children. After doing it over and over again, the police were slowly catching up with us. They were already able to name our strategies for each robbery. So our plan was finally to move out of state and start over totally and put the robbing behind us, but before we did, we needed enough money to leave, so we decided to do it “one more time.”
*****

I sat there, nervously waiting for Kerri to come out of Wal-Mart with our masks. We had been waiting there for at least two hours, plotting our robbery, for the Bank of America, that sat right across the street. Kerri stepped out of Wal-Mart carrying a bag of filled with all kinds of paraphernalia. She stepped into the car, “John look at this mask,” she pulled out a creepy, wrinkled up form, which had hair coming out at the top. 

She put it on, “How do I look?”

 
“Scary,” I replied. 

“Good, that’s what I was aiming for!” 

I quickly put on the identical, hideous, mask she brought for me. We sat there silent and still; I could see the tenseness in her eyes, and body movement. The cops had caught up with us so fast, and we were slowly starting to regret it. But this was the last time we would do it. If only we could get through this one last time, we will be free to go where ever we needed and start over.

I decided to break the silence, “Are you ready?” 

“Yeah, lets go” She hesitantly replied.

 We stepped out of the car, with our guns we had bought from a pawn shop, tucked under our clothes. We had to go in with as much confidence as possible. We stepped through the automatic door, and slowly held our guns up in the air. Without hesitation I pulled the trigger, a firing bang came out of my pistol, and shot through the ceiling. “Get down! Get down, this is a hold up!” Kerri quickly yelled. 
I ran to the receptionist with enough courage to stick the gun to her head “drop the phone,” I said protectively. I wasn’t about to get the cops called on us. 
Kerri ran up to the banker, with our duffle bag, “We want it filled and quick!”  As Kerri impatiently waited for the money, I stood threatening to shoot anyone who moved. I slowly scanned the room, looking at everyone. I could see the fear in their eyes. I never paid attention to the people before, but now I felt sorry for scaring them like this; I hoped they didn’t think I was really planning to shoot them. I kept thinking to myself, they must hate me and think that I am a horrible person. I wish they were able to understand that this is what I’ve ever really known how to do to survive. 
Suddenly I snapped back to reality and glanced over at Kerri. The bag was already full, and she was already hauling it out the door. I quickly ran and caught up with her. We could already hear the police sirens from the distance. So we ran, practically stumbling to the car, carrying the bags of money to the car. We jumped in the car ready to haul out, we sped across town, ready to go anywhere, but not wanting to lead them to the house. They were right behind us, with their lights flashing blue and red. I knew that there was no way out, we were finally caught. I wanted to do this by myself, and I didn’t want Kerri to be caught with me, because someone needed to take care of our children. If only I could get away for a couple minutes I could drop Kerri off with the money to flee, and turn myself in. 
With that on my mind, I sped up, and lost them, but I knew they were knew where I was headed, so I pulled over in an alley and gave Kerri instructions on what to do next. She reluctantly agreed that that was what was best for the family. So she stepped out of the car with the money. We exchanged our goodbyes, and last hugs, and she promised to come see me, when she could. As soon as I pulled out of the alley, the police car was right there waiting for me. I peeled out, trying to make it not obvious what I hade done in the alley. I led it out for about 20 more minutes, leading about 12 police cars across town. When finally pulling over to back down. I was nervous and scared but it was all I could have done. 
