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I see flashing lights getting closer.
Emergency vehicles are pulling to the house in a rush, as if someone’s life depends on it. But I know there is no sense of urgency anymore. ‘It’s too late’, I want to tell them but my lips are tightly shut. I can’t speak of it ever, even if I could.
In the state of shock everything slows down. I look at the police officers running into the house, at the ambulance pulling out the garters, at the nurses grabbing their first aid kits… They all are blurred figures on the background and their presence makes no sense. I can hear someone yelling in the background, but it’s hard to concentrate on what they are saying. 
But they keep repeating same phrase over and over up until it registers in my head.
“She is dead”, someone morbidly announces.
I realize that my clothes are still dripping wet and I start wondering if they give me dry ones once they take me in for questioning. I hope so.
I hear some other voice in the background. The only voice that matters. 
My son. “Mom, mommy”, he calls for me.
I have to get him. I have to tell him it’s going to be okay. That we will be okay. Tell him that those strangers in the house are just there to help and there is nothing to worry.
That I will protect us in the only way I can think of.
I wish I could unsee.
(‘It was a tragic accident’, I whisper to myself.
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