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“We’re all survivors. Even those not at the school that day. 
We all had to find a way to heal.”



ALICIA GRAVES was the former editor in chief at Umpqua Community College’s (UCC) student-run newspaper, The Mainstream. She was working on a class paper when the shooting at UCC took place at Snyder Hall.



Complete digital archive for If I Don’t Make It, I Love You available at www.ifidontmakeitthebook.com. 
Archive includes additional images and essays not 
represented in the book, including a corresponding 
discussion guide for educators.





THE FINAL SECONDS

by Fred Guttenberg



MY DAUGHTER, JAIME, was killed at Marjory Stoneman Douglas (MSD) High School in Parkland, Florida, on February 14, 2018. What I remember of that day was the typical morning chaos: the kids bustling past my wife and me, a rushed breakfast, the dogs barking, trying to get ready for work myself. Still running late. But it’s what I can’t remember about that morning that haunts me. Did I tell my kids I loved them as they ran out the door? Did I stop to tell Jaime I loved her? Jesse, my son? It wasn’t supposed to be the last time. I sent two kids to school that day; only one of them came home.

The day after Jaime’s murder I attended a vigil in Parkland. I spoke at the mayor’s request. While I didn’t prepare, I had a lot I needed to say. I told the crowd at the vigil I felt broken. But I realized I wasn’t alone in my brokenness. I realized that people would help me heal. It’s the greatness of people that gives me the strength and inspiration to move forward.

Jaime was the strongest person I knew, and she fought for her life until the last second. She ran down the hall from an active shooter until a single gunshot ended her life. I don’t know if she died instantly or if she suffered, but I think about her final seconds every second of my life.

Grief doesn’t get easier. Even with time. I’m reminded every holiday, on Mother’s Day, Father’s Day, birthdays, and through the echo of dance recitals that Jaime isn’t here. But I’ve learned so much about myself since her death. I’m strong and resilient. And I learned the same is true for those affected by gun violence. I’ve seen communities come together before Congress fighting for change. I’ve seen networks of survivors comforting one another through grief. I’ve heard parents, siblings, and friends of the murdered share their stories over and over again. I’ve watched this current generation march to end gun violence. My life’s purpose and mission now is to fight to reduce gun violence in our country. To prevent this from happening to another parent’s child.

In this collection of stories, you will meet people like me: parents grieving their child. You will meet students who just made it, friends who survived, teachers who acted, and the families and communities who supported them. One thread holds these stories together: resilience. Since Jaime’s death, I have been welcomed into and surrounded by a community whose strength I could never have imagined. The resilience of this community can never be broken. We will continue to fight. We are parents. We are sons and daughters. We are students. We are teachers. We are friends. We are the change. And these are our stories.
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Fred and Jaime Guttenberg. To donate in Jaime’s memory, 
please visit orangeribbonsforjaime.org.



INTRODUCTION

by Roger S. Friedman, PhD



IN THE FIFTY-TWO years since a sniper calmly took the elevator to the top of the University of Texas Library Tower in Austin in 1966, shot and killed fourteen people, and wounded thirty-one others, more than seventy mass shootings have occurred on America’s school grounds and university campuses. This new form of public human disaster has resulted in hundreds of deaths, many more wounded and countless traumatized surviving family members, first responders, police officers, and witnesses. The frequency of such tragedies has increased since 1996, with twenty-nine multi-victim shootings occurring in just the past fifteen years. You don’t have to be a combat veteran to be exposed to violent trauma in America. Hardly. We have learned a dreadful lesson this past half century, that trauma can occur in formerly safe and even sacred public spaces, and any of us, including our friends, neighbors, and our kids, can be victims.

If I Don’t Make it, I Love You pulls together, for the first time, the voices of several generations of survivors from twenty-one school shootings beginning with Santa Fe High School in Santa Fe, Texas on May 18, 2018 and concluding with August 1, 1966 at the University of Texas, at Austin. The book includes first-person narratives from Columbine High School, Sandy Hook Elementary School, Virginia Tech University, Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School, and from lesser reported tragedies at New River Community College, Thurston High, and Bard College at Simon’s Rock, among others. There are over eighty contributors, including students who have escaped shootings in their own schools, parents who have lost children, children who have lost parents, teachers who have lost students, writers and journalists covering these events, gun violence advocates, and doctors offering medical treatment. These original narratives, some describing experiences just weeks after shootings and some reflecting after decades, provide vivid personal documentation of how trauma affects child and adult survivors—and how human beings, over generations, find ways to lead their lives in the face of haunting traumatic memories and troubling real-time reminders. These brave storytellers describe in great detail the steps forward and backward that occurred in their varied journeys of recovery and the range of strategies they’ve used to cope with making meaning of the trauma they’ve experienced.

An adult mental health counselor, who was a child when her father, a much-loved teacher at Columbine, was killed in that shooting in 1999, describes how in college she found her way into psychology and eventually received a master’s in psychology. Her first job out of graduate school was working with offenders of violent domestic crime, and more than a decade later she is still working in this setting. “I never expected what I found. A room of men from different backgrounds, some wearing business attire, some in jeans, none in wifebeater shirts and . . . no face tattoos.” She reflects that shortly after starting this new work, “it hit me. I’m the teacher like Dad, and these men are students who need me. I finally found where I belonged, in a room full of convicted felons, offering the same things Dad did to those ‘tough kids’ he so often sought out: kindness and encouragement without judgment and an opportunity to work hard to improve their lives.”

One teenage survivor of a shooting at her high school in Maryland says that months after the incident, when she put on the sweatshirt she had worn that day, “. . . my back broke out in hives, like my body was rejecting it.” A Thurston High School student survivor writes, “I fall to the ground. I stare at my hand thinking, I should put that between my legs and apply pressure but then I can’t figure out how to move. I look at my friend and say, I’ve been shot, and he says yeah, me too. Months later, he says we never had that conversation.” A teacher who helped protect dozens of students during the Sandy Hook massacre describes a moment a week later when she stopped at a Starbucks on the way to a funeral. She says she cried as she saw the staff “. . . at Starbucks were wearing our school colors, green and white, in honor of Sandy Hook Elementary School. It took me half a day to realize those were their regular uniforms.”

The residual memories and reminders of trauma stay with us for a lifetime. A survivor shot through the hand at New River Community College in 2013, worries the effects of her injury will prevent her from holding her newborn son’s bottle: “Now, five and a half years later, I’m sitting on my bed. It’s 1:00 a.m. and I’m staring at our new baby. A boy. He doesn’t know it yet, but his life is already affected by gun violence. Specifically, school shootings.”

Even after decades, survivors struggle with how vulnerable they are and how their priorities are different from those of peers who do not share their traumatic experience. A parent who lost a child at Sandy Hook sits in frustration through a PTA meeting when others are arguing about the distribution of donations, and she finally can’t stop herself from shouting out, “At least you have your children!” The sister of a victim killed at Virginia Tech wrestles with deactivating her dead brother’s cell phone, “Not more than eight weeks following your murder, we received a letter addressed to you stating that your cell phone service was going to be deactivated because of your death. . . . Your cell phone recording was all we had left of your voice. I pay ten dollars extra each month to keep your account active. I’d pay anything to hear your voice.”

In addition to this painful frustration about never again fitting into society if you are a trauma survivor, there is a hopeful theme that emerges from these narratives. A decade after her younger brother had been killed at Sandy Hook, his teenage sister says that “seeing my dad work for gun violence prevention for so long and so tirelessly is amazingly inspiring to me and makes me proud to be part of this family. My parents showed me that when things are wrong you stand up and fix them because it’s what absolutely needs to be done.” What we hear in the more recent voices of the contributors to this book is an escalating, more political and hopeful response to the long-term effects of trauma. What half a century ago were viewed by society and survivors themselves as “accidents or private mental health problems” that individuals and institutions should best deal with in silence, is now being redefined as a public health disaster that demands an outspoken narrative, political organizing, and social action. The survivors, with the help of family members, progressive political leaders, and the communication power of the Internet, are leading this redefinition of the problem and, in so doing, are fostering social change while also finding important communal ways to heal.

Today survivors from different shootings, across the country and across the past fifty years, are connecting with each other through groups like the Rebels Project (Columbine Rebels), Columbine Memorial, Sandy Hook Promise, Survivors Empowered (Aurora Theater shooting), Koshka Foundation (Virginia Tech), March For Our Lives (Parkland), Safe and Sound Schools (Sandy Hook), Swim for Nick (Parkland), and Everytown for Gun Safety (Sandy Hook). The March For Our Lives movement, with leadership from Parkland survivors and their families, organized a student-led demonstration in support of tighter gun control that took place on March 24, 2018. Two hundred thousand people marched in Washington, D.C., alone, and there were over eight hundred similar events occurring throughout the United States and around the world on the same day. In September 2018, March For Our Lives organizers began focusing on the midterm elections and broadcast the following banner on their website to millions:

VOTE FOR OUR LIVES!

Now is the time for the youth vote to stand up to the gun lobby 
when no one else will.

On November 6th, we can elect morally just leaders who will 
help us end gun violence in the U.S.

On November 6th, we can change the country. 
November 6: Save the date, save America.

We learn from these personal reflections that trauma is not just an event that takes place some time in the past. It is the imprint left by that experience on our brain, body, and relationships for years and perhaps generations. The survivors teach us that both private and public remedies are needed to cope with their traumatic stress. To feel that you are not alone is the first and most basic step in healing. They discuss how family support and clinical help can be useful in the immediate aftermath of such terrifying experiences and that there is no “right” way to cope with trauma. They eloquently express how important it is to form lasting connections with other survivors and build a capacity to manage dark memories and unsettling symptoms that can recur unexpectedly throughout their lives. As many of the survivors are now adults and some parents themselves, finding positive meaning in the public tragedies they experienced is the biggest challenge they face.

It has been a unique personal experience for me to hear the voices of a new generation of survivors of public school shootings—who, no longer isolated from each other and much more socially conscious, no longer see the rampage of gun violence in America as a private problem to quietly manage, but rather as a public epidemic that demands a public response—and most importantly, they believe they can lead this public response with proud flags waving. I am of an “older generation” of school shooting survivors. My best childhood friend, Paul Sonntag, and his girlfriend, Claudia Rutt, were killed on August 1, 1966, during what we now know was the first incident of public school shootings in the modern era at the University of Texas at Austin. Paul, Claudia, and I were eighteen years old that summer, and thought we would be heading off to college in just a few weeks. The story of how this inexplicable loss as a teenager haunted me throughout adulthood, and the important connection I maintained with the Sonntag family for many years is told in the Foreword to Tower Sniper: The Terror of America’s First Active Shooter on Campus.1 That Foreword, “Sanctuary of Time,” is available in full in this book’s digital archive. I’m now much more conscious of the importance of grieving my loss of Paul and Claudia with others and sharing my experience with those who are interested. I know I must be involved in progressive political action and support candidates who will legislate gun control and other policies to stop or slow down this epidemic of public shootings. In writing my reflections on the Texas tragedy, I returned to the people, memories, and places of fifty years ago in Austin where I grew up. I learned that I wasn’t the only one whose internal life had been shadowed by the legacy of that traumatic day. Far from it. It seems only common sense, but if I can stay connected to those who share these horrific experiences with me, and listen to the voices of the brave generation of survivors you are about to hear in this book, none of us need pass this way so alone. The fearless narratives in If I Don’t Make It, I Love You teach us how to endure the trauma of life, and in a certain way, help us find a sense of hope for the future of our country.

ROGER S. FRIEDMAN, PHD

SILVER SPRING, MARYLAND

NOVEMBER 2018



CHAPTER ONE

SANTA FE HIGH SCHOOL

Santa Fe, Texas / May 18, 2018





WE BEGAN COLLECTING narratives and reaching out to survivors in early February 2018. We were already working on this project when we received news of the shooting at Santa Fe. It was quickly reported that there were ten dead and another dozen injured, all at the hands of a seventeen-year-old student. I remember the texts back and forth between Loren and myself, more victims, more trauma, more hurt, more loss, more anger. The weight of this project already felt so heavy, how could we as a nation possibly carry any more heft?

We were careful with the Santa Fe community. At first, we debated on even including the chapter. They need time to grieve, to mourn, to be alone, we thought. Then, I noticed a mother being very vocal on Twitter about the shooting and the death of her fourteen-year-old daughter, Kimberly. I followed Rhonda Hart and watched as she mourned her daughter Kim. After a few months, I reached out to Rhonda, and while she was hesitant to write for us, she did agree to let me build a visual story through her Twitter feed.

I spent two solid weeks in October reading five months of tweets. Rhonda had tweeted at least two or three times a day, leaving me with hundreds of options for a story. I knew I had to start with Rhonda’s very first tweet posted only two days after the shooting. It read: Kimberly was murdered on Friday at school. This IS her mother. I thought about my own twin daughters, twelve years old now, only two years younger than Kimberly. In so many ways, my own story began when I became their mother. And I will never not be their mother. It seemed fitting to start Rhonda’s story with her reassertion of motherhood. She still IS Kimberly’s mother. She will always be.

I learned so much about Kimberly from her mother’s Twitter feed. She was an avid Harry Potter fan, even attending a Harry Potter summer camp. She was a proud Girl Scout, and loved her little brother. In every way, she was my daughter, your daughter, our daughter. I knew once I found the beginning that I would have to find the end, and I went about it reluctantly. I didn’t want Kimberly’s story to end, in any way. But when I found the end, I knew it. In her tweet dated August 16th, three months after the death of her daughter, Rhonda tweeted a picture of a memorial cross with Kimberly’s name on it. The makeshift crosses had been decorated to honor the victims; there were ten of them. Under the cross, Rhonda wrote:

REMEMBER THIS WHEN YOU VOTE.

AMYE ARCHER, EDITOR
NOVEMBER 2018


The following students and staff were shot and killed at 
Santa Fe High School:

Jared Conard Black, 17, student

Shana Fisher, 16, student

Christian Riley Garcia, 15, student

Aaron Kyle McLeod, 15, student

Glenda Anne Perkins, 64, teacher

Angelique Ramirez, 15, student

Sabika Sheikh, 17, exchange student from Pakistan

Christopher Stone, 17, student

Cynthia Tisdale, 63, teacher

Kimberly Vaughan, 14, student






ALWAYS CHOOSE LOVE: 
A MOTHER’S HEARTBREAK IN TWEETS

by Rhonda Hart and Amye Archer, Editor



Rhonda Hart’s fourteen-year-old daughter, Kimberly, was murdered in her art class at Santa Fe High School. The following story was curated from Rhonda’s Twitter feed by Amye Archer, editor.

[image: image]

[image: image]

[image: image]

[image: image]

[image: image]

[image: image]




JOURNAL IN THREE PARTS

By Bree Butler



Bree Butler was a senior at the time of the Santa Fe shooting.

1.

I hated living in a small town. Never having anything to do on the weekends, the closed-minded and small pool of people to choose friends from once aggravated me. I constantly made fun of the culture and the locals, trashing it and expressing my discontent every chance I got. On May 18, 2018 that changed. I don’t feel this way anymore. I want home to remain.

2.

I would do anything to get the days back: the cheerleaders line dancing to Copperhead Road before the Friday night football game; the dress up days, making myself look like a fool just for the sake of approval of my Student Council teacher. I would do anything to get back knowing everyone’s face as I passed them by in the hallway. I don’t get that anymore. Don’t see those familiar faces. I may have spent my whole life disliking Santa Fe, Texas, but that’s all changed. This tragedy made me appreciate the everyday Santa Fe I never did.

3.

Today these thoughts again. I never thought I’d miss this little town, yet here I am, six months later and six hours away in a small car. I’m reminiscing on the small things I never appreciated before. I think about the line dancing again. I think about the faces in the hallway again. I want to go back to my school before the shooting. I want to relive those days somehow.

I wish I could stand beneath the glorious Friday-night lights. But it’s all different there. I understand that. I wish I could appreciate the good times before they were taken without any warning.



CHAPTER TWO

GREAT MILLS 
HIGH SCHOOL

Great Mills, Maryland / March 20, 2018





IN THE WEEKS that followed the shooting in Parkland, Florida, it became clear that something was happening among students in America’s high schools. Tired of being shot at, tired of watching their friends die, and tired of being afraid, young people were speaking up and using social media to shine a brighter light on the issue of school shootings. This was also the case at Great Mills High School in St. Mary’s County, Maryland, where dozens of students were joining the movement to end gun violence. There was a walkout on the one month anniversary of Parkland, and several students were joining the movement on a national scale. Then, tragically, Great Mills became the site of a school shooting only days later.

This story was slightly different from the others. While it lacked the terrifying designation of “random,” it was equally as horrific in its familiarity. A seventeen-year-old student used his father’s gun to shoot and kill sixteen-year-old Jaelynn Willey, a young, bright girl who was also the ex-girlfriend of the shooter. When news broke, I panicked. I have two daughters, and I remember thinking it’s hard enough raising girls in this world, now we have to worry about this? I was also painfully aware of the privilege in that statement, as there are so many communities in which mothers have been worrying about losing children to gun violence for decades.

Still, as a mother of girls, researching twenty school shootings and the boys behind them has taken a toll. When my daughter wanted to break up with her boyfriend a few months back, I was a nervous wreck, I advised her to go easy. Don’t hurt him, I thought to myself, he might hurt you back. She was eleven. Teenagers hurt one another. It’s inevitable. Girls break hearts, boys break hearts. How does it end up like this?

The new culture of activism was obvious when we started this project. Connecting with those who had lived through some of the earlier shootings had proven difficult, but with Great Mills, we were easily able to connect with Mollie Davis, a student who has become an important voice in the March For Our Lives movement. In Mollie’s story, we see the transmutation of the life of the American teenager from carefree and innocent to terrified and hunted. A change I am acutely aware of as I navigate the teen years with my own daughters.

AMYE ARCHER, EDITOR

DECEMBER 2018


The following student was shot and killed at 
Great Mills High School:

Jaelynn Willey, 16






A DAY IN THE LIFE OF 
AN AMERICAN HIGH SCHOOL STUDENT

By Mollie Davis



Mollie Davis was seventeen years old at the time of the shooting.

That day comes in flashes of memory:

A boy runs by my math class so fast he is a blur of a human. I tell myself he’s running to get away from a fight. Learning later that he was running for his life, shakes me to my core. I see him in my head everytime I look out the door of my math class.

Two people from my class running into the hall to see what’s going on.

My friend texts—they heard someone had a gun and to get in a classroom.

The two students who just left come running back in, saying people are fleeing and something about a gun.

There is some talk of a balloon pop, a sound I realize I had heard, causing mass hysteria. I get a sinking feeling, but I push it aside. I still think this whole thing is a joke or some sort of misunderstanding. I text my parents, angry that someone is causing so much panic as a sick joke. As I do, I hear the voice of a teacher from the hallway yelling at everyone to get in their classes. This normally happens after fights, no biggie.

Then, the urgency.

Two minutes later, the voice of our principal over the intercom informing us there is no immediate threat, but to go on lockdown. I hear a slight panic in his voice. The sinking feeling comes back and I shove it aside again. This can’t happen to us, not my school.

My class does not fully lock down. Many of the classrooms downstairs do, but upstairs is a different story as we’re farther away. We lock the door, but leave the lights on and stay at our desks. We talk among ourselves and I text my group-chat of friends, all of us trying to piece together what we know. One of my friends downstairs says she can hear people yelling about victims and while at this point I knew rationally something had happened, I was in shock and still did not genuinely believe it.

News articles with confirmed police reports start to emerge on social media and we pass them around the classroom, all of us stare at the screen, stunned.

Time is fuzzy, I can’t recall exactly how or when things happened, they just seem to happen all at once. Time still hasn’t gone back to normal. At some point, before the police get to us, reports are that seven people have been shot dead. While this would later prove untrue, seeing that number makes it all real. I start to cry.

A friend messages me asking if I’ve seen Jaelynn because her mom hadn’t heard from her, I haven’t, and little do I know, I never will again.

At some point, I’m in the corner charging my phone when heavy footsteps approach. The police come into our classroom with guns pointed telling us to put our hands up. My warm cell phone in my left hand falls to the floor, I pray it doesn’t shatter. They tell us that it’s over and that we’ll be leaving soon. They leave again.

After some time they return and tell us that we’re evacuating to another high school. My teacher quips with them about wanting to “just go home from here,” and asks if we can use the bathroom. They walk us to the bathroom and back, and tell us to hold tight because they’ll be back for us. After what seems like days of reading news article after news article and texting loved one after loved one telling them I’m alive, the police return for the last time to escort us out.

Before we leave the room they line us up against the counter to pat us down. I am shaky and have a little trouble following directions, which causes me to laugh out loud. I want to scold myself for laughing in that situation but I didn’t know what else to do. Shock is weird.

We are told to leave everything behind except the valuables we can carry in our hands like our chargers and phones. Just before we go downstairs I realize I left my glasses behind and my teacher convinces the police to let him get them. We start to make our way downstairs and to the back exit in the cafeteria to the buses.

Down the long hallway to the cafeteria we pass classrooms doors with ALL CLEAR written on them in big black marker.

Police line the hallways with long guns and block us from seeing where the shooting happened. Now everytime I walk this hallway I feel like a zombie. This happened. Here. At my school. My school isn’t safe anymore.

On the bus to the reunification center, I’m crammed against a window in a seat with two other people. I stare out at all of the police vehicles, at the people on the streets who’ve come out of their houses to stare. I want to scream, but I can’t do anything but sob.

At the center, there is a sign-in sheet, someone asking me for my name. My hands shake so hard my name is near unreadable. Apparently this is part of why it took so long for my dad to get to me.

We’re shuffled into a conference room full of people and I realize that we are the last bus. There are no survivors coming later. I spot my friend Carolyn and step around people and chairs to get to her as fast as I can. I hug her like my life depends on it. We sit down and I stare into the crowded room. Some people are so chill it’s like nothing happened. Some are a total wreck. I see a teacher with tears streaming down his face.

For hours I stare the wall some more, eat pizza, and charge my phone before being picked up by my dad. We walk the equivalent of a city block in the rain back to his truck. I talk to a reporter briefly, and we head home. Halfway home, my chest starts hurting so bad I can’t sit up straight and when I get home after I hug my mom, I more or less drag myself upstairs and into the shower. I stare at the wall and almost burn myself with scalding hot water for forty-five minutes before getting out and putting a new outfit on.

When I tried to wear that sweatshirt again over a month later my back broke out in hives, like my body was rejecting it.

In the end, two people were shot at my school that day. Desmond Barnes, only fourteen, was shot in the leg and has survived his injuries. Jaelynn Wiley was only sixteen and is dead. She will never graduate, never have another summer break, never attend college. I didn’t know Jaelynn well, but I knew some of her friends and got to know more of her friends and family after the shooting. If love alone could have saved her, I know it would have.



CHAPTER THREE

MARJORY STONEMAN DOUGLAS HIGH SCHOOL

Parkland, Florida / February 14, 2018





ON SEPTEMBER 11, 2018, I left my office to get comfortable in my car. Inside, I made final notes in preparation for my interview with Lori Alhadeff, whose daughter, Alyssa, was killed at the Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School (MSD) shooting on February 14, 2018. Like many interviews I’ve had with parents whose children were murdered during a school shooting, my anxiety levels reach an all-time high, breaking out in fiery red hives across my chest.

At first, my interview with Lori began with hope. She told me that while Alyssa wasn’t looking forward to Valentine’s Day, she lit up when Lori gave her a gold bag with a pair of diamond earrings and a chocolate bar inside. I gave Alyssa the present, and she was excited. I told Alyssa I loved her. But then, the air changes. That would be the last time I’d ever see Alyssa alive. I try hard to hold back the tears. And in that moment, I want her story to be about something else like Alyssa’s soccer match or her love of the ocean. I want Lori to stop me on the phone because Alyssa has interrupted her. Nothing can be this true. Nothing can be this final. But it is like so many of the Parkland stories we collected.

Lori described, at length, how her daughter looked on the cadaver gurney in the morgue. I cried as she described her daughter’s bullet wounds, her long brown hair, and cold skin. I’m so sorry. I don’t know what to say, I said. It’s okay, she replied. You don’t have to say anything.

I called Amye immediately after hanging up with Lori. I told her I wasn’t sure I had the stomach to transcribe that interview. I was being ridiculous, maybe. But she reassured me I wasn’t ridiculous at all, and said she felt the same way after interviewing Susie, a mother whose daughter watched her teacher get killed at Sandy Hook. Take your time with this, she said. Return to it when you’re ready. I’m doing the same with Susie. Or I can do it for you, and you can transcribe my interview with Susie. We knew how to hold one another’s pain when the weight of these stories became too much.

About an hour after hanging up with Lori, she sent me photos of Alyssa to use in the book. I stared at Alyssa’s soccer picture for two days. Her low ponytail draped over her shoulder. Her eyes smiling across her face. She is a bright star in this darkness. There was no way she was dead. Later in the week I wonder if she had the chance to try on the diamond earrings her mother gave to her? Or taste the chocolate from inside the gold gift bag?

It was days like these that, like Amye, I yearned for this project’s conclusion. I often told her, as much as I love this book, and as much as I feel this is what I was meant to do, I welcome its ending. And with this statement came intense guilt. Amye and I recognized the privilege in those statements. For Lori and many of the parents whose children were killed at Parkland, they can’t walk away. They have to live without their children for the rest of their lives. And it’s not fair.

And while I’ve never met Alyssa, I miss her. I pray one day when I visit Israel, I meet her on top Masada, the holy rock where she was Bat Mitzvahed. I hope we can stand together, close to God, and that she is happy in Shamayim (שָׁמַיִם), wearing her diamond earrings and eating her chocolate in the heavens.

LOREN KLEINMAN, EDITOR

JANUARY 2019


The following students and staff were shot and killed at 
Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School:

Alyssa Alhadeff, 14, student

Scott Beigel, 35, teacher

Martin Duque, 14, student

Nicholas Dworet, 17, student

Aaron Feis, 37, assistant football coach and security guard

Jaime Guttenberg, 14, student

Chris Hixon, 49, athletic director

Luke Hoyer, 15, student

Cara Loughran, 14, student

Gina Montalto, 14, student

Joaquin Oliver, 17, student

Alaina Petty, 14, student

Meadow Pollack, 18, student

Helena Ramsay, 17, student

Alex Schachter, 14, student

Carmen Schentrup, 16, student

Peter Wang, 15, student






HERE’S THE FUNNY THING ABOUT TRAGEDY: IT NEVER REALLY GOES AWAY

By Rachel Bean



Rachel Bean graduated from Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School in Parkland, Florida, in spring 2017, one year before the shooting on February 14, 2018. She was a freshman college student at University of Central Florida at the time of the shooting

On February 14, 2018, I was working in the Digital Services department at the University of Central Florida’s (UCF) library. My office was small; there were only five of us that handled the old documents and books that needed to be transferred to computers, a type of job that twists and bends the past and present.

While I was working, my supervisor, Page, told me there was another school shooting at a high school in Parkland, Florida. My heart dropped to my stomach, and a layer of frost crept up spine. I knew it was my high school because there’s only one in Parkland, and it was Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School (MSD). I graduated in the spring of 2017, one year before. After I heard the news, I turned to the massive twenty-four-hour news sites as well as local and national news. As I read and watched the news, I remained calm. I’d been trained for an active shooter situation, as had the entire staff at MSD, so they’d know what to do. They also had an armed officer on campus, multiple security guards, and a camera. Everything would be okay, but an hour into the news coverage, I realized I was wrong.

I called one of my closest friends, Olivia Sands. We went through K–12 together and ended up at the same college. She lived across the street from me our entire lives, and her brother was a freshman at MSD. Olivia and I shared vigil at our computer screens. She kept calling and calling her brother who couldn’t, or wouldn’t pick up the phone. I went into overdrive: texted my friends who were still in the school, texted relatives of those friends. I hoped and prayed to hear something, anything. While I waited, I also texted my teachers who I’d grown so close to over my four years at MSD: Teachers who were mentors and who I even considered my surrogate parents were now in danger.

Life stalled. Olivia and I kept hearing the same information over and over again, not getting anything of substance. Watching the news wasn’t helping. So I did the only thing I could think of at the moment: I continued to work. Olivia left our computer vigil to be with her boyfriend, and I kept scanning documents and old books for the next two hours trying to keep my eye off the news reports until my shift was over.

At work, my colleagues expressed their concern for me, but I disregarded their offers to listen or to support me. There was no use getting worked up over something I couldn’t do anything about. I was helpless, and that scared me.

After work, I sat on a hard stone bench outside the library and pulled out my phone. I saw the video from inside the school. Bodies on the ground covered in blood. There were sounds of gunshots going off, which were recorded in a classroom that I had spent time in.

Then, I started to cry.

Grief churned from the pit of my stomach and rose through my throat—it was like bile, bitter and harsh. I couldn’t make a sound. How could I? A couple of my friends who I had met at university found me on that park bench. They didn’t say anything. I didn’t say anything. They heard what happened. Nothing they could say would make the shooting better. They helped me back to my dorm, because my legs felt too weak to stand.

I called my brothers, who had also attended Douglas with me. We’re triplets, and we all shared the same grade. One picked up the phone. One didn’t. Both later admitted they didn’t know what they could say that would help. Neither did I.

Back in my dorm room, alone with my thoughts, I felt rage bubble up within me. I grabbed my cell phone, turned on the camera, and started talking. I talked about gun violence. I talked about how someone went to my school and shot my friends and peers. I talked for nearly seven minutes. Without thinking, I posted it and called it “My high school was shot up today.”

Within minutes I received thousands views, and many hateful comments. In fact, I had more negative comments than supportive. People were calling me a traitor, a liar, an actor, paid by the government to lie to support an agenda. I disabled the comments.

I slept for the next two days, unable to attend class or eat. That weekend I got drunk for the first time, hoping to forget. But the next day I woke up, and life was still the same. My first thought was that I needed to go home. I needed to get a bus ticket down to South Florida to be with my family, to be there for my community and my friends, but I couldn’t. My parents didn’t want me to come home, midterm exams were coming up, and I couldn’t afford to miss classes. So, I stayed in Orlando.

The UCF community hosted a vigil. The speeches lasted an hour; I stayed for three, with Olivia at my side, her brother alive and well, but traumatized. They had posted pictures of the victims. People I knew, people I had known: Coach Feis, who always stopped me from making left turns out of the senior parking lot, but sometimes let me out early if I was skipping class; Nicholas Dworet, who I sometimes saw at the local pool, swimming; and Helena Ramsay, who I met in elementary school and played pretend games with; imagining us as superheroes who could defeat any monster we came across on the playground.

I came home for one weekend in March. There were only a few news vans left at that point. And as the media faded, I continued my life in Parkland: went around town running errands, visited local shops I loved as a high schooler. I couldn’t drive ten feet without seeing a banner of support, or a decal on someone’s car, or red and orange ribbons attached to trees, fluttering in the wind.

Today, the high school looks like a prison. The building where the shooting happened is boarded up, fenced in, and a police car is stationed outside the doors to keep people out. And when I drive on the highway, past the school, no matter whom I’m with (family or friends), words fail me. Silence fills the car, and we reflect on our tragedy.

In some ways, I felt and still feel incredibly guilty for not going home right after I heard the news to be with my friends and family. My guilt even extended to a school project I did in high school. I had always had an interest in school shootings. Call it morbid curiosity. I read books on Sandy Hook and Columbine; I watched documentaries on Virginia Tech and studied the time line of the Pulse shooting. And in my junior year, I made my documentary on school shootings with my friend Daniel from my film class, for the C-SPAN StudentCam documentary contest. I interviewed the mayor of Parkland, the congressman at the time, and I talked my film teacher Eric Garner, who was later credited for keeping nearly sixty-five students safe and calm during the shooting. I took video of students going about their day in the high school, in the building where the shooting eventually happened. Daniel and I won an honorable mention that year for our documentary, never realizing that one day our own school would be victim to a shooting. I mean what were the chances? I can’t help but wonder that maybe, in that documentary, I should’ve pointed out security flaws. Maybe I should’ve done more research on safety protocols. I could’ve done more. I should’ve done more. I didn’t.

I went to the 2018 MSD prom with a friend who invited me, but rather than having fun, I struggled with sadness and remorse. I cried in the bathroom that night. Why was I able to go to such a beautiful event when so many others would never get to go? Life was unfair and cruel.	

I even got to attend graduation and watched my surviving friends graduate. But why did I have to refer to them as surviving friends?

I wasn’t directly involved in the shooting. I wasn’t in the classrooms, and I didn’t have any family there, so who was I to feel sad? Who was I to flinch at loud noises? I ask myself a lot of those questions now.

I didn’t want to be defined by the shooting. I didn’t want my town to be defined by the shooting. So I joined March For Our Lives in D.C. I participated in the die-in at Publix, and I joined the MSD alumni group.

Life is different now. Whenever I go anywhere like the movies or to the store, I look for exits, places to hide, and weapons I can use to fight back with in case of an active shooter. I can’t wear my class T-shirt without getting sympathetic looks from strangers on the street. I can’t say I went to Stoneman Douglas without someone asking about the shooting. That’s what we’re known for now, that’s what we’re all known for, and that’s who we are: a town, a city, a family, students, and peers—torn apart by a massacre.

Maybe that’s all we’ll ever be.




A CONVERSATION WITH 
LORI ALHADEFF



Lori Alhadeff’s daughter, Alyssa, was killed at the Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School (MSD) shooting. Alhadeff is the founder of Make Our Schools Safe and the Dream Team. Learn more about the Dream Team at makeourschoolssafe.org/dream-team. The following is an excerpt of the conversation between Lori and Loren Kleinman, editor, which took place on September 11, 2018.

LORI: The morning started off as Valentine’s Day, a day that was supposed to be about love, and I knew that Alyssa was actually not looking forward to this day, because she’s, you know, a typical teenager, she wanted someone to love her as her Valentine. So, I knew that, and I bought Alyssa a present. In a gold bag, I put a pair of diamond earrings, a chocolate bar, and I put it in this gold bag, and that morning, when I drove Alyssa to school about 7:15 in the morning, I gave Alyssa the present, and she was excited.

We drove to pick up another [kid], a boy, that I drove every morning, and I got out of the car, and I put the earrings on Alyssa. Then we proceeded to the school. Then, we stopped at a light, and I opened the door, and Alyssa had got out, and as she got out of the car, I told Alyssa I loved her. That would be the last time I’d ever see Alyssa alive.

My day proceeded, and it was about 2:10 in the afternoon, I received a text message from my friend, and it said, “Shots fired at Stoneman Douglas High School, kids running and jumping the fence.” Immediately, when I received that message, I had this overwhelming sense of loss that came over my body. I quickly put my shoes on, and I went into my car, and drove as fast as I could to the school. I was only able to go so far because there was traffic. I parked my car up on a sidewalk, and I started running toward the school. There was this yellow tape going across, and I had to stop. There were all these people standing around, and kind of looking at each other. No one knew what to think.

A couple of minutes later, Alyssa’s best friend Abby came up to me, and I remember looking at Abby, and then looking at the space next to her. They were like twins, inseparable.

I looked back at Abby, and said, “[Where’s] Alyssa?”

“I don’t know,” she said.

So, a few minutes later, Abby received a text message, and that’s when I found out the worst news of my life. Somebody told Abby that Alyssa was shot. I fell to my knees and started screaming: “Why? No, not Alyssa.”

I got up and ran toward the school. I was stopped by a big police officer with a gun in his hand, and he pushed me back. I told him my daughter was shot.

I asked him, “Where would she go? Where would they take her?”

He said, “The hospital.”

So, a police officer started running with me. He said he’ll take me to the hospital. I started running, and he was running slower than me. I could feel him keeping up with me. He put me in the back of his car, and I can remember feeling like I was the victim. The seats were very cold and the air was very hot around me. He took me to what was called the Command Center at the Marriott in Parkland. I can remember being the only one there. It wasn’t even set up yet.

We run inside, and we tried calling the hospital. Then, I decided to go to one of the hospitals, and I told my parents and my husband to go to one hospital, and I texted, or I put on Facebook, for people to look at Coral Springs Hospital.

I ended up going with a stranger into a car, and he said he’d take me to the hospital. We ended up getting to the light, but I wanted to get a police escort because I knew it would be faster. I got out of the car, then went into the police car, and he drove to the hospital. When we got there, we went into the ER, and I can remember running into one of the rooms, because I thought I saw Alyssa. There was a girl that looked like her, but it wasn’t.

Then, we were speaking to the doctors, and trying to figure out if Alyssa was in one of the rooms. Then they said she could be a Jane Doe in the OR. So, I ended up going back with the police officer. We went back to the Command Center, and this time there were hundreds of people.

They took people that couldn’t find their loved ones to a section of the Marriott, and then they took us into a mini room. . . . Nobody knew anything.

I remember going into the bathroom and screaming because I knew my daughter Alyssa. She was the type of kid that would be able to find me in a second. She knows my phone number, she would’ve borrowed someone’s phone. I knew time was passing and it wasn’t looking good. At 10:00 p.m. our rabbi was there, and I told him he needs to start planning the funeral arrangements for Alyssa, and he said okay.

It was about 2:00 a.m. when someone finally called us into the room, and they told me something bad happened. They didn’t want to say it in front of me. They only wanted to tell my husband. I said, “No. Tell me.” He said that Alyssa was shot in the face so she was unrecognizable. It turned out to be a lie. We left there that night and the next morning I went to the Everglades, the closest place I could think to be with God, and asked him why he took Alyssa. As I left, there was a big gleaming light in the sky. The sun was rising. I went to my mother’s house, and I got my mom. I told her that we were going to the medical examiner’s office which was forty-five minutes away from Parkland. When I got there, I told them I wanted to see my daughter, and they told me that I couldn’t see Alyssa. But, they brought me back an 8×10 color photo of Alyssa’s face, and that’s when I knew . . . with 100 percent certainty that Alyssa died.

I left there and went with my husband to the funeral home. We spent two hours planning Alyssa’s funeral. When we got to see Alyssa I touched her and tried to warm her with my hands. She was so cold. I was trying to bring Alyssa back to life. I was looking at the places where she was shot. She was shot ten times: in the heart, in the femoral artery, in the head, and in the hand. She was shot in other places, too. I cut a piece of Alyssa’s hair off because I didn’t want the killer to take everything from me. I wanted to have something to remember Alyssa by.

I told my husband I wanted to go to the park where they were doing the memorial service for the victims. When I got there, I was angry, and I went up to a reporter, and I told her I had something to say. She brushed her hair off, and said, “Well, we’re not on the air.” So, I went down the line, and there was another reporter there standing with a microphone, and I told them I had something to say. He handed me the microphone and he said, “We’re on in five seconds,” and that’s when I did my speech about Trump, about what he can do.

EDITOR’S NOTE: View the video of Lori Alhadeff’s speech to President Donald Trump: youtu.be/-cmaeYG3EIE

So, the next day, we buried Alyssa, because we’re Jewish, and in the Jewish religion you bury in the next day. There was hundreds of people there, and I put my hand on Alyssa’s casket as it was being lowered into the ground, and I touched it until the last possible second that I could touch it. As a mother, you birthed your child. You raised your child. When your child dies, it’s your job to make sure she’s buried.

So, we ended up sitting shiva for Alyssa for seven days at my house . . . I knew to honor my daughter and to be a voice of change. I empowered myself to want to run for school board . . . to have a seat at the table. To have a vote and a voice. So I ran for the school board and was elected.

LOREN: What are some of your favorite memories of Alyssa?

LORI: Alyssa loved the beach. She loved the ocean. She loved riding the waves in the ocean, especially in New Jersey. We used to go to Long Beach Island all the time. So, when she came [to Florida], the waves weren’t as big as they are in New Jersey. She’d always try to go to the beach, to Deerfield Beach, any second she got. She loved to hang out with her friends, and she loved boys, and she was social. She was beautiful, and very smart. She already had ten high school credit classes, and she was only a freshman. She was taking high-level classes.

Alyssa had such zest for life. She was always doing all these things. One activity from one to the next, which was great. She played soccer since she was three years old. She played competitively. She was the number eight and wore the eight on her soccer jersey. She played the eighth position. So now I say play for 8 or #playfor8, and when you turn the eight sideways it’s the infinity symbol, which means forever. I told Alyssa’s friends #liveforAlyssa, #playfor8. I try to empower the kids to say, “Hey, I still have a life, and it’s really special, and I can live for Alyssa and do all these things for Alyssa, because she can’t. Her voice was silenced. We miss her a lot.

. . . Alyssa was Bat Mitzvahed on top of Masada in Israel . . . Alyssa got to be in Israel on top of Masada. [Really] close to God. That was really powerful, and the Jewish community has embraced my family since the tragedy . . . [Everybody] from every faith has been so loving and caring. It’s helped us with the healing process and empowered me to be positive, to make sure change happens, that Alyssa’s death isn’t in vain. That no other child or family has to go through this.




ROOM 1216

By Dara Hass



Dara Hass is an English teacher at Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School. Her classroom was one of the first entered by the gunman. Three of her students were shot, and multiple others injured.

PART ONE:
WRITTEN TWO DAYS AFTER THE SHOOTING

On February 16th, I visited the Channel 10 News website and read the time line for the Marjory Stoneman Douglas shooting for the first time since the horrific events only two days earlier. My heart sank when I saw the numbers, 1216, staring back at me. This was my classroom. I am classroom 1216. In my classroom, five of my students were shot multiple times. Many others from my class will have shrapnel souvenirs in their arms, legs, and heads to remember this horror. I lost three sweet, beautiful souls in my classroom that day. I just keep saying to myself this cannot be real.

There are two time lines of the Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School massacre on Wednesday, February 14th. One from Broward Sheriff, Scott Israel, and one from someone who lived it. I apologize if it is too real and understand if you don’t read it. Maybe I should not write it. I don’t know. I am so sorry if I am in the wrong for writing my time line of the event. My head is still trying to process it all. I honestly just don’t know what to do. I just keep telling my story because I cannot believe it. Soon I will believe it and reality will truly sink in and I may not want to share it again.

2:19 P.M.

UBER DRIVER DROPS OFF NIKOLAS CRUZ AT THE SCHOOL AT 5901 NW PINE ISLAND RD., IN PARKLAND.

2:21 P.M.

CRUZ ENTERED THE EAST STAIRWELL WITH A RIFLE INSIDE A BLACK SOFT CASE. HE EXITED THE STAIRWELL AFTER PULLING THE RIFLE OUT OF THE CASE.

I sent a student out to use the restroom. He said he saw the shooter and the young man told him, “things are going to get bad” and to get out. The brave student reported it to Coach Aaron Feis. Feis took the student off campus. Feis saved this student. This student saved MSD. Feis went into the 1200 building to investigate the report of a student with a gun. He saw Nicholas Cruz and lost his life protecting students entering the building.

2:21:33 P.M.

CRUZ BEGAN SHOOTING AT CLASSROOMS 1215, 1216, AND 1214.

It happened so fast—there was no warning—we all dropped to the floor and hid. I called 911 and texted to my husband that my students have been shot and to call 911. I hugged the students who did their best to hide under and behind my desk. I communicated nonverbally to the students hiding across the room. These students witnessed three of their classmates and friends lose their lives. Injured students were pulled to safety by their fellow classmates. They barricaded themselves under fallen desks. We sat in silence while the 911 operator told us she was with us and help was on the way. I held back tears and panic as I hugged my students. I knew that if I lost control of my emotions then my students would lose hope.

TIME UNKNOWN

CRUZ RETURNED TO CLASSROOMS 1216 AND 1215, AND THEN TO CLASSROOM 1213.

The 911 operator told us to be quiet and the shooter was coming back. The students and I did not move—perhaps we did not even breathe. I texted goodbye to my parents saying I loved them and thanked them for everything they have done for me. They did not know I was in this horrific moment. I did not want them to know. My mom replied to my message thinking it was a Valentine’s Day text with an “I love you too.” I also texted goodbye to my husband and said I loved him and that I loved our girls. I hugged my students. I prayed for God to protect us all. Then, I heard shouting outside my door. I saw movement outside the slender rectangular shattered window on my classroom door. Someone pushed through the shattered glass and an arm went through the window to open the door. In ran law enforcement to get us out of the building.

My students were escorted out of my room to safety by the police. I stood up making sure the students were all out. They were not all out. I stood in shock as I stared at the bodies still in my room. I was silent, but my thoughts screamed, “This can’t be real! These kids have to be okay! Maybe they are unconscious from the shock of their injuries and they will be okay. Perhaps they will never walk again, but they will be alive. I will push their wheelchairs everyday if I have to! They just have to be okay!” I just stood there, wide-eyed at my precious students lying motionless. The officer walked over to me and wrapped his arm around me gently, leading me out of the classroom to safety. I did not want to leave the students. They needed me. They needed me to comfort them. I wanted to just hold their hands and tell them they would be okay. The voice in my head screamed, “They have to be okay!”

Law enforcement got us out and safe in sixteen minutes. They saved us.

2:29 P.M.

CRUZ TAKES A SOUTHBOUND TURN, CROSSES FIELDS, AND RUNS WEST ALONG WITH OTHERS WHO ARE FLEEING AND TRIES TO MIX IN WITH THE GROUP RUNNING AWAY.

Once out of the building, I felt confused, shocked, and just plain helpless. I was frozen crying in front of the building as I watched students and police run in all directions. Another officer ran over and he quickly walked me to the safety of the sidewalk. He talked to me and calmed me down. The officers were so kind and gentle as they guided me out. The shooter was still on campus and they needed me to get to safety, yet they still showed their hearts with patience.

Once I reached the sidewalk and was at a safe distance from the building, I began to breathe again. The officer let go of me and said I was safe and to head to the police car barricade. I nodded and wiped the remaining tears from my face. I took a deep breath and began to turn toward the barricade, which consisted of crowds of concerned people surrounding police cars and ambulances. As I took my first step, one of my students came to me covered in blood. I looked into his sweet blue eyes pleading for help. His eyes that were so scared and lost. I said that I would take him to the paramedic, and asked him where he was hurt. He looked at me with a mix of sadness and confusion and said I don’t know if it is me or my friend. I nodded realizing he was sitting next to two of the students who had been shot. I put my arm around him and led him to medical help. Once I was able to get him to the paramedics, I turned and encountered more injured students who needed my help. Students covered in blood and wounded. These are faces I will never forget.

3:41 P.M.

A COCONUT CREEK POLICE DEPARTMENT OFFICER DETAINS CRUZ AT 4700 WYNDHAM LAKES DRIVE. HE IS POSITIVELY IDENTIFIED AND TAKEN INTO CUSTODY.

I am thankful to be alive and home with my family and friends, but I have a huge heartache for all the lives and innocence lost. I tell myself it all happened so fast and there was no warning, but it does not ease the pain in my heart and the tears in my soul.

I can’t sleep and my head hurts. My eyes are swollen from tears. The anger is starting to seep in. Why does this evil happen? Why were these precious lives taken? Three students in my class lost their lives. The rest will live with metallic reminders. My friends and fellow staff members are gone. Those sweet young lives taken for no reason.

I just don’t understand, and probably never will. I just pray it ends here and no one will ever have to endure another tragedy like this one.

PART TWO:
WRITTEN TWO MONTHS AFTER THE SHOOTING

It took two weeks for the constant anxiety attacks and crying to fade away, I still have those moments, but not as frequent or intense as I did in February. I have begun to live in the “new normal.” That is what they call it, the new normal. It is anything but normal.

I have witnessed something horrific. I have endured the fallout of the emotional roller coaster, which occurs after a traumatic event. My life will never be normal. I will always have a sense of fear and look for exits everywhere I go. I startle at the smallest sound, which I brush off with a forced laugh and smile to put others at ease. I focus my thoughts on logic and reality to help guide my way through the pain and confusion of emotions. There will never be a clear answer to why this happened. I will never be the same person I was before this tragic day.

I am weeks away from starting the 2018–2019 school year, and my classroom along with everything inside it is sealed up tight. I don’t care because it is just material things that can be replaced. My heart just aches for the innocence lost in that classroom. That is something that can never be replaced.

I will never be the same, but I will push forward. That is all I can do. I will take each day, each moment with my loved ones, each moment with my students as a gift. I will be strong. I will be loving. I will be positive, passionate, and proud to be an Eagle. I will forever be room 1216!




A CONVERSATION WITH 
MITCHELL DWORET



Mitchell and Annika Dworet’s seventeen-year-old son, Nick, was killed in the shooting at Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School on February 14, 2018. Their younger son, Alex, was shot and injured that day. Alex survived. The following is an excerpt of the conversation between Mitchell Dworet and Amye Archer, editor, which took place on October 9, 2018.

AMYE: Can you share a little bit about Nick and his love of swimming?

MITCHELL: We joined him up [when he was seven] and he really took to it. He started meeting friends and learned all four strokes. He liked the competition. He learned to win, lose, how to follow directions. He just had fun with it. They’d write on their bodies, “Eat my bubbles.” And I would joke with Nick later on, even when he was almost six foot, “Nick, let them eat your bubbles.” It was a funny thing, he’d roll his eyes.

Then, at fifteen years old, Nick quit swimming. Broke my heart, broke my wife’s heart. He said “Dad, I’m so bored, the same four strokes.” He had reached nationals with Coral Springs Aquatics. And he just was bored.

When high school came around, we had a choice between going to different schools and he picked [Marjory Stoneman] Douglas for the swim team. As we were walking through the school, we said, “Nick, let’s just go over to swim team and talk.” He was like, “No, I don’t wanna go over there.” And, as we passed, the coach started talking about water polo with some people. “You don’t have to swim, you can do water polo.” He was like, “Okay, it’s a team thing. Let me try it.”

At the same time, he also was struggling academically. But with water polo, he met a lot of kids and made some good friends. Nick was still somewhat fast, he was first to the ball at water polo. But, since he had such poor grades, he couldn’t play water polo, either, at that point because of his grades.

So one of his friends said, “You have to meet the coach that I swim with TS Aquatics in Tamarac, his name’s Coach Andre.” He went, met Coach Andre, and hit it off. He trained Nick to not only become a great swimmer, but instilled important life lessons on becoming a better person.

Soon after, he also started going out with Daria, who was a swimmer, but went to a different school. So Daria came into the picture, his coach at TS Aquatics, and new teammates from many different schools around the area, private and public schools.

That’s when he got his GPA up to three-point-something. He was doing really well. His swimming was just extraordinary.

But he learned from that experience. He wrote an essay, which I later found, and the title of the story was, “Never let a stumble on the road be the end of your journey.”
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Talked to the medical examiner today. Kim
was shot four times. Twice each with a shot
gun and revolver. The shot gun shells
damaged her liver, spleen, collapsed one of
her lungs, damaged her heart. She did not
stand a chance of survival. #kimberlyjessica
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I've really been struggling this week. When |
found out how many times Kim was shot, it
shook me to the core. 4 times, in her torso. It
ruined most of her internal organs. There
wasn't anything any doctor could have done.
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And | sit here and think: “it doesn’t even take
that many shots to kill an animal.” That
physco ruined my baby’s perfect body. He
stopped her heart. | could not donate any of
her organs, there was nothing left.
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Today is Kimberly's birthday. She would have
been 15. On May 18, 2018 she was in the art
class at Santa Fe high school. She was shot

four times. She passed away almost instantly.

Please remember Kimberly today and do a
good deed. #kimberlyjessica
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Replying to @estababyy

It comes and goes. Yesterday was lots of ugly
tears for me. No idea why. Better cry them
out than keep them in. '

10:43 PM - 20 Jul 2018
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I was in high school when Columbine

happened. My own school had to evacuated | read Kim's death certificate today. Cause of
because of bomb threats. Now 20 YEARS death: multiple gun shot wounds. Time of
LATER school shootings are still a THING and death: 7:45 am. Age at time of death:14. She
imy daightens dead-EnolinhlsEanlg} was ONLY 14. Never got her first kiss, never
#kimberlyjessica #GunControlNow

learned to drive. Never went to prom.
#EnoughlsEnough #kimberlyjessica
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Dropping her off at summer camp a few years

This sweet girl will never get to play in the ago. This was horse camp. I'm sure camp lasts
in. Akimbaryi : all summer in heaven and they never run out
snow again. #kimberlyjessica of s'mores. #EnoughlsEnough

#EnoughlsEnough #GunControl a #SantaFeSchoolSh
v - #GunControlNow
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a Rhonda Hart [ oo
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30 days and 3 hours since my baby left this

world. Kimberly Vaughan was MURDERED in Part of me thinks she’s still at camp. Part of
her art class on May 18, 2018. She passed me knows she’s gone. #EnoughlsEnough
away from MULTIPLE gun shot wounds at #kimberlyjessica #SantaFeHighSchool End

7:45 AM. This CAN NOT continue to happen.

: gun violence now.
#gunsafetyNOW #kimberlyjessica #KJV #SF10 X
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@KimsMon

This was the last selfie we took together. May

That's a text message | sent Kim on Friday 18, she was murdered in her art class.

morning. She never got it. Her time of death
was 7:45 AM.

Thank you, they go
great with multi grain
cherreos

Wed, May 16, ¢

Everything alright
down there?

Fri, May 18, 8

ARE YOU OK?
ATETTA

11:00 AM - 16 Jun 2018

Rhonda Hart
) ©rimsMom3 v

Baby girl, you were quite good at causing

trouble. How | wish you could come and @KimsMom v
pester us just one more time.

Happy Fourth of July everyone. This was last
year before we watched fireworks. The last
time she'd ever watch them.
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Kimberly was murdered on Friday at school.
This IS her mother.

8:09 PM - 20 May 2018
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Rhonda Hart - FR Rhonda Hart
| have to meet with a pastor today to talk

about my daughter’s funeral. | shouldn’t have ;
to.do this. #fightiorkim #KIV #onein]0 summer. She should have a summer job. A

#GunControl @realDonaldTrump how are you spot at summer camp. @realDonaldTrump
going to prevent more school shootings? We what are yotigeing to do about this? )
want to know? #kimberlyjessica #SantaFeStrong #fightforkim

AM - 24 May 2018

My baby should not have a cross this

v mie QODOCOOO0O

Q 1 1 4 Q 219 8

@tedcruz | wish you could have heard the
wails of the families when they announced
that our babies had been murdered on May
18th. Maybe then you'd think twice about
taking money from the NRA. #ENOUGH
#kimberlyjessica #KJV #SantaFeHighSchool
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3:42 PM - 24 May 2018
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“This important and poignant book about the afiermath of school shootings shines a
light on the life-changing impact of this uniquely American phenomenon.”

—Shannon Watts, Founder, Moms Demand Action

IFIDONT MAKEIT,
ILOVE YOU

Survivors in the Afiermath of School Shootings

e shooter

erything you
Don't talk that way.
“The cops are all over
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KY HUNTER,

Former USMC and Vice President of Programs, The Brady Campai,
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REMEMBER THIS WHEN YOU VOTE.
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1:52 PM - 16 Aug 2018





