
Angie looked at her students, saw the terror in their eyes and instantly returned to a 
compartmentalized version of herself which at one time thrived on high risk situations.  
Her words flowed smoothly and with a calm reassurance that held order within the 
classroom, “I need everyone to go into the supply closet, please.”  They all stood and 
followed her orders automatically. 

While they went, Angie closed the blinds, locked the classroom door, and grabbed 
her cell phone.  She joined her students in the supply closet and locked the door from the 
inside.  The gunfire came closer and the students huddled as close to Angie as they could 
get; their need for security fairly lit the room with its palpable crackle.  Angie prayed 
silently, but Persephone surprised her with a question: “Ms. Angie, will you pray with 
us?” 

Angie felt tears prickle through her eyes as she recognized the answer to her 
prayers for her students, that a door may open for her to share her faith in some tangible 
way.  “Of course.  Is everyone okay with that?” 

Five heads bobbed and faint yeses squeaked out of genuinely frightened teenagers.  
Angie wished she could hold each of them close and reassure them that they would be fine.  
No certainty of that existed, though.  At any moment, the gunfire may injure or even kill 
one of them or someone they loved; her faith gave her hope for eternity but provided no 
assurance that here and now would be easy or comfortable. 

“God, we’re in a bad spot right now and really need your help and protection.  
Thank you for sending your Son that by believing in his sacrifice and victory over death, 
we can have hope of eternity with you so that even on dark days, we can still have peace 
and joy.  Whatever is going on outside these walls, God, please bring a swift end to the 
shooting and bring our community safely through it.  In Jesus’ name, amen.” 

“Ms. Angie,” Harper whispered. 
“Yes, Harper?” 
“Do you really believe that?  What you just said?” 
“Yes, I do.” 
“Is that why you’re so calm right now?” Drake questioned. 
“Yes, absolutely.  I couldn’t be calm right now otherwise.” 
A shot rang so close Gibson whimpered and buried his face in Angie’s shoulder.  

The little boy inside the young man leapt out and sought comfort in the closest thing he 
had to a mother.  Angie wrapped her hand around the boy’s head and rocked slightly back 
and forth, hushing him with an almost uncanny stillness in her demeanor.  The other 
students pressed in even closer. 

From out of nowhere, the closing hymn from the Sunday evening church service 
popped into Angie’s head and she sang it softly like a lullaby in an effort to cut through 
some of the tension in the confined space.  Persephone laid her head on Angie’s other 



shoulder and actually fell asleep while the class waited for the all clear to come.  Angie 
kept singing whatever song came to mind until finally they heard the door crash open. 

Tristan jumped at the sound but settled back onto the floor and waited pensively.  A 
loud voice called out in the classroom: “Ang?  Are you and the kids in here?” 

Angie breathed a heavy sigh of relief, the displacement of which woke Persephone.  
“Yeah, Dillon.  We’re in the closet.”  She unlocked the door and stepped out to see her 
boss and two cops in full tactical gear.  She recognized one as Jase Adams, and a smile 
spread so wide as to bring out the crinkles around her eyes.  “Hey, Jase.” 

“Ang,” he breathed her name like he’d been holding his breath.  “I’m so glad 
you’re okay, hon,” he pulled her in for a hug which her nervous students took as a cue to 
comment. 

“Ewww!” Harper declared.  “Really, Ms. Angie?  You just had to hug him in front 
of us?” 

“Aw, c’mon,” Persephone interjected with a laugh.  “They’re super cute.  Admit 
it.” 

All three boys simultaneously made a motion as if to gag themselves.  Angie 
laughed but turned serious, “What do we need to do now, Dillon?” 

“The gunmen have been contained.  We’ll debrief each classroom and then the 
students are going to be sent home.  School will be closed for the week so we can get a 
good trauma team in.  We’ll resume school on Monday but not have regular classes until 
Wednesday.” 

“I’ll help in whatever way I can,” Angie promised, though her eyes flickered to 
Jase’s for just a moment.  The pained expression on his face let her know he understood 
what such an offer meant, the toll it would take to enter that world again. 

“Thanks, Ang.  I really appreciate it.  Outsiders will only be able to do so much.” 
Until that moment, Angie thought everyone still considered her an outsider.  Now, 

finally, it seemed perhaps they took her commitment to this town seriously.  Maybe they 
realized she meant to stay and now accepted her as one of their own.  Then again, it could 
just be the trauma talking. 

After her students debriefed with Jase and his partner, Angie made sure each one 
connected with a parent.  Even Gibson’s mom showed up.  He looked more frightened by 
seeing her than he was in the closet; perhaps her presence made the reality of the situation 
more tangible for him.  Angie hurt for all of her students but Gibson in particular.  His 
mom actually stepping into his life might prove harder for him than either of them 
realized.  Trust came over time but they just didn’t have that kind of time right now.  He 
needed to feel safe immediately, not once she proved herself stable enough to care for his 
emotional needs.  Still, a kid needs his mom.


