
The next day, Dillon brought all of the teachers together for a meeting, a time to 
regroup as a staff.  The trauma team still assembled elsewhere; as far as he knew they 
would arrive late in the week.  But the work needed to begin now, and he knew it.  He 
cleared his throat and spoke haltingly, “Ang… I.  I don’t know what to do here.  I don’t 
want to put all the weight on your shoulders by any means; I can only imagine how much 
pressure that would be.  But I really need your help.  What do we do?” 

Angie sighed.  “The first thing we need to do is understand that we aren’t okay, and 
that’s okay.  We need to give ourselves permission to hurt, to grieve, and to feel whatever 
emotions we’re feeling.  This isn’t a normal circumstance; this is traumatic.  If we force 
ourselves to follow a certain path in terms of our emotions then all we’re doing is telling 
our students and our community they have to feel a certain way.  We won’t process and 
they won’t process and we’ll all just end up stuck in the same vicious cycle. 

“The next thing we need to do is to give our students and their parents a safe place 
to talk, to cry, to be angry, whatever they need to do.  The trauma team will help in some 
ways with that, but this is a very reserved community.  It takes time for us to open up to 
each other.  Some will benefit greatly from having outsiders to talk to.  Others will need 
someone with whom they are already comfortable. 

“Lastly, we need to realize that this community will never be the same again.  We 
aren’t going to get Brett back.  We are going to help some people walk through some 
difficult physical healing processes.  We cannot go on about our day as if nothing has 
changed because life has changed.  People are already feeling less safe and as the reality 
sets in, there will be more of that.  So instead of trying to return to normal, we need to 
help people move forward into the best possible new normal we can.  We have to let each 
person have his or her process and even when we disagree, we need to respect that 
difference unless it is causing harm.” 

One of the long term teachers spoke up timidly from the back, her grey hair elegant 
as ever, but her eyes belying a deep fear.  “Ang?” 

“Yes, Belle?”  She held her shock at bay as best she could; Belle Gray despised 
Angie, especially anytime her profession as a psychologist came up. 

“Ang, have you ever been through anything like this?” 
“What do you mean?” Terror started to claw its way up Angie’s spine, latching 

onto her throat and gripping the base of her skull. 
“I’m so scared, Angie.  I just want someone to reassure me that it does get better.  

If you’ve helped people deal with this or been through this yourself, you know what it’s 
like.  You can offer some reassurance.” 

At that exact moment, Jase walked in at the back and took a seat unnoticed by any 
but Angie.  His mere presence gave her enough courage to speak.  “Actually, Belle, I have 
been through something very similar.  I was at a school during an IEP for one of my 



patients.  A gunman started firing on the school; in the process, he killed my son.”  Grief 
constricted her throat so tightly she thought she may not be able to speak ever again. 

Several gasps went up from the room, and suddenly, even the most hostile of her 
colleagues looked on her with camaraderie born of knowing they weren’t alone.  “The 
pain does not go away,” she warned them, “But it will lessen with time.  Or maybe lessen 
isn’t the right word.  You learn to live with it; you learn that when a wave of sorrow hits 
you that there will be a day, maybe not today or tomorrow or even a week from now, but 
eventually there will be a day where you don’t feel like you are drowning.  That’s the 
reality we need to offer this town; otherwise they will fall into despair.” 

Over the next several weeks, Angie shared her story more than she ever wanted to, 
but she also found a great deal of healing for herself in it.  Her students clung to her and 
she to them; their parents reached out to her, brought her food or had her over for a meal.  
They sat together and talked, often the parents themselves shared their stories and found a 
moment’s rest in knowing they weren’t alone. 

Harper and her dad learned to hug each other again and be real about the loss of 
Harper’s mom.  Her vocabulary transformed and she started to help her fellow students 
find release in art.  Drake continued to be a source of wisdom and comfort for his peers.  
His parents invited Angie and Jase in often and proved to be secretive by need of their 
respective jobs.  Persephone took the whole thing hardest of all, but amongst the trauma 
team, she found acceptance and she slowly let go of some of her boisterous ways.  
Tristan’s dad continued in a strict manner but provided far more emotional support than 
Angie expected and worked as often as he could with Tristan by his side.  Gibson’s mom 
stuck around; she confided in Angie how difficult she found it to be stable.  She asked 
Angie for help and the two women grew as friends.  The town never was the same, but it 
did become a better version of its previous self.


