
What sounded like firecrackers was followed by a flash of light that illuminated the 

cafeteria. What I saw next was unimaginable:  Ross lying in a pool of blood. Heat coursed 

through my body. I recognized the pale countenance of the shooter. With his arm extended, 

he pulled the trigger again, releasing rounds into my friends’ innocent faces. Kyle, wounded 

and bleeding, tried to escape his assailant. Derek, almost unrecognizable, had collapsed on 

the floor. It was the complete obliteration of Dylan’s features that brought me back to the 

gunman’s face. The piercing scream of the girl beside me as a bullet tore through her skin 

jolted me. This was really happening.  

Running to the lunch line, my only intention was escape. I spent the next two hours 

huddled in a corner. The doors were locked, the lights turned off, and we were trapped. My 

classmates’ screams recorded in my memory. After we wrote our statements, men with bullet 

proof vests and big guns escorted us outside. Helicopters, swat teams, police officers, and news 

reporters swarmed our small community. Walking to the elementary school, I saw my father 

with tears in his eyes. As his arms wrapped around me, it hit me: these events would be 

forever woven into the fabric of my identity.  

How did this happen? How did we not see that someone who was once one of us had 

become so flooded with hate that he was able to commit an atrocity of this magnitude? What 

could we have done? We may spend the rest of our lives searching for the answers to these 

questions, but before we stop the hate in others, we need to stop the hate in ourselves.  

I didn’t host a campaign or start a nonprofit organization, but I have made the 

commitment to live as an upstander, not a bystander.  Before the shooting, I may have 



laughed as my classmates ridiculed the boy in my Spanish class. Instead, with heightened 

awareness, I stood up for him, using my voice for the voiceless. Before the shooting, I may 

have stared at the lonely boy crying at lunch, but instead I chose to express kindness and to 

show him that he is not alone. I have become more aware of my actions toward others and 

have learned to extend myself in positive ways so that never again will I have to ask myself, 

“What could I have done?” 

I will continue to share my experience with the people around me hoping to touch 

their hearts in a positive way. I feel it is my purpose to help enlighten my peers with love. It 

has become my personal goal to stop the hate. 

 


