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T his  is  Not A Drill

Tuesday night, tips started pouring into the school and to police about a possible shooting at Shorecrest High
School.
---
There were only twenty minutes left in class and my French teacher had set us loose to work on a project. My table
group consisted solely of sophomores who were bone-tired from studying for the midterms coming up the next week.
Instead of working, we decided to spend the rest of the period playing “hockey” with an eraser and pencils. The girl
sitting across from me had just scored a goal when the intercom came on and told us to go into lockdown.
---
We found out later that six boys had planned the shooting: two at the middle school, four at the high school. I didn’t
recognize any of the names except for one, Ollie’s.
---
My teacher covered the window on the door with a piece of paper, locked the handle, switched off the lights and
pulled down the blinds. The rest of us walked over to the back right corner of the room and sat down. I scooted
back against the wooden cabinet, let it dig into my spine, and pulled my knees to my chest. I turned to my friend and
asked if this was a drill. She shrugged.
---
The deadliest school shooting in the year 2014 took place in my home state, Washington. It was at Marysville
Pilchuck High School. A fifteen year old texted his friends to meet him for lunch, pulled out a gun, and killed four
students before shooting himself in the head.
---
The girl to my right had gone to the bathroom five minutes before the lockdown began. She told us that there’d been
three policemen patting a kid down in the hallway a few feet from our classroom. Someone suggested that it could be
a drug bust and they just needed us out of the way. We all nodded. That made sense.
---
Ollie was a grade below me. He was a long, skinny boy with tarmac-colored hair that hung over his eyes. He was
quiet, but nice, lived about a five minute walk from my house. We waited at the same bus stop each morning during
elementary school.
---
My teacher hovered over her computer, refreshing her browser over and over. She’d gotten word that there’d be an
email explaining the situation. The rest of us had settled in. I was half-asleep on my friend’s shoulder, watching her
play Angry Birds. Two seniors had started watching Brave, lying on their stomachs under one of the tables, sharing
earbuds. A few people had closed their eyes, relishing a few moments to themselves. One group had the same fifth
period chemistry class and were using the time to finish an assignment due later that week.
---
I hate that I look at my classmates differently now, analyzing if they’d bring a gun to school, if they have it in them to
kill someone. If that bump in their backpack is a weapon or just a book jammed in the wrong way. I wonder if they
look at me like that too.
---
My first experience with a lockdown was in fifth grade. A suspicious man, who I later found out was a pedophile,
had been seen in a nearby neighborhood. My class was upset because we couldn’t go out to recess. My teacher put
on movies for the rest of the day to appease us and opened a case of vanilla wafer cookies she’d been saving. I
remember letting the sugary sweetness melt on my tongue and wishing that this happened more often.
---



The snapchats, DMs, and general messages started rolling in. One of my friends currently trapped in her AP US
History class told me that her younger brother had texted her, telling her that the middle school a few blocks away
was in lockdown too. Someone else supplied that they’d heard it’d been a coordinated effort, that middle and high
schoolers had worked together to shoot up both schools at the same time. Another girl said she’d heard that there’d
been a hit list. It wasn’t cold in the room, but I could feel my body shaking. 
---
In 2012, an eight year old girl, Amina Bowman, from Bremerton, WA was shot when a gun went off in one of her
classmate’s backpacks.
---
At lunch now, my friends and I sit at the table closest to the door in the winter or outside in the summer. Just in case.
---
A muffled ‘ding’ emitted from my teacher’s computer and we all turned to face her expectantly. She pulled the
laptop onto her thighs, hunching down to read an email. Gathering us close together, she explained that they didn’t
tell her very much beyond that there’d been a tip of a possible shooting and that the school had it under control. We
asked if she knew how long we’d be here and she said that she had no idea.
---
While the guns belong to the adults in the home, detectives got a protection order filed against the boy and his
13-year-old sister. Officials say there have been documented incidents in the past with both teens.
---
Ollie had a little sister—I never learned her name. She was a grade below him. I remember her Dora the Explorer
backpack the most, I think. A small, pink thing with a sparkly picture of Dora and Boots on the back, Swiper
looking at them from afar with an evil little grin plastered on his face. Their dad walked with them to the bus stop the
year that his sister started riding the bus. He dropped me off at school one time when the bus didn’t come. Their car
smelled like old pine air fresheners and wet golden retriever. 
---
I spent thirty minutes watching messages fly across my phone. Everyone was trying to figure out what was going on,
but there were too many rumors to sift through. It was one of the senior boys. No, it was a junior girl. No! It was
the freshman named Ethan, the quiet one. They hid a gun in the woods near the school. No, multiple guns, pistols.
They had hundreds of bullets. The plan had been to start in the math classrooms. The spanish classroom next to
ours, the chemistry class. They’d gotten busted for drugs and wanted revenge. 
---
Now, during lectures in class that go on too long, I often try to imagine what I’d do if one of my classmates opened
fire. Would I try to stop them?  Would I run?  Would I be the first victim?
---
King County Sheriff's Sgt. Ryan Abbott said a parent found ammunition [Ollie] had. The parent came to
school on Monday to report it, and school officials found bullets inside of the student's backpack at school.
“We’re talking over 200 rounds of ammunition,” said Abbott.
---
One of the boys in my class really had to pee, and we joked about using the official “emergency bathroom bucket”
stored across the room in one of the  back cabinets. He decided to hold it. I found out later that a couple people
used the buckets in other classrooms. Some classrooms had closets they could use, others just had everyone turn
their back.
---
After a lockdown drill in sixth grade, my teacher flicked on the lights and took a moment to go over procedures with
us. One of my classmates, an anarchist in the making, asked why we huddled in a corner like sitting ducks instead of
running outside and scattering. My teacher said that there might be more people waiting to shoot you outside.
---
A picture taken from the English classroom nearest the parking lot started circulating. A lost-looking pizza guy was
wandering around the front of the school holding a few boxes. Someone had ordered Dominoes as a prank. More
kids started ordering more pizza, trying to summon the outside world to see them. Soon there were three delivery
men wandering around listlessly. 
---
In 2007, Samsung Kok was shot and killed by a classmate in Tacoma, Washington.
---
After moving up to middle school I didn’t expect to see Ollie again. I’d enrolled in Jazz Band, a zero period course
that started before school. It was early enough that there wasn’t a bus provided, meaning that my dad had to take
me every day. But, when I walked into the first day of Jazz Band in eighth grade, I saw Ollie sitting in the front row,



holding an alto sax. I ignored him except for a long glance, going to talk to my friends a few rows back. 
---
We’d been sitting for three hours and everyone was getting antsy, desperate for concrete answers. We were making
jokes, but no one was smiling. Someone set their laptop on a desk and we watched The Office without any volume,
just subtitles. The couple of us who’d brought lunch passed around carrot sticks, ripped-off pieces of sandwich.
---
" In April, [Ollie] got access to his father's handgun because he wanted to see what a gun felt like to fire off.
He loaded it and shot it in the house, shot it through a wall, nearly missing someone."—King County Sheriff's
Sgt. Ryan Abbott
---
Lockdown drills became a joke in middle and high school. You never think it’ll be your school, never consider
actually paying attention to the instructions beyond going through the motions. Turn off the lights, sit together in a
corner, use the twenty minutes to talk to your friends, to not be in class. Ignore the teacher’s hushed commands to
be quieter. 
---
Thursday night, police served an Extreme Risk Protection Order (ERPO) on the home of a 14-year-old
student at Shorecrest High School.
---
We were finally released four and a half hours after the lockdown began. I ran out to my friend’s beat-up pickup
truck in the student lot. She’d agreed to give me a ride. The buses didn’t seem safe anymore. I opened the door and
hopped in. We started back towards my house, then she asked if I wanted to come over instead, maybe watch a few
Harry Potter movies. I don’t think either of us wanted to be alone just then.
---
Everytown for Gun Safety, a website dedicated to recording incidents of gunfire on school grounds, reported that in
2020, just in the four months before schools had to shut down due to COVID-19, 51 instances of guns being
brought onto school campuses have occurred, killing 13 people and wounding 24 more.
---
I map out the exits in every classroom I go into now. Two in my Physics class: one right next to me, one across the
room. One that I know of in my History class—I still need to find the rest. I count the exits in movie theaters, in
houses I’ve never been in before. I seek out hiding spots too—look for places I won’t be discovered, check if they
have a bathtub. I’ve heard bullets can’t get through porcelain.
---
Only a third of the school showed up the Thursday they told us to come back, even fewer returned the following
Friday. Only five out of the thirty kids in my first period English class showed up, and instead of the lesson, my
teacher had us sit on top of some of the tables and talk about anything we wanted, made us tea and hot chocolate.
I’d never really talked to any of those kids before that day. Now we smile at one another in the halls. 
---
It is unknown what punishment the students in possession of the ammo are facing. School officials say they
are not legally allowed to talk about student discipline.
---
The police assured us they’d swept the campus for any weapons. The school told us that they were taking every
precaution. Extra police officers were stationed at the building for the next few weeks. There were counselors if you
needed to talk through everything that’d happened. They kept saying that it was safe now. Wasn’t it supposed to be
safe before?
---
I didn’t see Ollie again. I heard he switched schools, left the state, got put in juvie. A few weeks later, a kid ripped
a sink off the wall in one of the boy’s bathrooms, flooding part of the first floor, and the rumor mill moved on.


