Jefferson High School - Failed School Shooting Scenario

In the heart of a suburban town that could be anywhere America stood Jefferson High School, an
institution known for its strong community ties and commitment to academic excellence. However,
beneath this common facade, trouble brewed; the kind of trouble that is no longer assumed to only
reside in the caricature of inner-city schools held by suburban families.

Mark Johnson was an unassuming sophomore at Jefferson High, blending into the crowded hallways
with ease. But behind his quiet demeanor lurked a troubled mind, twisted by years of isolation and
torment. His journal, hidden away in the depths of his backpack, chronicled the pain of being bullied, the
agony of rejection, and the burning desire for revenge.

One autumn morning, as the school bell chimed for students to make their way to their first period class,
Mark stepped into the bustling corridors with a heavy heart and a mind consumed by darkness.
Clutching a loaded firearm beneath his jacket, he embarked on a plan that in retrospect many will say
they weren’t entirely surprised.

The school administration had long been aware of the simmering tensions within its walls. Concerned
whispers had circulated among teachers, reports and referrals of troubled students and potential threats
brushed aside in favor of maintaining an illusion of safety. Precautionary plans had been drafted,
emergency protocols outlined, but crucially, communication had faltered, lost in the bureaucratic
labyrinth of administrative negligence.

As Mark's footsteps drew closer to his first target, a classroom filled with unsuspecting students, one of
Mark’s classmates, Tara approached him to chat, but was told, “I like you, leave school now.”
Unfortunately, because of recent rash of school shootings over the year, Tara immediately recognized
what was likely about to happen, so she told a teacher’s aide, Mr. Lucas whom she knew because Mr.
Lucas usually supervised the cafeteria during lunch.

For months, the school employee union had pushed for greater awareness of the looming threat of
school shootings, their warnings falling on deaf ears. Now, as the town teetered on the brink of tragedy,
one of their members, Mr. Lucas, sprang into action, with no other means of communication, he
immediately used his personal cell phone and called 911, as well as the main office to report the
situation, and told every teacher to close and lock their doors as we went down the hall.



Outside the confines of Jefferson High, community organizations stood poised to lend their assistance,
their resources and expertise untapped in the face of potential crisis. The local police department, ill-
prepared for such a catastrophic event, struggled to coordinate their response, their efforts hampered by
a lack of communication and foresight.

As Mark turned down the now empty hall, thanks to Mr. Lucas, he sees the teacher’s aide and was
conflicted with what to do next, but he had resolved that there was no going back, so he raises his gun.
What Mark hadn’t realized was that his parents had been paying attention to recent safe storage gun
legislation in neighboring states. His parents hadn’t purchased a gun safe yet, but they had unloaded the
clip typically kept next to the family firearm and put the ammunition in a different location. The gun was
unloaded.

In the aftermath of the failed school shooting, the town of Jefferson was left reeling, grappling with the
harsh reality of what could have been. Questions lingered, accusations flew, fingers pointed in every
direction. The school administration faced scrutiny for their failure to adequately address the warning
signs, while the employee’s union demanded accountability and reform.



