
 

 

The School Shooter Generation 

 I glanced up at the tv screen as I dashed around the living room, frantically collecting 

everything I needed for school, barely awake–and suddenly recoiled in shock.  

SCHOOL SHOOTER IN PARKLAND FLORIDA 

The headline sat on the screen in thick, red, unmistakable text that my mind still 

couldn’t—wouldn’t—understand. Above the hovering words was a clip taken from shaking 

hands of students waiting like sitting ducks in a classroom, student-made captions blurred out 

because apparently the language they used while being shot at was unsuitable for most viewers. 

Apparently swearing is still unacceptable even as bullets fly over your head and gunshots ring 

around you. More videos flashed on the screen as I stood, ice freezing its way through my heart. 

Unable to pull my gaze away from the colors that shocked me with their brightness as kids died, 

I feel my eyes close, but all I see are students running out of the building like fish fleeing a shark 

and sirens that resound through the room from the television, joining my mental images in a 

terrifying twisted harmony of death and chaos. 

Seventeen people died that day. Seventeen. That’s more than the number of years I have 

been alive, more than the number of years most of those kids had been alive. It’s the age where 

teens start to finally decide where they want to go for college, what they want to do with their 

new-found courage and freedom. But that was not so. Instead, there were seventeen caskets 

being ordered, seventeen funerals being arranged, seventeen loved ones who wouldn’t be coming 

home tonight. 

This shooting brought death on a scale seldom seen in America’s schools. It brought it 

into America’s homes, dumped it on our porches and placed it on the center table. Suddenly, gun 



 

 

violence wasn’t untouchable anymore. It was tangible and unignorable, all over the news and the 

media and everywhere, plastered on every screen and mind.  

The students of this country are refusing to let this slide like all the other shootings have. 

We need more than thoughts and prayers. We need something to change. We fought back, 

organizing walk-outs and marches with those social media things that adults so dislike. On 

March 24, we showed up in droves to marches all across the country. That march is said to be the 

“largest single-day protest in the history of the nation's capital,” based on the estimate of 800,000 

participants lining the streets of D.C. alone. 

We are not going to forget the lives lost in Florida that day, nor will we forget this issue 

of gun control.  

And we, the students, should be respected with our opinions. Too many adults tell us to 

act like adults, then immediately discredit us when we try. Why is it, that when my opinion 

differs from that of most adults, it is suddenly invalid? Why is it, when I begin to think for 

myself, it is suddenly not important because a few kids ate some Tide Pods? Why is it, while 

telling us what to think and how to “act like adults,” they really mean to conform to their ideals? 

And why is many adults’ first reaction to this movement to personally attack the leaders? We, 

the students, are staging peaceful protests like mature grown-ups, yet the only thing many can 

think to do is demean and assail the teenagers leading the movement. One republican politician, 

Leslie Gibson from Maine, even called movement-leader Emma González a “skinhead lesbian.”  

But no matter the resistance, Emma González, a student of Parkland and figurehead in the 

call for gun reform, has continued and we with her, demanding the tightening of gun laws and 

defining of assault rifles. Because I should be able to walk into a new classroom and not 

immediately note all of the exits and entrances in the case of an intruder. I should not be 



 

 

discussing how futile running would be while walking across campus in between classes with my 

friends. I should not have to listen to my gym teacher talk about how if there was a shooter, we 

are almost defenseless in his class. I should not have to worry about these things, I should not 

have to fight for these things, and I should not have to demand the ability to feel safe in my 

school.   
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