
 

 

 

A BAD DAY AT SCHOOL 

 

     PROLOGUE 

     The alarm blared on. 

     Logan gestured for his students to file into the Safety Closet.  Most thought it was just an 

ordinary drill and Logan was happy for them to think so.  A text message he received before 

the alarm went off gave him chills. 

     Shots fired. Follow Emergency Safety Protocol. 

     The class had just come back from assembly and Logan was about to begin with the Greek 

philosophers when his cell buzzed.  

     As the children trooped into the closet, the last student, as per protocol was the Safety 

Student Officer.  He had promptly introduced himself when the students met Logan when the 

students arrived in the classroom. James.  Yes that was it.  But he prefers to be called Jimmy 

he thought absentmindedly.  Logan reached out and placed a hand on the student’s shoulder.  

     “How many of these have you been through?”  Logan asked.  Jimmy gave him a quizzical 

look and shrugged.  

     “The drills?  Security likes to run it twice a month,” he replied.  “I don’t know why. It’s 

pretty quiet around here.  My brother goes to Seymour High and they hardly ever have them.”  

     Logan gave him a big fake smile and shut the door.  The deadbolt snapped into place loud 

enough to make him jump.  He made his way to the wall safe, where his school issued gun 

and taser were located.   He entered the combination - which he had just created that morning 

- and studied the contents within.  Logan started reaching for the gun but hesitated.  He 

hadn’t fired one since basic training.  The taser on the other hand was safer and easier to use.  

Making his decision, he took possession of it.   

     After the initial SMS alert, there had been no further communication.  Logan tried to stay 

calm but the thudding of his heart didn’t abate.  He forced himself to breath slower.  The 

excitement of coming to work this morning seemed a long time ago.  

 

 

 

 



 

 

Chapter 1 

Orientation 

     Logan checked the contents of his satchel - or man bag as his brother called it- one more 

time.  Lunch - tuna salad and a can of coke, stationery, the school’s orientation and security 

forms.  The gun was packed away in its holster located in a side pocket of the satchel. 

Satisfied, he slung the strap of the satchel over his shoulder and headed out.  Even though it 

was no longer in sight, he could feel the bulge of the gun against his hip.  

     He would never get used to having a gun.  He hated guns; he once even signed a petition 

for stricter gun control but now he was a gun owner because of his job. The constant threats 

of school shootings lead to years of debate on how to stop the violence.  However a shooting 

at a high school where the body count tallied ten students and five teachers lead to the rapid 

ratification of the so called Defensive Action Plan.   

     School boards had the option to arm their teachers.  Never in his wildest dreams would he 

have thought that basic firearms training would be part of a teaching degree.  With a growing 

number of schools embracing the new law, Logan elected to complete the basic firearms 

safety unit as part of his degree 

     Logan loved teaching. His parents were both retired teachers and their passion for 

education had transferred seamlessly to him. They were both in tears and bursting with pride 

when he received his degree on stage.   

     Of the hundreds of applications he had sent out, he received call backs for ten and of 

those, only five became sit down interviews.  

     He was exhausted after the interviews and the subsequent rejections felt like body blows. 

Effectively they were telling him he just wasn’t a good enough teacher for them.  Finally 

after the semester had already commenced he received some good news.  He was asked to 

interview for a position as a history teacher at Larcombe High School near Carver City.  

     Logan did not remember why he had sent an application there but he was desperate.  His 

hours at the cafe he was working out had been cut and his savings were nearly gone.  He 

didn’t want to move back home with his parents.  Logan recalled the interview as being fairly 

easy.  It was very different from other interviews, where he had been grilled.  There had been 

a questionnaire, a brief mention of the school’s security protocols, the curriculum and student 

to teacher ratios.  The interview, mainly lead the by the Vice Principal, seemed more like a 

sales pitch than an interrogation.  

.  The following day, he received a call from Vice Principal Sam Boksmark to ask him if he 

could commence straight away.  Excitement gave way to worry as he checked for 

accommodation around the school.  He finally found a rental that was within his budget and 

was a comfortable distance to work.   

 

 



 

 

 

* 

      As Logan was getting into his car, he heard shouting from the neighbours out front.  He 

shook his head.  His neighbours were regular screamers alright.  He was hoping his students 

wouldn’t be so loud.  That was one thing he hadn’t been comfortable with during his practical 

placements.  Disciplining students was not one of his strongest attributes.  He started the car, 

turned on the local sports channel and drove to work.    

     He didn’t see a skinny, pale faced boy with a backpack run out of the house, where the 

screams were coming from.  The kid fidgeted and looked around, as if looking for help. 

Finally, he glanced back at the house where the screaming continued.  He gave the house the 

finger, picked up a bike and sped off in the same direction as Logan.  

* 

8:30AM 

     Logan entered the school’s main entrance with a sense of apprehension but also 

excitement.  His dream was coming true.  Of course he would be on probation for a month 

but he was confident his training and enthusiasm would win over the other teachers and more 

importantly the students.  Amongst the throng of chatting students, he noticed a pretty blonde 

woman walking towards him.  He suddenly felt self conscious.  The woman was in her early 

thirties, beautiful and carried herself with authority.  Logan resisted the temptation to 

straighten his tie and gave her his best smile as she came closer.  

     “Mr. Casey!  Welcome to Larcombe High School.  I’m Principal Michelle Fenton, our VP 

Mr. Boksmark told me all about you and I’m very happy you’ve accepted the position with 

us.”  Logan took the offered hand lightly and gave the customary two quick pumps and let 

go.   

    “Principal Fenton, the pleasure’s all mine.  I have the forms Mr. Boksmark said I had to fill 

out before I started.”   Logan gave her the paperwork.  She gave them a quick inspection 

before filing them away in a folder she was carrying.   

     “We have morning assembly in half an hour.  Before then, I’d like you to catch up with 

our head of security, Jack Myerson.  He needs to go through the security proto - ah! Mr. 

Boksmark, here’s your man.”  Logan turned and spied the familiar figure of Sam Boksmark.  

The VP was a small man with thinning white hair, a wizened face and alert hazel eyes.  They 

shook hands.  

     “Welcome to school Mr. Casey.  I trust you’ve filled out those forms I gave you?” 

     “I have them Sam, I was about to show him to Jack’s office.  But seeing as you’re here, if 

you wouldn’t mind?”  Boskmark nodded and made a shooing gesture at his Principal.  Fenton 

gave Boksmark a bemused smile and walked away, the sound of her heels echoing down the 

corridor.  They both watched her, until she turned left, in to her office Logan presumed.  

 



 

 

 

     “I would have been Principal if I hadn’t promised my wife I would retire next year.  She’s 

young but competent.  We need more of them.  C’mon time to get moving, the rush for 

assembly will be happening soon.  I want you all squared away and in class before it 

finishes.”  With that, he was walking away.  Logan hurried after him, still trying to get his 

nerves under control.  

      * 

     Logan tried not to grimace at the firm handshake.  

     He looked at the man who was in charge of the security of the school.  He was dressed in a 

black muscle shirt and grey camouflage pants, complete with shiny black army boots.  He 

was also carrying an ipad.  

     Takes his job a little too seriously thought Logan as a deep set pair of blue eyes studied 

him.  

“The name’s Jack Myerson.  I’m not sure how much that lady Principal has told you 

about our security measures but I’ll explain them to you again anyway.” 

     He spoke with a bored tone, as if he had recited the speech a hundred times before.  His 

anvil shaped head was covered by a baseball cap with the school’s emblem. He was easily the 

tallest man that Logan had ever met.   

     He gestured for Logan to follow him as he started to walk away.  

     “I was hired a year ago, after the shooting at Perry Elementary.  School board got nervous 

and wanted a complete security check.  I just finished a tour and my C.O.’s brother is on the 

board, nothing wrong with a bit of nepotism eh?”  Logan realized the veteran was a bit of a 

gossip and his fearsome appearance hid a warm and humorous personality as Myerson 

regaled him with stories from his military tours.   

     “What did you think of the boss lady?  She’s pretty but she can be a mean one.  Not as 

mean as the VP, you should hear him yelling at the kids.  I reckon he likes to make them 

cry.”  Myerson said the last with a smile.  Logan noticed one of his incisors was gold as he 

shook his head in amusement.   

     “I only met Vice Principal Boksmark briefly as part of my interview.  He seemed like a 

nice guy.”  In truth, Logan had been so focused on the interview; he hadn’t taken much notice 

of Boksmark’s personality.  He was too busy concentrating on giving confident answers.  

 

 

 



 

 

     They made their way down a long hallway, while Logan looked through the windows and 

spotted screaming and laughing students playing on the playground under a clear blue sky.  

Logan smiled at the near frantic energy the kids were spending.  Hopefully they would have 

enough energy left over for the school day. He wondered if any of them would be his 

students.  His musings were cut off when Myerson cleared his throat.  

“Listen, Mr. Casey.” 

      “Call me Logan.” 

     “I read your College transcripts and your Basic Firearms Safety Test results were on the 

low side of pass.”  Logan groaned silently as he recalled what happened on the final day of 

testing at the gun range.  The practical part of the test was the last thing he had to do before 

officially completing his studies.  Unfortunately, the night before the big day, his roommate 

had persuaded him to celebrate early.   

     The result was a bad hangover and a less than spectacular day at the range.  He came 

within a whisker of failing the practical part of the unit.  Meanwhile, Myerson was still 

studying him.  

     “Yeah, it’s not really good is it?  Let’s just say shooting guns really isn’t my thing.  I 

passed all the theory and safety parts of the course, just not the shooting part.”  He replied, 

his tone becoming defensive.  Myerson gave him a wry smile and shook his head.  

     “You’re not the first teacher who just wanted to teach and dismissed the need for firearms 

training.  Let’s go for a walk to your classroom.  You’re teaching History right? Modern or 

ancient?”  Logan had to hurry to keep up with Myerson’s long strides.  

     “Well, from the plans the previous teacher left me, I believe we are in the middle of an 

Ancient Greek unit.”  Logan continued to explain what his plans were for the course as he 

followed Myerson.  Even though had been given a map of the school, he was already lost 

after a couple of turns.  All he could do was concentrate on following Myerson’s broad back. 

      * 

     They were fighting again.  

     It was always about the same thing - Money.  He was working his ass off, while she 

bought stuff he didn’t need. As with all their arguments, it would go around in circles, ending 

in tears from her, while he got progressively drunker and meaner.  Soon enough, he would 

remember Jacob was around and take his anger out on him.  

 

 

 



 

 

    Jacob decided to make a break for it before the heavy footsteps started approaching his 

door.  Besides, he had bigger fish to fry.  He opened his closet and grabbed his black 

backpack.  Crammed in it were snacks and drinks he had swiped from the kitchen pantry.   

There was also a little something he borrowed from the next door neighbour.  Not that he 

would be returning it.  He slipped out the front door as they continued screaming at each 

other.  He stared back at the house and gave it the finger.  The house was full of memories of 

pain and fear.  Today was going to be the day to wipe them away for good.  

     Jacob loved his Mother but her judgement in men had caused one disaster after another.  

First there was his Father, who left as soon as he found out she was pregnant.  Then there was 

a nervous skinny guy who chain smoked.  Jacob always thought of him whenever he smelt 

cigarette smoke.  

     Finally there was the guy who had molested him when he was ten.  His Mother was 

cooking dinner, while the man had wandered into Jacob’s room and shut the door.  He was 

wearing stained cook’s whites.  He had told Jacob to close his eyes.  Jacob smelt the stink 

coming off him - a foul mixture of rancid lard, sweat and burnt garlic. 

     Jacob closed his eyes and the stench came closer. Jacob wrinkled his nose and then his 

pyjama bottoms were being pulled down.  He felt the man’s greasy hand reach down at the 

thing between his legs and begin to stroke.  Jacob had tried to pull away but all the man did 

was grip harder which caused him to whimper.   

     “Now, now little boy.  Just let me finish this off and everyone’s happy.  You say anything 

about this and I kill your Mommy and then I’ll come back for you.  Now be a good little boy 

and be quiet.”  Then Jacob heard the man’s zipper.  After a few horrible seconds, in which 

Jacob was afraid to even breathe, the man grunted and Jacob felt warm fluid splash on his 

leg.   

     “Clean that up and then have dinner.  Remember, you say anything.  Your Mommy dies.”  

Jacob nodded, not quite understanding what had happened.  He grabbed a towel and wiped 

away the clear, warm fluid and chucked with the rest of his dirty laundry. As they ate their 

dinner, his Mother even commented on how quiet he was.  Jacob only smiled, as he felt the 

gaze of the man on his right.   

     Jacob felt shame and rage at the memory, as he zipped up his backpack.  Their voices 

were getting louder and he was starting to slur his words.  A sure sign he was approaching his 

breaking point. Most of the men she met while she was waitressing at the local strip joint.  Of 

course Jacob wasn’t supposed to know that.  One day he had skipped school and followed her 

on his bike.  On the same day, he saw the man that had molested him.   

    He was so surprised he nearly came off his bike.  Luckily for him, the man - his frantic 

mind finally coughed up the name Serge - was walking opposite him.  Instead of cycling 

away, Jacob decided to follow him.  

 



 

 

     Serge was dressed in the same kitchen whites as before.  As Logan followed him, the hate 

built up.  He was gobsmacked to see the man was heading towards a school.  Works in the 

cafeteria?  Lunch Man Serge?   He had thought wildly.  In the end he had made it back to his 

own school, albeit half an hour late.  This meant detention.  But Jacob had been happy.  It had 

given him time to plan.  

      

CHAPTER 2 

First Class 

 

     Logan scanned the classroom.  His classroom.  There rows of seats facing a desk and the 

blackboard.  He forgot about Myerson and wandered over to the desk.  It was old, varnished 

wood, full of marks and stains.  But it was his desk.  He realized Myerson had stopped 

talking.  With a sheepish grin, he turned around to face Myerson.  

     “I’m sorry Jack, got a little distracted.  What were you saying?”  He asked, as he placed 

his bag on the desk.  Myerson smiled, the gold tooth twinkling.  

     “That’s okay Logan.  I can see you’re a bit buzzed, this being your first class and all.  I 

was asking if you brought your own firearm?”   

     “Yes I did.” Logan said as he started to empty out the contents from his satchel.  He pulled 

out his gun and placed it carefully on the desk.  Myerson stepped forward, took it out of its 

holster and examined it.   

     “Glock 9mm.  Good.  We use the same ones.   I’ll have to keep this in the security office.   

Your school registered firearm is over there.” Myerson pointed to a wall safe on the left of 

the blackboard.  Logan noticed he had long, yellowing finger nails.   

    “School Registered?  There was nothing about this in the security forms.” 

    “Yeah, it’s just a little wrinkle I thought up last month.  Forms are out of date.  The one 

thing I know that will happen if we’re unlucky enough to be under attack will be the 

paperwork that follows.  The only firearms allowed in the school will be registered to the 

school.  I maintain and clean them.” 

     He motioned to Logan to head towards the wall safe.  “Now, please enter a pin number,” 

Logan did as he was prompted.  There were mechanical sounds emitting from the safe and 

then a loud click.   

     “Now enter your pin again.  The system has now logged that pin as belonging to this 

classroom and you will be responsible for the contents of the safe.”   



 

 

     The safe clicked again and opened with a hiss of air.  Logan pulled the safe door wider.  

The only things inside were a Glock 9mm and a taser.  “The taser can be charged in the safe 

if required.” Myerson continued.   

 

     Logan was glad there was another option for security.  He reached in and grabbed the 

taser.  It was light.  He pushed the power button and the taser crackled immediately.  He 

turned and gave Myerson a wry grin.  “At least I have this to use, if I get too nervous to use 

the other one.” 

     “Here’s hoping you don’t have to use either,” replied Myerson as he began to push buttons 

on his ipad.  “As per security protocols, you will receive a text alerting you of any danger and 

what to do in terms of that emergency.  The Safety Closet is located at the rear of the 

classroom...”   

     Logan lost interest as he had already read the safety procedures Myerson was droning on 

about in his clipped military tone. Instead, he mentally pictured students sitting in seats in 

front of him and tried to recall all the names he had been given on his photographic roll. He 

tried to remember he faces of those that had mentioned in the notes requiring extra assistance 

and those with behavioural issues, special needs and allergies.   

     He nodded in the right places as Myerson kept talking.  He started thinking about what he 

was going to say to his new students. He was trained to be a teacher and it was time to act 

like one.  His nervousness was now replaced by excitement and he just wanted the security 

briefing to be over so he could collect his thoughts before class.   

    Suddenly there was silence.  Without missing a beat, Logan turned to Myerson with a 

smile. “Do you really think those protocols will ever be tested?  It seems pretty quiet around 

here,” said Logan as he sat down behind his desk.  He took out his work planner, stationery 

and his red thermos.  

     Myerson eyed the thermos as if it were a new kind of species.  “From the briefing I 

received, you’re new in town?”  Logan nodded, as he removed a plastic sleeve containing 

recommended readings and placed it on the desk.   

     “Well, you live in the west side of town which to put it bluntly is the fancy side.  Local 

economy’s been up the creek without a paddle since the factories shut down and some people 

just go off the deep end.”  To emphasise the point, Myeson snapped his fingers.  Logan 

jumped involuntarily.  Myerson pretended not to notice.  

 

 

 



 

 

     “Remember that shooting I mentioned earlier?  Well the guy that did it was a janitor that 

had been fired six months before. He just decided to take down as many as he could before 

killing himself.” Myerson continued as he closed the cover of the ipad.  He crossed his arms, 

holding the ipad in his right, while looking out the classroom window.  He noticed David 

Jennings the Shop teacher was making his way to the cafeteria and gave him a wave.             

Jennings didn’t return the greeting and continued walking.  Myerson frowned when he saw 

him exhale smoke.   

     “Excuse me Logan, just going to have a friendly word with a school employee about non 

smoking in the school grounds.”  Myerson started to hurry off but paused and looked back.  

Logan looked up from his planner, eyebrows raised.   

      “Logan, the security protocol is like eating your vegetables.  You don’t like ‘em but 

they’re good for you,” with that, Myerson left him alone.  Logan, who liked his vegetables, 

made notes on his planner.  He looked out the window and hummed a song he had heard on    

the local radio station on the way to work.  It looked like it was going to be a fine day.  

 

* 

9:00AM 

     Jacob walked his bike through the weed infested path, nearly tripping over concealed 

rocks.  A headache was forming and he was having trouble forming a thought.  One thing 

was clear though, what he had been planning to do was going to be brought forward.  He 

dragged his bike through a tangle of thick undergrowth before he was through to the other 

side.  He shielded his eyes as looked around his surroundings.   

     The town planners of the bygone era had decided it was a great idea to preserve a piece of 

land as a quasi national in Carver City.  As the city developed, sections of the park were soon 

sold off by the government, until only a small portion was left.   

     In the end the local government decided the city could do with a bit of greenery and 

proclaimed the land as a national park permanently.  There was an area for family picnics, 

walking trails and a play ground but there was still enough “wild” nature area for kids to have 

a place to smoke, drink and hangout.  This place was his home away from home, where he 

could relax and not think about anything.  A place to listen to music on his battered Ipod 

Classic while smoking some weed.  It was also the place where could have some target 

practice.  

    He checked his watch and saw it would be another hour before Serge turned up at the 

school to prepare lunch.  It was going to be his last day alive; Jacob was going to make sure 

of it.  This was the main reason he was here.   

     He stashed his bike behind the tree, opened the backpack and pushed the contents around 

until he saw what he wanted.  To say his neighbour   — Mr. Denton — was a gun enthusiast 



 

 

was an understatement.  He would often invite Jacob to come along with his sons for target 

shooting at the local gun range.  Jacob would usually receive high fives from the Denton’s 

kids for hitting the centre.  At home he usually received a slap for being too slow to get the 

can of beer.  

 

 

    The Glock was in its holster.  Next to it was a spare clip — fully loaded.  Jacob reached in 

and brought the gun out from its holster.  He felt its familiar weight.  He had even given it a 

name — Spanky.  It had always been the gun he used when he went out to the range.  

    Sometimes when Mr. Denton was away, his kids and Jacob would make their way to this 

area and do some target shooting.  Jacob looked down at the ground, searching for a piece of 

rock or perhaps a broken branch to use as target practice.  He found something even better — 

a half full can of soda that had been carelessly tossed aside.   

     He picked up with two fingers, mindful of not to touch the lip.  He looked around and 

found the tree branch they normally used as a holder for anything to shoot at.  Jacob reached 

out and hooked an arm over a branch and deposited the can on the other tree branch.  He 

slipped down, walked about five paces out and turned around.  It was a fairly short distance; 

he would increase the distance every time he hit the target.   

     That’s what they did when they fooled around here.  Now it was just him.  He lifted the 

Glock in one smooth motion just like he had done, a dozen times before.  It was strangely 

quiet, no birds chirping or flies buzzing around.  Jacob took a deep breath, aimed and fired.  

As soon as he squeezed the trigger, he knew he had missed.  A puff of bark on the branch the 

can was sitting on proved him to be correct.  The can teetered but held its position.  

     Jacob would often stay for dinner with his neighbour, especially when his Mother and her 

boyfriend were arguing.  Jacob knew where the guns were kept and one day, he decided to 

take one.  He doubted it would be missed. 

    He sighed, cracked his neck and fired again.  This time the shot went wide. “Bitch Tits!” 

he cried, mimicking one of his Mother’s favourite curse words.  He took deep breath, counted 

to ten and felt his heart rate drop down a little before aiming and firing again.  This time his 

aim was true and the can flew back violently from the tree branch.  Jacob pumped his fist and 

smiled.  Third time lucky but he didn’t want to give Serge a second chance when he found 

him.  He ambled over in the direction the can had gone.  He found it and was pleased the 

bullet hole had hit dead centre.  He picked the can up and placed it back on the branch and 

went back another 10 paces from his original starting point.  Fired and the can went flying 

again.  Rinse, lather, repeat.   

     When Detectives came around and told David Denton the gun used in the school shooting 

was registered in his name, he collapsed on the front porch and wept. 



 

 

* 

9:05AM     

      Logan waited patiently as Principle Fenton announced his credentials.   

     When the bell for assembly rang at 9, Boksmark appeared at the door and beckoned Logan 

to follow him.  With a sigh of relief, he followed, glad he had a guide.  Boksmark marched 

ahead, seemingly not wanting to participate in any small talk.  Logan glanced around as he 

followed, nodding in approval at the combination of natural shade and canopies for the kids 

to enjoy outdoor activities.  He noticed a couple of students were running in the same 

direction they were, while casting figurative glances at Boksmark.  Seeming to read his mind, 

Boksmark said “They know if I arrive at the stage before they are in the building, they’ve got 

mandatory detention.”  Logan stayed silent as he chewed over Boksmark’s words.  It looked 

like Myerson’s observation was on the money.   

     The “building” was the school’s “Student Activity Centre” which housed everything from 

basketball to boxing and wrestling.  Logan glanced at the many banners that hung from the 

rafters as well as the trophy cabinet that showcased all of the school’s sporting achievements.  

They walked past shuffling and muttering students, many casting a curious look at Logan.  

For his part, Logan smiled and nodded and straightened his back, trying to show he was 

friendly but he was also a person of authority.  He hoped he didn’t look like he was trying too 

hard.   

    Fenton greeted him as he made his way up onto the make shift stage, looking battered from 

many years of use.  She motioned for him to stand next to her as she welcomed the students 

and teachers to a new semester.  She tied the theme of new beginnings with Logan’s 

introduction.   

 

 

     Jacob slowed down his pedalling as he came upon the front entrance of Larcombe High.  

After the chance encounter with Serge, he had checked out the school’s specs at the internet, 

mostly as a goof but the more he researched, the formation of a plan began to evolve.  In the 

next few weeks, when classes finished, he would cycle around the perimeter of the school.  

He took note of Serge’s schedule, the buildings he would go into and when he took his smoke 

breaks.  The hiring of the security guard had been a surprise but not enough to deter him.  

Lunch Man Serge was going to die.   

          Jacob looked around. From his weeks of “reconnaissance” (as he liked to call it) he 

knew on Mondays there would be a morning assembly at 9AM, which meant Serge would be 

in the school kitchen preparing for the lunch time rush.  The distraction of the assembly 

would give him the alone time he needed with Serge.  He knew the quickest way to get to the 

school kitchen was to come in from the west entrance of the campus.   



 

 

     A brief thought entered his mind — why not just walk through the front entrance?  He had 

seen the guard leading a teacher towards the eastern side of the campus.  As far as he knew, 

the school had only hired the one guard.  But there were still kids around; someone could 

raise the alarm before he could finish his mission. According to the school’s webpage the 

total number of students could be up to 2000 on any one day.  Jacob checked his watched and 

there was still fifteen minutes to go till the bell would ring for the start of school. 

    Loitering around the front entrance would not cause an alarm but he wanted to be in 

position before the beefcake security guard finished with the teacher and walked his rounds.  

For such a large school, it was amusing to Jacob that they only hired the one guard to patrol 

the whole school.  He made his way to the west side of the school as he eyed the mesh fence 

that surrounded the perimeter of the school. There was a fence door which would then lead 

him directly to the kitchen and canteen.  From his daily observation only staff and older kids 

used this entrance.  He would enter when the bell rang, he would exchange pleasantries with 

Serge and then leave this shithole town.  

 

     Daydreams about killing Serge were abruptly cut off as Jacob swerved behind a large elm 

and waited until a couple of students disappeared from view.   

     The door would be locked when school started.  If he was going to do this, he needed to 

do it now.   

He slipped the Glock and the spare clip in his right jacket pocket and zipped up the backpack.  

With a smile, he moved forward and pushed the mesh door open.  There were no students 

around here.  They were either already in class or were at the front of the school.  He felt 

exposed as he started towards the school but seeing the outdoor food court spurred him on.  

He was close.  

     Jacob reached the door which lead to the kitchen and stopped.  After a month of planning 

and sleepless nights his destiny was waiting behind this door.  With a deep breath, he reached 

out and pushed down on the handle.   It refused to turn.  Jacob pushed down again, harder this 

time.  It’s as if his mind refused to make the connection.  Shaking his head, Jacob stepped 

back and took a furtive look around him.  He was still alone in this small pocket of the school 

grounds.  He looked to his right and the glass doors of the cafeteria beckoned.   

     Jacob straightened his back and walked with purpose towards the cafeteria doors.  No one 

would get suspicious if he acted like he had every right to be here.  He pushed against the 

glass door and his heart skipped a beat when it wouldn’t open.  Then he noticed the PULL 

sign.  With a laugh that sounded like a grunt, he pulled the glass door forward with his left 

hand.  His right hand stayed with the gun.  He entered just as the bell rang to signal the school 

day was beginning.  

* 

      



 

 

 

     As Jacob entered the cafeteria, Jack Myerson had his own mission to accomplish.  He was 

feeling fine after the induction with the new guy, when all of a sudden his stomach started to 

do somersaults.  Getting a hold of Serge was no longer on his to do list.  He was thinking it 

was a bad idea to eat that left over lasagne and now his guts were opening up to collect.  His 

body may have been rebelling but his mind was still in clinical working condition.   

     He knew the closest toilets from his location were the cafeteria toilets, so he hurried there 

as quickly as he could.  Soon he was sweating and rubbing his stomach, almost as if telling 

the beast to be patient.  He finally reached the cafeteria door when he noticed a tall skinny 

kid, with long stringy blonde hair standing in the middle of the room looking in the direction 

of the kitchen.  

     “You okay buddy?” Myerson asked through gritted teeth.  A rumble came from his 

stomach and he knew he was cutting it close.  “Morning assembly is about to start, you might 

want to hustle.”  The boy, seeming to ignore Myerson, kept looking at the kitchen door.  

Myerson, who unfortunately would not live to see his dream of running his own security firm 

becoming a reality, took a step closer and was about to ask the kid if he was new when he 

found himself staring into the muzzle of a Colt .45.  

    “What?” But that was as far as Myerson got before Jacob squeezed the trigger.  The bullet 

entered through Myerson’s right eye, spraying brain matter and pieces of skull all over the 

table behind him.  His body thumped to the floor, a sigh escaping from his lips.  His left leg 

gave a final involuntary twitch and became still.   

 

     Jacob slowly brought his arm down. He could feel how warm the muzzle was next to his 

right leg.  He walked towards the fallen security guard in a jerky motion.  When he reached 

Myerson’s lifeless body, he fixated at the gaping hole where the bullet had gone through.  

The bullet he had fired.  His body soon started to shake as adrenalin coursed through his 

body.  This was not how it was supposed to go down.  He took a deep breath and smelt the 

stench coming from the body.  Jacob turned and dry heaved.  He didn’t realize people shit 

themselves when they got shot.   

     Thankful he hadn’t bothered to eat breakfast that morning, he stumbled over to a chair 

which was next to the lifeless body of the guard and collapsed on it.  He thought of lyrics 

from a song he had heard a few months ago.   

    It’s time to get this started 

    Wait ‘till I stake my claim 

    Forget that I was ever your whipping boy 

 



 

 

 

    He took comfort in the words.  He had started and it was time to tell Serge he was no 

longer going to be his whipping boy.  Soon the shakes stopped and he felt a bit more 

composed.   He got up and once more looked down at the beefcake security guard, lying in a 

pool of blood and bits of brain.   

     A noise behind Jacob jerked him around and he looked into the shocked face of a young 

man.  He had time to raise his hands as if to surrender before Jacob raised the gun again and 

fired.  This time the bullet entered through the man’s throat.  He tottered, making gargling 

noises all the while clutching at his throat before taking a few steps forwards and falling on 

his face with an audible crack.   

    Two bodies and neither of them was his intended target.  The sound of the school bell had 

him looking around, waving the gun around in a panic.  Surely the sound of gun fire would 

have alerted someone.  Once more, he headed towards the kitchen door. He was halfway to 

the door when it swung open and out stepped Serge.  

    Jacob was too surprised to see what Serge was holding his hand but he did notice Serge’s 

eyes were wide with fear.  Jacob jerked the gun up, ready to fire but Serge flung the contents 

of the pot that was in his hand.  On reflex, Jacob raised his left arm to protect himself and 

squeezed the trigger.  

     He felt white hot burning pain spread over his arm and around his neck. The bastard had 

thrown a pot full of boiling water at him.  Jacob fell to ground as Serge ran.  Jacob tried to 

track him and fired again. He aimed for Serge’s head but hit the wall next to the door that 

Serge opened and ran through.   

     Jacob writhed on the cafeteria floor before he slowly dragged himself to a chair and 

helped himself up.  He stared at his left hand, red and swollen and looked towards the door 

that Serge had fled through.  He gritted his teeth and with a grimace reached out and opened 

the door.  He touched his ear and hissed in pain.  With a grin he walked through and the door 

slowly shut behind him.  The sounds of sirens could be heard.  

* 

     Serge ran through the school grounds.   

     He kept expecting to hear a gunshot and a bullet to hit him in the back.  He had seen a lot 

of school shootings on the news but he had never thought he would be in one.  He thought of 

hiding in one of the rooms but best idea would be to just get the hell out of the school 

grounds, maybe make his way to a police station. He turned a corner and collided with 

someone.  A female voice squawked after him but he kept running.    

     He had been getting the food ready to feed the little shits.  Today was a Monday, which 

meant it was your basic plastic veges and pork stew.  He was boiling water in a pot; ready 



 

 

throw in some veges when he heard the first shot ring out.  He dismissed it as a car back 

firing because it sounded as if it was just outside the kitchen door.   

     With his heart thudding, he had opened the door to peek out.  The first thing he had 

noticed was the new security guard on the ground with half his head blown off.  Sitting on a 

chair next to him was a kid with stringy blonde hair.  Suddenly the kid had gotten up, turned 

and fired.  Then there was the sound of something falling.  Oh fuck. Did he just shoot 

someone else?  He had got moving when he saw the kid advancing in his direction.  He 

looked around the kitchen and saw the pot of boiling water and now he was getting the hell 

out of school.  

    A door opened ahead of him and a teacher poked her head out.  In her hand she held a gun.  

Serge saw the opportunity and seized it.  “What’s goi—“ was as far as she got before  Serge 

cannoned into her.  He slammed the door shut and looked around the classroom.  The room 

was deserted and the woman kept asking him what was going on.  

 “You’re Serge right?  Did you see the shooter?  Is there more than one?  What kind of 

    gun was it?”   

     He ignored her as he looked for a phone in the room but there was nothing,   

      “If you’re looking for a phone, there’s no need to make contact with the police.  

 Emergency Protocol has been activated, cops will be here any moment.  Meanwhile, 

 Mr. Myerson should be handling it.” 

     Serge turned around and gave her a quizzical look.  He finally recognized her as Judy 

Atkins - an English teacher.  “You mean we’re stuck until the cops get here?”   Atkins 

nodded.  He noticed she kept a tight grip on the gun.  From her slight frame and skinny arms, 

it looked she could barely lift the damn thing.  She was also wearing thick glasses which did 

not increase his confidence.  He was half tempted to ask if he could have the gun instead but 

the old crone would probably say no.  Instead he plonked himself down on a student table and 

held his head in his hands.   

     “Myerson’s dead.  Some kid shot him in the head and dropped someone else.  All I know 

is, he missed me.  Where the hell are the kids? And please tell me you know how to use that 

thing.”  Serge said as he pointed at the gun by the woman’s side.  

     “What? Jack and someone else is dead?  Sweet Jesus!  And yes, I most definitely will use 

this gun if the psycho ever tries to get in here.”  With that, she wandered over to the door and 

peered out.  

 

  

* 

 



 

 

 

     Logan didn’t know the full meaning of the phrase “Don’t be a hero” until he decided to 

leave his classroom.  He didn’t bother checking the protocols, he knew teachers were 

supposed to stay in their classrooms until given the all clear.   

 

 

     

      

 

 

  

 

 


