The Clackamas PRrint

This is a Clackamas
student's account of her expe-
riences during the Thurston
tragedy.

My name is Amanda Gosser,
and I grew up in Springfield,
Oregon. I moved to Oregon
City in July, 1999. Whenever I
tell people where I am from, the
first thing they ask is, “Spring-
field? Isn't that where that
shooting happened?” My reply
is always the same. I say yesin
a way that I hope will conyey I
would rather not talk about it.
But I will never forget May 21,
1998 and how it has affected my
life.

I was at Springfield High
School. It was before classes
had started and I was assistant
teaching at the preschool lo-
cated in our school. I bent over
to pick up a dropped toy when
I heard an astonishing an-
nouncement over the speakers.
Minutes before, there had been
another shooting, but that
wasn't the astonishing part—
the astonishing part was that
it was happening a few miles
across our small town at our
rival high school, Thurston.

At first we thought that
couldn’t be possible. Then we
had parents calling to make
sure their children were all right,
not knowing exactly where it
was happening. About one
hour later 1. was called to the
office for a message. The office
was packed full of high school
students
whose parents
had called tell-
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had to inform me that earlier
that morning they had found my
all time favorite teacher, Faith
Kinkel, murdered in her home
with her husband Bill.

People always ask me how I
could be affected when I wasn’t
even at Thurston when it hap-
pened. My response could go
on for hours. The first thing
that affected me was the death
of Faith Kinkel. She was my
Spanish teacher in high schoal,
but she was more than that.
Faith was a person who lis-
tened. When I was her aga-
demic assistant, she knew my
mood as soon as | OanLd lhc
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My brother Nik played foot-
ball 'against Kip wheén they
were younger, and watching
them we would neyer have
thought this could happen. My
boyfriend at the time, Trevor,
was in the Thurston cafeteria
during the shootings. After-
ward, we constantly had to
leave places where we could
hear people talking about that
day, because it was too painful
for him to hearg
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brother Nik and I visited, we
were overwhelmed. Driving
down the street we saw so
many visitors waiting to con-
tribute to the memorial grow-
ing at the fence; and there were
so many media vans that the
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off. When Nik and I 4
finally made it to theffence, we
could pot believe our gyes. The
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things covering it. There was
everyhing— ribbgns, flowers,
poemsgstories, lettéks, burning
candles, pictures and ‘much
more. It took us hours'to walk
from one end of the fence to
the other. The sight was truly
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The graphic
to the left is
from
Thurston
High
School's
Memorial
website.
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amazing.

Our com-
munity really
came  to-
gether, wear-
and
passing out
v ribbons, rais-
ing money,
and just be-
ing there for
students
from any
school in the
community.

Last year, at
the one-year
memorial, my
school handed out blue ribbons
to every car driving by; we deco-
rated our school and our commu-
nity with those blue ribbons.

I will always be affected by this
incident in some way. I will never
forget the sight of the fence at
Thurston, or look at a blue rib-
bon the same way. And 1 will
never forget Faith Kinkel and
what she meant to me.
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