Text 1: "I could have saved lives!"
        Several years ago, Mr. Allen, 46, an emergency room technician, was held up at gunpoint in Brooklyn in the middle of the day by three teenagers. (...)

But it took seeing a portrait of Veronica Moser-Sullivan,6, the youngest victim of the movie-theater shooting in Aurora, CO, (...) eating an ice-cream cone with a child's joyful abandon to galvanize him into action.
        He showed the little girl's picture, which he carried with him.(...)

        Mr. Allen admitted that he had not always been against guns. For years, Mr. Allen said, he carried a gun every day. To high school,. The gun, which he had bought on the street for $150, went to class, along with his pencils and notebooks, at Thomas Jefferson High School in Brooklyn - his bully deterrent, he said. He was hardly the only one who had a firearm, he said. Those were the days before metal detectors at high school doors, he added, and he carried the weapon until his mother found it in his sock drawer. She gave him the dressing down of a lifetime, he said. The gun was gone."My mother saved my life."
         In 1992, after Mr. Allen graduated, a 15-year-old, Khalil Sumpter, fatally shot Tyrone Sinkler, 16, and Ian Moore, 17, in the second-floor hallway of his high school. (...)
Mr. Allen said he remained plagued by guilt that he never told the authorities about what some of his peers had carried in their knapsacks. "I felt I could have saved those lives, if they had known we all had guns at school," he said.

Sarah Maslin Nir, The New York Times, January 21st, 2013
...................................................................................................................................................................
Text 2: First Day at School

"Are you excited?" she said. "First day of second grade!"

       The little girl kicked her feet against the back of the seat.

"Are you nervous?" her mother asked.

"It's OK f you are. School can be scary sometimes but you have some great teachers and they're going to make sure you're safe and have a lot of fun." The little girl pressed her face against the glass. (...)

"You're going to draw," she said. "And run and play."

       Two guards stood like statues on either side of the doors. The car lurched forward and the woman rolled down her window.

"Yes," she said. "Jenny Ryan. Second grad. Mrs. Gitting's class." She handed the woman an ID and waited for the attendant to check her name against the computer. (...)

       The attendant scanned the computer screen and then leaned back as a photo printed out behind her. She placed the photo back into a yellow lanyard then placed it on a clipboard and stuck it out the window.

"Better safe than sorry," the attendant said. "You can pull up there to the right and let her out at the drop off zone. Make sure she is wearing this lanyard when you let her go. They won't let her in without it."

       There was an officer standing at the curb. (...) The sunlight sparkled over the metal of his gun and the little girl marveled at the sight.

"He has a gun," the girl said. "Are there bad guys here?" (....)

"No, no, sweetie," she said. "He's just here to make sure the bad guys stay away."
Dan Evon, Fire With Fire, December 20th, 2012.
